Digital Kenyon: Research,
Scholarship, and Creative Exchange
HIKA Literary Magazine
2-1977

HIKA - [February] 1977

Follow this and additional works at: https://digital.kenyon.edu/hika

Recommended Citation
"HIKA - [February] 1977" (1977). HIKA Literary Magazine. 130.
https://digital.kenyon.edu/hika/130

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by Digital Kenyon: Research, Scholarship, and Creative
Exchange. It has been accepted for inclusion in HIKA Literary Magazine by an authorized administrator of Digital
Kenyon: Research, Scholarship, and Creative Exchange. For more information, please contact noltj@kenyon.edu.

8

I

\

.1
i
%

"9

mm

'JM

I

•> -

•'i
§
r

•

TA
I
'

'

A
r

J

7/

7

5'

/

,
.

ewyoN
[

/J2

B
i

f

|

IIKA

A JOURNAL OF THE ARTS, SCIENCES, AND HUMANITIES
Volume XXXVIII, No. 1

Editors: Vicki Barker, Paul Lukacs • Art: Paul Grimes, Susan Mullins • Books: Lisa Castellani • K.diloriul
Staff: James Agncw, Lisa Coney, Andrew Coulter, Julia Heldman, Kathleen Kirk, Suzy Kitman, Earl McGann,
Valeric Mcrkcl, Stanley Mcrrcll, with Robert Carver, Carolyn Frascr, Mark Jurgenscn, David Kaufman, Ann
Malaspina, Juliannc Pistonc, Cheryl Ririe, Kathcrinc Spelman • Advisor: Kai Schocnhals.
Hika is published twice during the academic year. The mailing address is Post Office Box B, Gambicr, Ohio 43022;
editorial and subscription offices in Peirce Hall.

Fiction
C. B. Coleman 11
Martha Sasser 34
... Kathy Kirk 44

His Essays in the Mud
My Autobiography ..
Probably A Thistle ..

Music
Bonnie Brooks 15

Intermezzo

Essays
... John T. Agresto 3

Art and Historical Truth
Geometry Explained
Emblematic Life and the Naive State of Things
Life as a Path of Least Resistance
American Political Priesthoods
Mathematicians at GSttingen

John Thorne 6

.. Daniel Krumholz
Mark Sonnenschein
. James S. Franchek
Stephen Slack

18
25
29
38

Books
Gates of Eden, by Morris Dickstein
Daniel Martin, by John Fowles
Loose Change, by Sara Davidson
The Professor of Desire, by Philip Roth

Kenneth L. Bluford 49

. ... Rick Rosengarten 51
Julianne Pistone 52
David Wells 54

Poetry by: James Agnew, Frank Bianchi, Lili Corbus, Woody Newman, Karen Pool, Terrel Snyder, Frederick Turner,
Rebecca Warren.
Art by: Sue Butterfield, Juliet Farlow, James Franchek, Martin Garhart, Paul Grimes, Kim McGuinnis, Pat McCulloh, Susan
Mullins, Keith Rendall, Bonnie Rieser, Carla Steiger.

V

r ^

•

1m

r
* '

Ghosts
Foghorns cry in misty moors
Weeping while sleeping sailors snore.
The bells of churches listen
To the foghorn's sobs
And answer when daybreak's
light kisses the rocky shore
and sleeping fish
crawl onto land
The island breathes
up and down it rocks
the sand
and rocks
which litter the water's edge.
The sailors sleep late until
night fall when the
moon screams.
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Art and Historical Truth:
Revere's Print of the Boston Massacre
By
John Agresto

use as evidence at the subsequent trial. It
The historical event known asthe Boston
bears, of course, little resemblance to the
Massacre is most familiar to Americans
famous print.) But to dismiss it, on the
not through texts or tradition but through
other hand, as mere "propaganda" is
the agency of an artist's work, Paul
equally insufficient. Revere's intent was
Revere's "The Bloody Massacre." What
neither to invent a lie nor to photograph
actually took place, however, on the night
an historical event hut, rather, to develop
of March 3,1770, bears little resemblance
an artistic teaching about an historical
to the image of it that Revere's print has
event.
since engraved on the American mind.
That image — of the disciplined
line of bayonetted redcoats firing
on command into a crowd of
helpless colonists — is, on one
level, a mere distortion of the
facts as they occurred. To take a
small example: King Street,
*
where the massacre took place,
was not clean and dry, defiled
r
only by the gore of patriot soas
— rather, contrary to the print,
the street was covered that
A
miserable night with a foot of
\
snow and crusted ice. Moreover,
the colonists were not the sedate
and middle aged congregation of
men and women Revere en
visions for us, but rather "a
V
motley rabble of saucy boys,
negroes and mulattoes, Irish
teagues and outlandish Jack
tars" (as John Adams called
them) who flung chunks of the
undepicted snow and ice (and
undepictcd boards and stones as
Paul Revere
well) at a rather pitiful handful of
What, then, is the picture saying —
British redcoats surrounded and pressed
what understanding does it intend to
into a semi-circle before the Custom
teach? On the most immediate level the
House. Moreover, the print is a twicepicture is about two "sides" — a
removed fabrication: Revere simply
seemingly helpless group of colonists on
plagiarized the scene from a print done a
few days before by Henry Pelham, another
Boston print maker and engraver.
John T. Agresto earned his A B from Boston
To think of the print as a factual
College and his Ph D from Cornell, and taught at
narrative would, therefore, be inaccurate.
The University at Toronto before coming to
(In this regard Revere did make an ac
Kenyon In 1972. His speciality is American
curate sketch of the event, probably for
Government

I
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the left being dispersed and destroyed by
the military arm of foreign oppression on
the right. The attack comes not from the
colonial mob but from right to left, from
England to America. Yet, while the
patriots are, when compared to thedisciplined line of armed soldiers,
disoriented and confused, there is no
chaos, no frenzy. In the original Pelham
print some colonists are fleeing
the scene, which was, to be sure,
actual truth; some Americans
were, in fact, shot as they ran. In
Revere's print no one runs away.
And while the image of British
guns
destroying
fleeing,
frightened citizens would have
been both powerful and factual,
the print's picture of stead
fastness coupled with what seems
to be naive incredulity, portrays
perhaps a more important in
sight.
Furthermore, though the
British clearly have the upper
hand in this encounter, their
forces arc, in a sense, "num
bered." Conversely, the print's
edge cuts off the pictured
colonists from their unpicturcd,
"uncountable" compatriots to
whom many of the colonists in
the print turn to look. While
here, on King Street, the few
might well oppress the many, the
many are also "waiting in the wings,"
waiting in numbers overwhelming. On
the British side only Preston, the commanding officer, seems to have any indication of the import of this. As Revere
portrays him he looks not at the front of
the crowd but over it and into it, almost
behind it. And unlike his soldiers whose
faces are calm or smiling as they kill those
directly before them, his face is frightful.
Consider, moreover, what Heaven does

as it oversees the two sides, American and
British. The winds are blowing from the
colonial side to the British side (we know
this because of the weather vanes),
blowing the darkness and the clouds
(unrepresented in Pelham's print) wind
ward toward England. The growing
darkness is not, in Revere, over the
morbid scene of colonial carnage but over
the British, who do not seem to notice.
Over the colonists the m<x)n shines
brightly. In Pelham's original print the
moon was in its last quarter. In Revere's
revision the moon over the patriots' heads
is larger, brighter, and, most importantly,
T

Behind the soldiers in both the Pelham
and Revere prints is the king's Custom
House. Over that, directly over the heads
of the British, Revere adds another sign, a
piece of simple morbid comedy. The
second sign is inscribed "Butcher's Hall
— which not only describes the place
Ix'low, but, when read in a quick English

,
The BLOODY MASSACRE

\
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crescent, not waning. Their sign is on the
increase. And lest we mistakenly overlook
that fact at first, Revere has all the vanes
point directly toward it. Despite the scenes
of murder down below, growing
brightness now begins to cover the West.
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tongue, describes the very title of the
British themselves: Butchers All.
In the front of the print stands a small,
enigmatic pup. The dog — the classic
symbol of faithfulness as well as the sign of
war — stands in the print between both
sides. He is also the only thing in the
entire print to turn from the event and
glance out towards the reader. Through
him comes the message, the request, of
the entire print: the call for our vigilance
in this growing conflict, and for our faith
fulness to the cause.
None of this is "history" in the strict
sense of a factual account. The massacre
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Pelham's Boston Massacre, 1770

was a melee, not an orderly slaughter of a
peaceable assembly. Yet, while Revere's
print is not a description of fact it can still
be a description of truth — a correct
understanding of the meaning and portent
of the occurance in a way that historical
accuracy (rather than art) might well have

itself distorted. Additionally, a print is not
a treatise, and its direct impact is never so
much on our reason as on our emotions
and passions. But motion and excitement
may well serve as means to the end of final
understanding. Both the "distortion"
and the enchantment of the arts may, as
5

everyone knows, penetrate to the essence
of an object more keenly that either
"factual" accounts or rational discourse.
It is in this way that art, which at first
might seem inferior to both History and
Reason may, on the level of actual insight,
surpass them both.

Geometry Explained
By
John Thorne
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listing of axioms which is the
many elementary texts (and this
they do exist.
delicate point in its construction.
would not take an excessive effort).
The next step is to name several
This is so delicate, in fact, that the
Geometry, like other branches of
relationships between or among
art (or sport or game) of geometry
mathematics, is a sport (to some
these objects. These may take the
lay dormant for the 2000 years
folks a game). There are specific
form of incidence, perpendicularity,
preceding the 1820's while awaiting
rules to be followed, specially
tangency, etc., but as before, any
moro delicate architects (geometers)
trained players (called mathe
desired name will suffice. The
to re-awaken it. It was simply a lack
maticians,
or
more
exactly
of imprecision in making assump
John Thorne '78 is doing honors work in
geometers), and the results are even
tions that thus constipated the flow
Mathematics. He writes: "I would like to thank
published in journals and textbooks.
of geometric history.
Margarita Valencia of Wooster, Ohio, whose love
To play this game, one begins by
has Inspired most things I've written, and Daniel
There are three basic criteria for
naming several different kinds of
Finkbeiner of Kenyon College, who taught me
a successful axiom system. They
objects. These objects are usually of
most of this In Math 34 last year."
are: 1) completeness, 2) com6

pactness. and 3) consistency. An
axiom system must be "complete" in
the sense that you don't want to
forget any important assumptions
made in creating the geometry. An
example of an "incomplete" axiom
system is the usual Euclidean
geometry (the Geometry taught in
high school), as it was some two
hundred years ago. The geometers
of this system wanted desperately
for the usual parallelism to exist (i.e.
for each line a and point P not on
that line, there exists a unique new
usual parallelism
P

b
Figure A

line b through P which is parallel to
line a), but you find that you have to
create a separate parallel axiom in
order for this to be true.
(See figure A)
The criterion of completeness
states that if there is some property
you desire of your geometry then you
must include sufficient axioms to
make it true. This confused the
Euclidean geometers for a long time,
as the possibility of more than one
parallel line or none at all goes
strongly against intuition.
(See figures B & C)
The criterion of compactness is
simply one of economy or elegance.
You want your axioms to not contain
any extraneous or repetitious in
formation.
An axiom system is said to be
consistent provided that the axioms
in no way contradict themselves. In
most other sports, a contradiction in
the system itself is easy to discover,
yet this becomes a most subtle and
difficult problem in geometry, and
much study of the axioms is often
required to detect a contradiction
(or to prove that none exist). An
example of a subtly inconsistent
axiom system I happened upon will
be presented later.
Hence one finds that selecting a

successful axiom system is not so
easy. As soon as you think you have
"completed" an axiom system to
include all desired geometric
properties, you find that the axioms
are inconsistent, and then the
problem becomes removing the
inconsistencies without losing the
desired properties. Often an attempt
to create a new geometry ends in a
proof that the attempted geometry
cannot exist.
The geometry is completely
determined with the preceding
method up to the assumptions made.
It is fixed in all repects that are
considered in the axioms, though it
is possible that some aspect is left
unconsidered. (This is like the new
car buyer who tells the dealer what
he wants: make, model, year, ac
cessories, etc., except he leaves out
the color of the car, allowing the
dealer to make the choice. His in
structions have determined an
automobile; it is just a slightly more
general one than it is possible to
have determined). Is the sport of
geometry finished when the objects
and relationships have boen named
and the axioms listed? No!
lust as a recipe is worthless
more than
one parallel
P

Figure B

unless you actually bake the cake,
the setup for a geometry is not in
teresting without the structure I
claim accompanies it; and this
structure is not apparent from the
axioms alone, but must be
discovered. Actually, this is where
most geometers come in. The
particular geometry is determined,
and the game is to discover its
structure (or geometric properties).
This is accomplished by making
guesses as to what might be true
about the particular geometry, and
then attempting to deduce these
guesses or "possible truths" from
7

the given axioms. A successful guess
and subsequent "proof" of it from
the axioms is called a theorem. Once
a theorem is shown to follow
logically from the axioms, it too may
be assumed in making further
guesses and
providing more
theorems. The ensuing collection of
theorems, which grows as large as
the geometer might desire, reveals a
great deal of information about the
initial axioms, often with an in
tricacy that such modost axiomatic
beginnings would seem not to
no parallels

P

Figure C

possess.
It takes a very clever person to
make geometric guesses which are
likely to be eventually proved, and
often a clever person to prove them.
This
is
where
those
"mathematicians" who do nothing
but memorize multiplication tables
must exit. Geometry is not a game
for dullards, and it has taken some
of the best minds in mathematical
research (Gauss, Klein, Riemann,
Hilbert, and others), to advance its
study.
You have waited long enough for
some concrete examples of different
geometries. The following is an
assortment of interesting plane
(two-dimensional) geometries as
specified
by
their
objects,
relationships, and axioms. Included
with each is a brief description of its
outstanding properties.
My first example of a geometry is
the ordinary Euclidean geometry.
Unfortunately, this most common
and familiar geometry is the most
difficult to describe with axioms, so
I'm leaving some of them out and just
highlighting its construction (a
rigorous axiomatic description is not
all that tough, but it would consume
more space than it's worth in this
context). The objects of this

geometry are points and lines, and
the relationships are: 1) incidence
between a point and a line or bet
ween two lines (i.e. a point is on a
line, a line passes through a point,
or two lines intersect), 2) per-

p

b

Figure D

pendicularity between two lines, 3)
order among three points on a line
(i.e. the point A is between the
points B and C), and 4) parallelism
between two lines.
An overview of some of the axioms
is as follows:
1) Two points determine a line. (Or,
more formally: "Each pair of distinct
points is incident to exactly one
line." This formality is not needed
here, but now you've seen what it
looks like.)
2) Each line contains at least three
points.
3) There exist three noncollinear
points. (This axiom insures us of a
nontrivial geometry).
4) If line a is perpendicular to line
b, then line b must be perpendicular
to line a.
5) For each point P and each line a
there exists a line b perpendicular to
a and containing P. If P lies on a,
then b is unique. (In Euclidean
geometry the new line, b, is always
uniquely determined, yet there are
two geometries very close to the
Euclidean in which this is the ap
propriate axiom).
(See figure D)
6) If lines a and b are per
pendicular, then they have exactly
one point in common.
7) If A, B, and C are points on some
line and B lies between A and C,
then B also lies between C and A.
8) If A and C are two distinct points
on a line, then there exists at least
one point B lying between A and C,
and at least one point D such that C
lies between A and D. (This axiom

insures us that there are infinitely
many points on a line, and
correspondingly, that there are
infinitely many lines in the Euclidean
geometry.)
9) Of any three distinct points
situated on a line, there is always
exactly one which is between the
other two.
10) A line a not containing the points
A, B, or C intersects the triangle
ABC in an even number of points
(either 0 or 2). (Of course you still
have to define what you mean by a
"triangle," but this was a longneglected and important axiom.)
(See figure E)
11) Let a be a line and A be a point
not on a. Then there exists exactly
one line through A which is parallel
to a.
This collection of axioms (with a
few additions) constructs the usual
Euclidean geometry complete with
all its familiar properties. These
axioms can be altered slightly to
produce two similar, yet different
geometries: elliptic and hyperbolic
geometry. The elliptic geometry is
produced by deleting the axioms
relating to order, (i.e. axioms 7
through 10), and changing 11 to
read: "any two distinct lines in
tersect in a point." Doing this with a
little more rigor than I present here,
one can construct a geometry which
is entirely consistent and has the

I

is exactly the same as the Euclidean
excepting the last axiom, 11, which
is changed to read: "given a line a
and a point P not on a, there exist
precisely two different lines through
P having neither a point nor a
perpendicular in common with a."
(In other words, there may be many
different lines through P parallel to
a, yet only two which have no
common perpendicular with a.)
Hyperbolic geometry possesses the
properties that the sum of the angles
of every triangle is less than 180°;
there exist "trebly asymptotic
triangles," or triangles in which the
three lines comprising the "sides"
do not intersect anywhere; and
many
other
"non-Euclidean"
properties.
The axioms of another geometry,
Projective Geometry, are much
simpler than those of the Euclidean,
elliptic, or hyperbolic, and hence we
have a much more "general"
geometry in the sense that many
different specific systems can be
made to satisfy these axioms,
whereas in the preceding there is
only one system corresponding to
the axioms. As before, the objects in
this geometry are points and lines,
and the only relationship is in
cidence. The axioms are:
1) Two different points are incident
with (determine) one and only one
line.

c

C

A
B

A
B

Figure E

amazing properties that all lines
intersect (as assumed); the sum of
the angles of every triangle is
greater than 180° (in fact there are
triangles with a right angle for each
of their three angles); and all lines
perpendicular to a given line pass
through a single point called the pole
of the given line.
Another geometry derived from
the Euclidean, hyperbolic geometry,
8

2) Two different lines are incident
with (intersect in) one and only one
point.
3) There are at least three different
points on each line.
4) There are at least three different
lines through each point.
As in elliptic geometry we assume
that all lines intersect each other.
Also note that the words "line" and
"point" may be interchanged in

these axioms without changing
anything but the order of the
axioms. This interchangeability
allows what is called the "principle
of duality" to exist, in which every
theorem proved concerning points
and lines has a second, dual
theorem concerning lines and
points, which is true upon proving
the first theorem. Example:
Theorem: If a hexagon is inscribed
in a conic, then opposite sides of the
hexagon meet at points on a line.
(See figure F)
Dual Theorem: If a hexagon is
circumscribed about a conic, then
opposite vertices of the hexagon are
joined by lines through a point.
(See figure G)
Of course to show that these
theorems are in fact dual takes a bit
of geometric translation, but once
this is done, proof of one theorem
simultaneously serves to demon
strate the truth of the other. The
concept of duality appears in many
other mathematical contexts, and it
is very convenient to have this
geometric model to strengthen
mathematical intuition concerning

geometry" which would have in
finitely many points and lines). The
only relationship is incidence, and
the axioms are:

111122233347
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Figure F

1) There exists at least one line.
2) There are exactly three points on
every line.
3) Not all points are on the same
line.

it.

Inversive Geometry gives us an
example of a geometry in which the
objects are not points and lines. In
this case we begin with points and
circles, an incidence relationship,
and the following four axioms:
1) Three points determine one and
only one circle.
2) If P is a point on a circle a and if Q
is a point not on a, then there exists
a unique circle b passing through P
and Q which has only P in common
with a. (One says that a and b are
tangentat P.)
(See figure H)
3) On each circle there are at least
three points.
4) There exists a circle and a point
not on that circle.
Upon studying this system, one
discovers that it may be generated
by adding a single new point to a
slightly
generalized
Euclidean
plane, though of course this is not
readily apparent from the axioms.
The following geometry is an
example of a "finite geometry"
having only nine points and twelve
lines (as opposed to an "infinite

the numbers one through nine are
points, the columns are lines, and
the numbers in each column tell
which points are on that line:

Figure G

4) Two distinct points determine a
line.
5) Given a line a and a point P not on
a, there is exactly one line through P
which doesn't intersect a (the

b
P

Q

Figure H

Euclidean parallel axiom).
This system may be represented
by the following diagram, in which
9

The interested reader might wish to
try to construct a drawing that
represents this array. (Remember
that lines need not be "straight" and
that they may in some cases "cross
over" other lines without in
tersecting them in such a peculiar
geometry. This is much more in
teresting if the above diagram is not
consulted, and the picture is drawn
directly from the axioms and the
knowledge that there are nine points
and twelve lines). The advantage of
working with a finite geometry is
that once the particular array of
points and lines has been deter
mined. theorems may be tested by
trial and error before a more
elegant deductive proof is at
tempted.
The following is the example of an
inconsistent axiom system I en
countered. These axioms attempt to
incorporate a "three-point" deter
mination of a line (as in inversive
geometry
where three points
determined a circle), with a duality
between points and lines (as in
projective geometry). The objects
are points and lines, the sole
relationship is incidence, and the
axioms are:
1) Three points determine a unique
line.
2) Three lines determine a unique
point.
3) There exists four points on each
line and four lines through each
point.
4) There exists one line and one
point not on that line.
Even under close examination these
axioms do not seem to be in
consistent, yet if you were to choose
any two lines in this system at
random, you can demonstrate from
the premises that first, they must
intersect, and that secondly, they
can't intersect. Luckily, this con
tradiction presented itself to me

very early in the playing of this
particular game, or else I might
have spent many hours tending a
plant that was predestined by its
axioms to produce no fruit.
After reading this far about
geometry you should be wondering
to yourself: "What is all of this good
for?" There are several answers to
this question. First, it occupies the
time of millions of high school
students each year, keeping them off
the streets and in the classrooms. In
this same respect it has served to
make textbook-writer Mary Dolciani
a very wealthy woman, while her
young readers learn such in
teresting facts as "the measure of
an angle formed by two secant rays
with a common endpoint outside a
circle equals one-half the difference
of the measures of the intercepted
arcs."
A second answer to this question
is that the study of geometry can be
intrinsically interesting; knowledge

for its own sake, as it were. Yet if I
were the one asking what geometry
is good for, and you told me it's good
for itself, I'd think you had just given
me a very poor answer. A game in
which one arbitrarily recorded
axioms and tried to deduce theorems
from them might indeed be in
teresting in itself, but it would
certainly not be interesting to me.
Fortunately, there are other
reasons for studying geometry.
Principally, geometry is useful in
providing different models for the
real world (whatever that is).
According to one story, geometry
was created by Egyptian surveyors
who found it easier to apportion
sections of land by first representing
them as the regions between in
tersecting lines on a piece of
papyrus. As time rolled on,
geometers tried to extend this ab
stract representation to the entire
geometry
Euclidean
universe,
formed the model for the way the

A Child's Dress

I

a child's dress on a woman
a sun dress under the moon
in the fields, the elysian fields,
her face under my hands
hair stretched in
black ink scratches
across her face
sandals dangling from brown feet
black scars across my hands
as I touch her

universe seemed to be constructed
and for 2000 years scientists thought
that geometry was the only perfect
science for appraising universal
structure. There were constant
upheavals in chemistry, physics,
astronomy, biology, and philosophy
(the world is hot flat), yet geometry
remained firmly the same.
Then about 1826 some very clever
men suggested that other geometries
might consistently exist, and you can
just imagine the trouble people had
(and still have) in imagining more
than one model for the world around
them. It's easy to think that parallel
lines exist because you can walk
along beside them for twenty miles
or so and they don't seem to be
getting any closer to one another,
yet it's very hard to predict what
they'll do if continuously extended.
Einstein's name would be relative to
nothing if these lines didn't intersect
in his model of the universe.
Geometry doesn't stop at model
ling for the universe, but provides
models for ail disciplines based upon
evidently
reasoning,
most
engineering (of all kinds) and other
branches of mathematics. The
power, beauty, and economy af
forded man by such forms of
geometric modeling easily warrant
its continued study, and make such
study use/ul. Perhaps Jhe Romans
who named the subject "geometry,"
meaning earth-measure, would have
been more correct to name it "Geoexemplum," meaning earth-model;
for not only have the geometers
measured the earth, they have also
usefully reduced its essence into the
size of a few sheets of paper.

her eyes are enough
sending a cloud of mist
over our heads

Short Quiz:
What did the acorn say when he
grew up?

kissing the warm heart
of the world
red
in the night where they've hidden it
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His Essays in the Mud
By
C. B. Coleman

Through a series of rooms, in the old
house, the footsteps echoing in the
hallway. An old house, a Williamsburg,
one and a half stories, constructed perhaps
two hundred years ago. Situated on a hill,
looking out on a lazy pond. Willow trees
skirting the edge of the pond. White swans
skimming by.
Through a series of rooms, the young
man follows a coarse old voice, from
behind a wall or door. His footsteps pause
and search the shadowy hall. His hand
encloses a brass doorknob and twists it
warily, soundlessly, and the large door
opens enough for the timid eyes to look
into the room.
The sojourner is young, compared to
the hunched over figure standing in the
window sunlight. The white haired dotard
swivels around, squints unhospitably at
the intruder and tells him to enter. The
sojourner registers the smells of the room.
Yellowing acrid smells of the pages. The
Old Man continues to stand at the win
dow, fiddling with a large, round
magnifying glass. He examines some
antiquated text spread out on a small table.
A speckled dome is visible above the Old
Man's dull white hair. His face is round.
with puddles of fat beneath his eyes.
The young student steps closer, his
hands clasped behind him. The oak
floorboards creak as he ponders the room,
taking note of all the disorderly fur
nishings, a Victorian settee, a mahogany
desk, glass enclosed book shelves lining
the beige walls. There is a small alcove off
to the side of the room, stacked high with
even more texts and manila folders full of
discarded, possibly shameful manuscripts.
The professor, in his baggy trousers and
plaid waistcoat, puts down his magnifying
glass and studies the gawky young man.
Windows are kept shut; enclosed with the
C. B. Coleman '81 Is a transplanted southerner
now living in Ashtabula. Ohio. He is a Modern
Foreign Languages major.

room are dry, musty smells The day
outside: slightly breezy, early summer,
vibrant inflorescence.
"I hope I'm not intruding, Professor
D'xington," says the young man
reverently.
"No, no, not at all. I was expecting
you. My colleague at the university said
he would refer you to me, and today is as
good as any. By all means, make yourself
comfortable. * »
The configuration of the professor's
face is slightly aloft, smug. He clasps his
hand over his protuding belly and walks
over to the desk. Retrieving a slip of paper,
he brings it close to his squint eyes. "Yes
Mr. Zinbar, you seem to command a great
deal of respect. My colleagues at the
university say you are highly thought of.''
The sojourner beams boyishly at the
praise. He knows it is a rare opportunity to
confer with such a revered man of learn
ing.
The young man places a leather port
folio on the desk; it contains one of his
most arduously produced essays. The Old
Man ignores the portfolio for the moment,
to the student's displeasure. Beckoning
the young man to an upholstered armchair
at the window, the Old Man sits down.
"I mast admit," the young man says
shakily, "I've been terribly anxious about
coming to see you."
Oh, why's that young fella?"
"Well, ... I mean, you're so highly
thought of. I'm so grateful for your
assistance." The Old Man, stodgy and
settled in the armchair, gives out an
ambiguous grunt. Those pages of
scholarly discourse and accolades from
various societies and institutions, all this
enthralls the sojourner.
"Yes, well, we'll get to your essay in a
while.
The Old Man settles back.
"Yes sir, well my essay deals with
Hellenistic philosphy, particularly dealing
with Aristotle.
99
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"Greek philosophy, eh?" says the
professor sounding unusually naive. "Did
you know that Plato was a queer. Or was it
Socrates? No, no, I believe it was Plato."
» % No," the young man says discon
certed, "I wasn't aware of that."
"Yes, if memory doesn't fail me, I
believe his mate's name was Euclid. They
used to go out back of the Academy and
posteriorly congress.''
"Really, I didn't know that." He looks
even more confused.
Two of them, sitting in the blaring
sunlight coming in the window. They arc
all of a sudden distracted by some
blithesome laughter, from outside. The
young man rises up from the chair and
peers down the small hillside, to the edge
of the pond. The Old Man lifts the
mullioned window up and the two of them
observe a young, handsome couple
romping by the pond. The Old Man says
nothing. The sojourner assumes the
couple to be related in some way to the
professor, perhaps a neice and her beau,
who have come to visit.
The girl, young and curvaceous, has
deep carrotv hair, long and falling over her
shoulders. Barefooted, she is wearing a
pink dress. The tanned young man swings
her around by the hands. They appear to
be very infatuated. The Old Man smiles
with admiration at the careless two. A
slight breeze comes through the window
and shakes unattached papers on the desk.
They turn away from the window and sit
back down. The visitor is awkward to
speak; he positions his hands on his knees
and looks uncomfortable..
"Well professor, I just can't express my
gratitude; I mean for your assistance. It's
just that I've never been acquainted with a
man of your stature before."
"A man of my stature?"
"Of course, I mean your writings have
such . . . such spirit, meaning. At the
university. Professor Melnich compares
your works with the greatest of all; he says

your work will have profound influence.
The Old Man looks absentminded and
oblivious. He ganders aimlessly out the
window.
««
Yes, yes, meaning, aesthetic value,
yes.
The sojourner looks slightly baffled and
tries to involve the Old Man in some
conversation.
Well, we can talk about these things
later, when we get to work. Tell me, is
this house very old?
"Very."
"Eighteenth century?"
"Uh huh. Belonged to a cotton ex
porter in Richmond.
"How interesting."
"Let's go for a walk, shall we?"
The Old Man looks annoyed, but polite.
Rising from his armchair, he goes to the
other end of the room, where French
doors lead out into a small terrace. The
visitor follows behind the Old Man. Still
in his leather house slippers, he strides
down the grassy slope, toward the pond.
The young couple have disappeared from
view. The Old Man walks to the sandy
edge of the pond, near a drooping willow
tree. He gazes out on the wide water and
some unseen reptile hops into the foggy
91
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water and makes rings resound outward.
The ground leading into the water is sandy
and moist with embedded footprints.
"My it's lovely here," exlaims the
visitor, "so much pastoral serenity. I
suppose you do a lot of your con
templations here, don't you?"
"Yes, I even compose some of my
essays here."
The professor picks up a long, narrow
stick and scrawls in the grainy dirt. The
young man smiles, as if humor is intended
by the action.
"You write your essays in the dirt,
half laughing, the young man half
laughing.
"Yes," the Old Man stooping down in
the moist dirt, scrawling something with
the crooked stick, "and then the water
comes up and washes it away," the Old
Man going dreamy.
"Washes it away?"
Uh huh. He rises up and seems to
forget what he said. Strolling leisurely
around the pond, the sojourner in tow, to
the far side of the water, another large
willow tree. They pass the two lovers they
had observed earlier. They are sprawled
beneath the willow tree. They hear the
footsteps sweeping through the lush grass
99
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and uncouple frantically.
On the opposite side of the pond, the
Old Man pauses and bends down in the
emerald blades. A few yards away, sitting
up against the trunk of a tree, is a man
with his legs drawn up and his arms
wrapped around his knees. The sojourner i
finally notices this withdrawn stranger.
While the young man observes him, he
thinks he resembles some sort of anchorite
— his sardonic face covered with stubble,
his hair mussed, a subdued hostility in his !
downcast eyes.
Who is that man down there by the
tree?" asks the sojourner.
"That's Luther, he's been staying here
with me for quite a while.
Well, what does he do? Is he a gar
dener or something?"
No. He used to be a graduate student,
at the university.
"Oh. And what does he do now? Is he
studying under you ?''
No. He has a room over my garage.
He likes to read old copies of the New
Yorker. Likes to look at the cartoons
most of all, but says they're too in
tellectual. That's what he says.
The young man looks disconcerted.
"Beautiful day, isn't it Luther," the
4 4
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Old Man shouts.
Luther only looks up for a moment and
emits some indecipherable response.
The two men continue to circle the
pond, the young man taller than the
professor, accompanying him at his side.
Watching swans shimmer on the water.
The visitor looks around the trees and
shrubs for the two lovers, but it seems
they have escaped to a more isolated spot.
The young man thinking, how infatuated
they appeared to be, how they achieved
some sort of meager purpose, a possessive
entity.
They stop at the edge of the pond,
where they originally began their stroll.
Lhe Old Man begins to take off his
slippers and sits down in the unmown
grass to remove his socks and roll up his
pants legs. The young man does the same.
Hants legs up to his knees and exposing his
hairless, white limbs, the Old Man dips
his big toe into the mossy water and then
wades in a couple of feet.
«%
Young fella, go ahead and take a dip if
you wish. There's no one around and I
might even join you."
"There aren't any snakes in there, are
there?"
"I'm not quite sure, perhaps water
moccasins. * *
Water moccasins?"
Yes, but you needn't worry; Luther's
trained in treating snake bites. He has this
little pocket knife he uses to draw out the
venom — you know, one of those little
Swiss army pocket knives, with acces
sories such as a cork screw, screw
driver . . ,H
Yes, yes," the young man rolling off
his black socks, "did you say he's trained
in first aid for snake bites?"
"I should say so, although the last time
he had to administer first aid, he had a bit
°f a mishap. I had this writer down for the
weekend and he was bitten by a water
moccasin, right near this spot. Well, that
poor fella, you see Luther cut a bit too
deep to extract the venom and he nearly
severed an artery. The poor man could've
bled to death.
My, that does sound terrible. He
survived, didn't he?"
Oh yes. It would've been absolutely
disasterous if we hadn't stopped the
bleeding. He was in the middle of his fifth
novel. * *
Well, perhaps I shouldn't take a dip
after all."
Oh don't worry, I had all the water
44
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moccasins rooted out by a farmer who
lives down the road. I'll even go in with
you. Come on now," the Old Man snaps
emphatically.
"Are you sure you should go in?"
Don't worry about me, I'm quite
6t."
The Old Man stepping back out of the
water, stripping down, first his vest and
shirt, and then his pants. The young man
scans the grounds to be sure no one is
watching. The Old Man stops at his boxer
shorts and then starts to wade into the
green foggy water. His white skin
completely bare, the visitor runs in
quickly to hide his nakedness. The young
man, submerged up to his shoulders, looks
back at the Old Man, his body composed
of white, hairless skin. His abdomen one
rippling fold of fat and a flabby pectoris like
an old woman's breast. The young man
looks away, motioas his limbs and savors
the simple nakedness. So aimless in the
pond.
Making awkward motioas, the Old
Man attempts swimming and then
ceases his clumsy movements. He floats
and joyfully gasps as the water slaps over
his face. He watches the young man
making a breast stroke and moving toward
the center of the pond. A few yards away,
undisturbed, swans glide by, and the two
swimmers pause to admire the elegant
creatures close up.
"Isn't it wonderful," the Old Man
shouts. The sojourner agrees and swims a
short distance toward the far side of the
pond. He stops and bobs up and down,
staring at the deep blue, the white puffs
washing the sky. He feels a sort of primal
wonder, floating naked beneath the
summer sky. He falls back into his
boyhood and feels that naive freedom. He
does not pay much attention to his host,
who stays closer to the bank.
After a while, the sun starts to feel
oppressive. The young man dives down,
holds his breath until his lungs are about
to burst, and explores the dense, foggy
t •
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depths. He surfaces and sees the professor
signaling that it is time to head back.
Regretfully, he begins to make his way
back to the bank, moving himself along
lazily. The Old Man floats out to meet
him, clumsily moving his limbs.
««
My, that was wonderful," exclaims
the young man.
»»
Yes, I should do this more often, I've
forgotten such pleasures. I guess things
happen like that, we forgot what is truly
enjoyable.
The two men, continuing to loll in the
sun's warmth, below them, the cool
depths of the pond. The young man moves
toward the bank, but the water feels in
finite, free from his concerns, en
cumbrances. The Old Man studies the
sojourner's face and senses his pleasure,
feels it himself.
Stretching his long arms out, slicing a
path through the water, slowly with no
strain, the young man can touch the soft
bottom of the pond with his toes. He
pauses, noticing a turbulent ripple, a long
sinuous projection that originates from the
deep weeds and cattails that are clustered
around the edge of the pond. He examines
the winding, wiggling form that comes
toward him. Alarmed, he jostles the Old
Man by the arm and points to the sizable
head skimming through the water.
My, that is a very large snake."
The creature is only a few yards away
from them, and even the Old Man,
seemingly imperturbable, looks a bit
frightened.
"What kind is it?" asks the young
man. "It isn't a water moccasin, is it?"
"I'm afraid so dear boy.
Fright distributes itself over the young
man's face and he thrashes farther back
into the water.
"I'm afraid there's more than one,
look, coming out of the weeds, two
more.
The Old Man's voice loses its composure.
"Dear Lord, tell me, what does one do
in a situation such as this?" asks the
young man frantically. The Old Man
bends down in the water, performing some
unseen task as his head goes under water.
He pulls off his boxer shorts and wields the
light blue article in one varicosed hand.
The young man swims farther away from
the approaching snakes. Three slithering,
thick forms seem to converge; to the
young man's eyes, they appear as some
sort of odious phalanx, about to do him in.
11
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The Old Man swims back and grabs hold
of the sojourner. They shout to the op
posite side of the pond, calling desperately
for Luther. Luther is nowhere to be seen.
The Old Man slings the underwear on the
surface of the water. Still pursued, they
begin to swim to the opposite side of the
pond. The sojourner takes the underwear
from the Old Man and continues to sling it
at the water moccasins. The olive-brown
snakes are deterred for a moment.
"What are we going to do?" asks the
young man, "They're still coming."
"Keep slinging at them, they can't
come much further."
The two men approach the opposite
bank of the pond, a few yards away. They
look exhausted and desperate, the Old
Man huffing, straining to keep his
distance from the water moccasins. The
sojourner continues to battle the snakes,
only a few feet away from them. They feel
the muddy bottom with their toes and race
closer to the sandy ground. Looking
foolish, panting naked animals scam
pering out of the water. The Old Man's
organ shaking from its suspension, he
hides his rotund, overlapping body
behind a large oak tree. The young man
follows close behind, looking equally
ridiculous. He throws large rocks at the
water moccasins. They walk up the small
grassy hill, the water still dripping from

their bodies in the sunlight, the Old Man
breathing furiously.
Running between trees intermittently,
they make their way back around the
pond. Each scanning the grounds, making
sure no one sees them. Reaching for their
clothes, they hastily pull them on, behind
a tree. They resume their studious,
composed features, the sojourner
straightening his tie and buttoning the
cuffs on his shirt sleeve.
"My, that was a narrow escape. You
don't think they really would've attacked
us, do you?" asks the young man.
Most likely, cotton mouths are quite
belligerent."
What a harrowing experience, being
chased like that," he says in an indignant
tone.
» • Yes, we're fortunate that Luther
didn't have to use his little knife.
Trailing behind the professor, the
sojourner strides up toward the house and
the two move back into the study. The
Old Man sheds his vest and tosses it over
the damask armchair. The young man
comes trudging in, his hair, dark, wet, and
clinging from his swim. The Old Man
slouches in the chair. He props one puffy
forefinger up against his sagging cheek and
looks at the young man, standing at the
window. His eyes squeeze together,
almost fiercely. The sojourner is not
44
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aware; he braces himself against the
window sill. He looks out on the pond — j
the calm surface, thinking back how the
fear was asserted, how he felt the adrenalin
tingling through his body. These thoughts
repulse him.
« » What are you looking at, young
fella?" the Old Man booms.
Knocked out of his contemplation, he
looks over at the professor. Increasing
virulence mounting on his round, soft
face, the Old Man scowls at the young
man.
I'll have a look at your essay," he
bends over and lifts the portfolio off the
table and removes the manuscript.
"I've gone to great length to include
some original points that I think are very
. . . well, unique in perceptions.
The Old Man grunts. He looks up with
his eyes glazed over. His is thinking: how
unassailable this young man thinks him
self to be, with his capable intellect. This
type, he cannot approach anything with
any humility. All these thoughts,
sickening to the Old Man, dribbling down
his face, his small mouth becoming taut.
He appears as though he wants to throw
something at the sojourner. The young
man asks him questions that do not
penetrate. He cannot hear properly, feels
fierce and disgusted. And thinking: worse,
his ineffectual forgiveness, each of them
reaching for the periphery.
I lis fists coil up and become skeletal and
white. He tosses the essay on the round
table.
"Is there something wrong Professor
Lexington?" The Old Man does not
answer. I le rises up from the armchair and
walks to the far end of the room; he
motions the sojourner his way.
Standing at the edge of the pond, the
Old Man props one thumb in the pocket of
his waistcoat.
What's down here, something you
wanted to show me ?"
The dusty water slaps up a little on the
bank. The Old Man bends down, his
joints cracking audibly; retrieving a short
stick, he begins scratching in the dirt. His
hands clasped behind him. face curiously
set, the sojourner watches. Words are
engraved with precision in the mud;
words, sentences, all of which make sense.
The young man looks amused and smiles.
4 4
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"INTERMEZZO"
By
Bonnie Brooks
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Susan Butterlield

rio interview
before me hides my host.
he is remarking now on
the great delicacy of smoked fish,
the process traps the oil beneath
their skins, unlike frying, or baking,
or however people cook their fishes,
and it remains there
suspended golden fat between
scaled skin and meat,
until the flesh tears
releasing oils in streams
that sit on the tongue and
work their way bud by bud
to the back of the throat.

the hairs of the inner thigh
are the jungle he claims
to have traversed in even
the wettest and most dismal tropical storm,
he'll say slyly, taking the cigar
from between the stained teeth
crossing his bare legs black
with hair and moles of unusual
shapes and circumferences
while re-adjusting the aperture
on his hasselblad.
he plans no photographing,
not yet anyway,
and i won't be his jungle,
i will end this interview
before his eyes close like shutters
on my legs.
his eyelashes are like spikes
i wish i could quit looking at them
i want to separate them,
does oil from his eyelids
make them stick together
or maybe in this heat the
pomade from his hair spills down
in streams like sweat
and glops them together.
i wish i could quit looking at them
i stare at the chair handles, at my own legs,
but i cannot avoid him,
a toe, an elbow, enters my field of vision.

he wants me to drink wine
from his mouth,
he still has not told me
how he became what he is,
why he does what he does,
if he hates his mother,
or fucks his sister,
or has neither,
la strada, heir and descendent
and ancestor of perversion.
and so do i
do i let this hairless face
i have come to despise
i actually despised it from the very beginning
do i let it come down on my face
and spill wine in me,
tasting of seaweed and oil and oysters,
yes, i do, i do,
i think i know enough.

he orders lunch
in the terrace and we
move beside the green fish pool.
the caned chair has whipped the backs
of our legs to the knees,
the garden chairs are cool and hard.
lunch arrives, served by a mulatto
in a sheer beige gown
she just got out of bed
in the midday heat.
she has beautiful breasts,
brown with darker brown rings.
there are mauve and chocolate poppies
in lacquered vases and woven baskets,
and though the wine is good
i can't eat.
the tray of different fishes and
creamed cheeses, mounds of caviar
sitting like jelly
on the smoked oysters,
is his territory to explore,
not mine,
i yearn for a lime
a sprig of mint
i feel very thirsty.
this platter of herrings and trout and carp

Karen Pool
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Emblematic Truth
and the
Naive State of Things
By
Dan Krumholz

Far from going more or less clumsily
towards reality, the artist is seen going
against it. He is brazenly set on
deforming reality, shattering its human
aspect, dehumanizing it . . . With the
objects of modern pictures no in
tercourse is possible. By divesting them
of their aspect of "lived" reality the
artist has blown up the bridge and
burned the ships that could have taken
us back to our daily world. He leaves us
locked up in an abstruse universe,
surrounded by objects with which
human dealings are inconceivable, and
thus compels us to improvise other
forms of intercourse completely distinct
from our ordinary ways of things.
In
this
passage
from
The
Dehumanization of Art, Ortega y Gasset
delineates the tendency towards greater
abstraction in art that has existed since the
Impressionistic period. Although his
argument is couched in the inflammatory
and rather menacing prose of the agonized
avant-garde, Gasset\s meaning could not
be further from a nihilistic response. The
artist, though iconoclast of our old visual
world, has not taken away our means of
regaining a relationship with portrayed
reality; on the contrary, he has left for
both us and himself a whole new set of
options with which to reconstruct the
visual world.
The key to these new choices is con
tained in the phrase, "to improvise other
forms of intercourse completely distinct
from our ordinary ways with things.' As
the new visual world is stripped of
resemblance to the old, seemingly lacking
humanity and a vocabulary with which to
express oneself or describe the world, we
must reform a communication system
Daniel I. Krumholz '78. the son of (as he puts
it) "a minor government official," comes from
Shaker Heights, Ohio. He majors in Art History
and English, and likes ginger ale
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Fernand Leger (Self-portrait, 1946)

from the very beginning, a language that
is in accordance with the objects of the
new picture. Gasset is partially hampered
by the simple fact that he is a
phenomenologist: "One might say that
whereas language speaks to us of things,
merely alluding to them, art actualizes
Language indulges in metaphor,
them.
and the new objects of art cannot be
compared to anything — they are without
precedents, unique and of their own.
Perhaps the role of the perceptual
"linguist" lies with the person who
violated our relation with nature in the
first place — the artist — for it was he who
made it necessary for us to wean our
perception of things from the merely
visual. And perhaps the role of the most
capable "linguist" lies with the individual
who is most adept at making his art objects
y y

1. Jose Ortega y Gasset, Phenomenology
and Art. (New York: Norton, 1975), p.
147.
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speak for themselves. Fernand Leger, with
a maximum degree of aesthetic distance
and a minimum of emotional in- I
volvement, is possibly one of the most
competent Twentith Century artists to
illustrate the manifold modes of
"seeing," and to provide the basic signs
which engender the establishment of the
new visual language.
For Leger, the working backwards from
ideas, sensations, and things to a per
ceptually clean slate is the fundamental
process in the creation of art. From this
point of origin, all things which compose
the world are invested with equivalent
values — no object is placed on a
hierarchical ladder, predisposed as more
evocative or less evocative than another.
Thus, associations and relationships are
constructed and coastrued out of a purely
objective arrangement. Leger, in his work
which preceded the 1930's, developed this
belief in objectivity in a meticulous and
highly un-Romantic syllogistic manner.
In the beginning, there was the line —
Legar utilized it in a precise, hard and
austere fashion — employed to reproduce
the object as impersonally as possible.
Form followed the line's function in that
the objects drawn were as compact and
essential as was the line quality that drew
them into relationships with each other.
Finally, color was applied with the intent
to isolate the objects composed on the
canvas even further. Solid, low-keyed
color blocks were separated by neutral
colors of grey or white, or placed next to
non-complementary colors. Although
Leger expressed many ti^nes his in
debtedness to the Impressionists for
having broken with the Renaissance
legacy of chiaroscuro, he resisted any
encroachment of their sensual coloristic
qualities and their atmospheric effects.
The painting then, can be seen as the
embodiment of this quote of Leger's: "I
always work from the object and have no
truck with sentiment." The implications

of this comment will provide intimations
as to why Leger asserted the calculated
severity in his paintings, and for what
ends.
In a work such as "The Siphon," for
example, there isn't much with which to
entertain the eyes; it "reads" rather
quickly. The artificial and stylized aspects
of the work are immediately apparent: the
essentialized parfait glass, the disembodied
hand rendered with as little chiaroscuro as
possible, the assorted metallic-looking
objets modernes which clutter the table —
all these things contribute to the sense
that we are confronting a deliberately
constructed composition of parts, a sort of
visual mechanism. It is precisely in this
response to the synthetic quality of the
work that the new visual vocabulary quite
spontaneously begins to form a perceptual
link between its previously unfunctional
empathy and the work of art. As Andre
Verdet says of this inchoate state of
aesthetic realization: "The formal beauty
of the subject exists here independent of
any sentimental, descriptive or imitative
values. Naturalism is placed beyond the
pale ... It takes on an absolute value,
independent of what it represents."
Understandably,
the
pictorial
in
dependence from descriptive nature would
surely pull itself apart and degenerate
rapidly into a state of chaos (non-art) if it
lacked an aesthetic value structure (all
art), so Leger devised an a priori
framework in which each object, selected
for whatever intrinsic value, was sub
ordinated to the organization of the over
all canvas and directed towards a greater
aesthetic end. Above all, utility is affirmed
without the interaction between its
parts, the canvas does not "work." The
previous Romantic concerns over sub
jectivity, interpretation, and continuity
are drained out yf this new painting, and
all that remains are the structural un
derpinnings, held together by the intensity
of their interplay.
The personality of the works of the
1920's, which Leger aptly designated his
Mechanical Period," depended a great
deal on Leger's literal approach to the
concept of the object. The works of this
decade were usually variatioas on the still life motif: "... bowls of fruit, soda
siphons, accordioas, balustrades, hats,
screens, keys, playing cards, and so on —
solid, commonplace things, trivial things
but never, never 'pretty' things like
vases of flowers."2 Fragmentation,

\
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The Siphon, 1924
cinematic closeups and
montage,
magnification,
strict
architectonic
arrangements: all these techniques were
employed to give the object the most
signiBcant latitude of self-expression.
However, about 1930, Leger's canvases
2. Werner Schmalenbach, Fernand Uper.
(New York: Harry N. Abrams, Inc.,
Publishers), p. 30.
This attitude was reflected even in his
manner of encouraging his student's
work, in which "e'est costaud" (meaty,
straightforward) was a great compliment,
and "joli" (attractive) an exhortation to
go back to the drawing board.
19
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began to bend and ease the severely
balanced grids of his earlier work. The
unfeeling and cold aura radiated by the
objets modernes was dispelled by a much
more light hearted mood — the objets
dans I'espace — objects which float freely
in an undefined spatial enclosure. The
Mona Lisa with Keys"
painting
evidences new possibilities within the
world of elemental forms, and a hint of
ambiguity growing out of a solid foun
dation of unequivocal things. Leger was
aware of the development of this
paradoxical situation: ". . . the more he
insisted on real things, the further he
found himself from reality. Concentrating
«4
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Ambiguity
here means neither
meaninglessness or obscurity ... it
means simply the expression of two or
more meanings in a single symbol or
sound. . . It often renders the ex
traction of a single meaning infeasible.
On the other hand, it permits the
complexities and conflicts of mental
operations to carry over into their
products. . . Every emotion and
conviction has its reverse side, and
ambiguity can stand for a profound
frankness, an acknowledgement of the
essential ambivalence of truth and
experience, of life itself. Striving to
apply a rigorous and simultaneous
attention to several meanings, am
biguity aims beyond vagueness to inclusiveness ... in accomplishing the
process of "dream-work," as Freud
called it, and of wit and humor. 4

I

DX
Mona Lisa with Keys, 1930

on real objects instead of on reality itself,
he had brought them to a suspended state
in which they had lost all trace of
reality.And he ceded to their
ascendancy, feeling it was an inevitable
evolution out of his previously static
compositions. But he reaffirmed that the
"Mona Lisa" image was "an object like
perhaps even more
any other"
blatantly so with its cliche' status (to prove
his point, he painted a second picture in
which a dancer whirled in space with a
bunch of keys), and reiterated that the
attraction of the painting lay solely in the
contrast of pictorial values.
Nevertheless, qualitative distinctions
are readily apprehended between the
"Mona Lisa with Keys" and "The
Siphon." Unlike "The Siphon," the
3. Ibid., p. 33.

be an assertion of the volition of the object
— a freedom from all structures.
Neither reaction is wrong — Leger
simply pressed the paradox into an am
biguity. Roger Shattuck, an author
sympathetic to the perplexities of the
French avant-garde, explains:

"Mona Lisa with Keys" lacks a firm,
over-all articulation. The horizon
tal/vertical solidity is gone, and in its
place is a new sort of visual rhythm which
flows between objects, abstract elements,
and figure alike. But most unusual is the
irrational correlation between the pictorial
elements. The circular form, the Mona
Lisa, the winding black ribbon, the bunch
of keys, and the tin of sardines suspended
in air certainly comprise a startling
arrangement* — at first to be held, if we
accept Leger's promulgation that his
painting is to be taken at face-value, as
individual components, not bound to any
collectively operative goal — the premise
on which Leger's art rests. But at the
same time it is hard not to believe that
some rationale, some surface logic, does
exist; what seems to be an irresponsible
reversal of values seems simultaneously to
20

Ambiguity comes into being when two
incongruous things are juxtaposed; the
more dissimilar the juxtaposition, the
more striking the ambiguity. What Leger
found as most applicable to his "New
Realism" is Shattuck's invocation of the
word
"inclusiveness.
With
inclusiveness, ambiguity transforms a mere
world of things into a vibrant, expansive
universe of interplaying forces — the
questioning of relationships between
things provides a continuous flow of
energy. In suffusing his calculated
compositions with the absolute freedom of
energy, Leger again submitted his art to
the deformation process:
One arrives, then, at the elimination of
all tactile and corporeal resonance. At
the same time, the atomization of things
in oblique vision is such that almost
nothing remains of them. . . Instead of
painting objects as they are seen, one
paints the experience of seeing. Instead
of an object as impression, that is, a
mass of sensation. Art, with this, has
withdrawn completely from the world
and begins to concern itself with the
4. Roger Shattuck, The Banquet Years.
(New York: Vintage, 1955), pp. 35-37.

. . . Leger plumbed the depths of the subconscious
to free our most basic values of beauty, honor, law,
morals, and learning . . .
activity of the subject. Sensations are no
longer things in any sense; they are
subjective states through which and by
means of which things appear. 5
A statement like this Is bound to provoke
the question: "Why the sudden mention
of subjectivity in a theory postulating
objectivity?" The subjective states, the
sensatioas, act as interpreters, illustrators
of the things we see, but in the case of the
"Mona Lisa with Keys," what in par
ticular do they construe? What subjective
value structure do they compose? The
answer is nothing and none. A general
and disorganized sense of wonder and
curiosity is "all" that can be derived by
each individual viewer.
Beginning with the "Mona Lisa with
Keys," the indicative work of the second
stage of re-formation, Leger tapped an
emotive source which was sprung earlier
in the century by another French painter,
Henri Rousseau. Rousseau is best known
for his totally unique position in modern
art, being that of a primitive artist (naif),
and a very influential one amidst every
progressive art movement in France and
Germany. For example, his "Yadwiga's
Dream," although rendered in precise,
realistic detail, and in a style that is
reminiscent of wallpaper designs, reflects
the general trend towards internalization
in painting, a return to the creative,
imaginative impulse. But in no one was
this impulse an urge to create works with
such bizarre and ingenuous contents.
Even so, Rousseau insisted, in the best
academic tradition, that nature was his
teacher, and to be perfectly fair, he was
right in trusting the compatibility bet ween
nature and his perception of it:

matter' are the elements of his universal
dream of reality.6
Rousseau probably didn't give the in
congruous ensemble of the plush Vic
torian couch, goggle-eyed tigers, and the
other characters of this exotic reverie a
second thought — the diverse elements
were all part of the same vision. Reality for
Rousseau was essentially the reassembling
of images of things, and since his images
were held to be so familiar and tangible,
regardless of whether they happened to be
a chair or a primeval paradise, the total
canvas could be nothing less than a world
of poetry and enchantment. Everything is
imbued with a child's imagination and
wonder; it is magical "dream-work," as
Freud called it. So it is with Leger. The
ambiguity of his work after 1930 is a
juncture of distortion and clarity, of
clumsiness and elegance, and ultimately,
of objective subjectivity — the painting of
a presence instead of a presentation.
Elaborating on the lesson learned from
the "Mona Lisa with Keys," Leger's
work passed into the third and final phase
of formative reality: the realm of ideas:

<S>

Sensations, the theme of im
pressionism, are subjective states; as
such, realities, effective modifications of
the subject. But still further within the
subject are found the ideas. . . . Ideas,
then, are subjective realities that
contain virtual objects, a whole specific
world of a new sort, distinct from the
world revealed by the eye, and which
emerges miraculously from the psychic
depths.7
For this most sublime and elevated stage
in his art, Leger plumbed the depths of the
subconscious to free our most basic values
of beauty, honor, law, morals, and
learning, and to evoke them in as naive
and spontaneous a fashion as possible.
And the symbol of these virtual objects,
this efflorescence, was the subject of man
itself.
It may seem inconsistent that an artist
bent on transforming "the human figure
as a sentimental value into a uniquely
plastic value"8 would employ the very
thing he was deforming as the
representation of his spiritual "New
Realism," but Ledger had just this reversal
in
mind for his "transfiguring
figuration."9 Under strict pictorial logic,
the figure of Julie in "Big Julie" yields to
Leger's aesthetic dictum of "thing-like
anonymity," but this logic softens

0

The primitive takes possession of the
visible world by defining it: he does not
distinguish between reality and his
vision of reality. Things of 'hardest
5- Jose Ortega
y Gasset, The
Dehumanization of Art. (Princeton:
Princeton University Press, 1968), pp.
123-124.
6. Werner Haftmann, Painting in the
twentieth Century. (New York: Praeger
Publishers, Inc. 1965), pp. 170-171.
7- QP cit., (5), p. 125.

A
Big Julie, 1945
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somewhat in the embrace of the most
irrational force of all — love. Love, at first
restricted to inspiring purely visual
fascination with interrelated objects, is
finally liberated "from the world revealed
by the eye'' and is sublimated to a greater
creative harmony. "Big Julie" is not
simply a picture of an individual and her
vehicle of leisure; it is an emblem of
humanity which beats as a universal
heartbeat of joy.
This broader scope of painting, perhaps
better exemplified in the ambience of
Homage to Louis David (Les Loisirs),"
encompasses social utopianism — the
positive striving towards a traasparent,
collective society. (Louis David was the
first wholly bourgeois painter in France
during the Revolutionary and Napoleonic
eras; he aspired to sober and austere
values.) Le'ger portrayed mankind in
relation to his objective environment in
bold and energetic terms — the graceless,
unsophisticated,
and
simplistic
arrangements are equated with sincerity
and universal accessibility. It is a populist
art, meant for everyone because it portrays
everybody.10 This inclusiveness comes
into play within three different but related
manifestations:
1)
in
the
interchangeability of the figures: Lcger's
people have evolved into a ' 'type'' present
in all of his canvases, 2) in the coming to
grips with the world with a fundamentally
realistic approach — "Abstract art is
dominated by the longing for perfection
and liberation, which produces saints,
heroes, and fools,"11 and 3) in the un
derstanding that in this modern world
« « . . . there are not only no heroes, in the
sense of a psychological centre, but also no
particular psychological sphere in the
totality of being."1- There are only
paradoxes of existence which delineate the
discontinuities, the disunities, and the
overwhelming absurdities of life.
Yet it is this very source of chaos to
which Leger's art endlessly returns, from
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Hommage a Louis David, 1948
which it gathers its strength and
momentum. From obscure atavistic
beginnings, elemental forms are again
endowed with a creative spirit which binds
them to other forms, interlinking them in
a swelling counterpoint which crests in
the consummation of both form and force.
All that remains is a wordless gasp:
"Look! How beautiful our world is!
1»

8. "11 a fallu pour y voir clair que 1 'artiste
moderne se detache de cette emprise
sentimentale. Nous avons franchi cet
obstacle: l'objet a remplace le sujet. l'art
abstrait est venu comme une liberation
totale, et on a pu alors considerer la figure
humaine non comme une valeur sen
timentale mais uniquement comme une
valeur plastique." Lois Carre, La Figure
dans Toeuvre de Leger. (Paris: Editeur,
1952).

9. "The distortion of effigies and the
human body sometimes functions as the
'objective correlative' of the sense of the
unspeakable and transcendent proper to
the mystical vision . . . Then the
paradoxical task of such a distortion is a
transfiguring
Renato
figuration."
Poggioli, The Theory of the AvantGarde. (London: Harper & Row, 1971), p.
177.
10. "La peinture dont il s'agit ici est
resolument populaire tout en fondant sur
les solides connaissances; la virtuousite
artistique s y trouve tout a la fois depassee
et conservee ..." Oto Bihalji Merin, Les
Mail res de L'art Naif. (Brussels: Weber,
1972), p. 276.
11. Op. cit.,(6), p. 234.
12. Arnold Hauser, The Social History of
Art, Vol. LV. (New York: Knopf), p.
238.
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Tim Poems

You little boy
who flung eggs
into the buzzing fan.
And dug up pansies
in search of chinamen upside down.
Where are you now?
You little boy
with summer's brown leathered feet,
who rolled hot tar babies
from the new poured street.
And gulped the black bug
watermelon seeds
expecting green tendrils
to sprout from your nostrils.
Where are you now?
You grew to be my father.
At such a cost.
What a loss.
Rebecca Warren

Family Tree
Oh magnolia
I smell you heavy
like an old aunt's handkerchief.
You swung me slow
in the bottom of your branches.
Now bruised blossoms drift on the bay
and the red beaded seed pod
shakes after me like a bloody mace.
Overruling queen,
you are overruled
and left with that ruby barbed scepter.
But your roots reach
and I hear you hinted with each word.
Oh magnolia
some soft, dying day
will you hold me
in your brittle branches?
Rebecca Warren
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Martin J. Garhart

Life as a Path of Least Resistance:
A Personal Philosophy of Experience
\

By
Mark Sonnennschein
Long before you, dear reader, and I, the
writer, existed, our parts existed in the
form of molecules and atoms, and when
we are long gone and forgotten our parts
will still remain. Between these two points
in time something happens which we
primitive mortals have decided to make
mystical: our lives are born. However, it
makes this writer wonder why, aside from
when we assume the role of scientist, we
should see life as such an unnatural,
perhaps even holy existence. Ultimately
my goal in writing this is not to make you
think that life is cheap or easy to come by,
hut rather to think that it represents "a
path of least resistance." As a science
student I would like to testify that despite
all the bad mouthing science and therefore
scientists receive, all the scientist is really
searching for Is the truth. The problems
arise when the basic assumptions upon
which modern science is based are
questioned. We have all heard of the
infinite regress, the situation where the
question "why?" is asked ad infinitum (if
not ad nauseum). The scientist is often
faced with this, and of course the final
answer must be "I don't know why this
phenomenon happened." The irony is
that what the scientist does to justify his
basic assumptions is to demand an act of
faith, faith in the constancy of our ob
servations. Should this assumption be
Wr°ng» the meaning given a scientific
explanation today would become hollow.
This would, however, also be the ruin of
modern religion; science's "universal
constancy" has several rubrics, not the
least of which is "God." The question
'hen, is "what can we really count on in
0ur lives?" — and I want to say it is that

Mark Sonnenscheln '78 is a Chemistry major.

He notes: "I would like to acknowledge the help I
delved in writing this essay, most importantly
Mary Palmer, Paul Rizzo, and Mr Thomas Short
without whose timely kicks there would be
not."
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every change represents the following of a
path of least resistance.
Our experience of the world is truly
subject to our perceptions; it is impossible
for instance to imagine a color which you
have never seen (and color is experienced,
therefore not objective). Unfortunately,
the tools with which we perceive are far
from perfect, and we create tools to aid our
weak senses. Still, having faith in our tools
is as naive as completely believing in our
una ided perceptions; wearing glasses only
lets you see as well as everyone else, and
who says that they see all there is? Our
inability to fully comprehend what we
experience is thus a major problem for
philosophy (especially that branch called
epistomology) and perhaps for you who
are also confused. My object is to offer an
answer which will end the infinite regress
and at the same time set a pattern for our
experiences, no matter how tortured,
fuzzy, incorrect, misunderstood, or
human they may be. The answer comes as
a tripartheid of universal principles which
I place before you — hoping the fact that
they come straight out of the physical
sciences is not too offensive. Armed with
these principles I will then attempt to
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prove that life represents the following of a
path of least resistance. These three
principles are: 1) the second law of
thermodynamics (the randomness of the
universe proceeds to a maximum), 2) Le
Chat tier's principle (the end of every
reaction is an equilibrium) and, 3) the
principle of evolution (adaption of old
forms creates new forms).
As I said, the second law of ther
modynamics Is basically that, over a
period of time, the substance of a universe
becomes less ordered, more random
throughout. A ready example is the
evaporation of water from a glass in a
"closed" room. The total amount of
water in the room is constant, only its
concentration in space has changed. Let us
suppose that our universe is a closed
system; it can be demonstrated then that

energy expanding into space represents
the same pheonomenon as the water
expanding from the glass to the space in
the room. In fact, it is believed today that
our universe can in its most simple terms
be divided into two entities, space (or
void), and energy. Clausius (1850) in his
second law of thermodynamics, termed
this process of energy distributing itself to
a maximum in space "entropy." The
question now is why is this the case? And
my answer is that the system is coming to
equilibrium.
It seems to be the nature of energy in
closed systems to become random, but to
know why we must discover what it is for
a system to be as random as possible. If the
room is closed when the water in the glass
is fully evaporated, then the evaporation
process is ended; there is no more ex
pansion of water into space. At this point
the water in the room is in equilibrium
with the space, and the entropy of the
system Is maximum. Taking our closed
system universe by the horns, can we not
then presume that the end of this ran
domizing of energy is equilibrium, where
there is no expansion or contraction of the
contents of the system? The concept of
equilibrium has been around for ages, but

it was first applied to systems and their
study by Henry Le Chatlier (1900) in the
principle named after him. In his words,
"when a stress is brought to bear on a
system at equilibrium, the system tends to
change so as to relieve the stress and
regain equilibrium.
Let us quickly recount what has been
covered. So far we know that the contents
of the universe are becoming more random, and that the effect of this randomizing is to bring the system to
equilibrium. For instance, energy is
required for the evaporation of the water
from the glass (this energy being in the
form of heat) which then brings the
system to equilibrium. However, if this
equilibrium is disturbed — say by increased atmospheric pressure (requiring
an energy expenditure) — the water will
recondense and fall as rain, thus
reestablishing equilibrium until the
pressure is low enough (upsetting the
equilibrium) to allow the water to
reevaporate. . . requiring another energy
expenditure. Any change in our world is
an example of the world randomizing, and
the change represents an equilibrium, if
even a temporary one. The next logical
question one might ask is by what vehicle

do systems arrive at equilibrium? And my
answer will be that they evolve towards
equilibrium.
Euclidean geometry teaches us that an
infinite number of points lies between any
two points on a number line and that
consequently the divisability of a number
line is infinite. It is important to
remember that we do not conceive of
energy this way. Rather, we regard energy
as existing in discreet quantities (the
basic
understanding
in
quantum
mechanics), and that there is no existence
between quantities. (In the same sense I
we may speak of two or three people but
not of two and one-quarter persons.) Since
energy is not divisible beyond its smallest
unit, the change affected by energy and
space coming to equilibrium is neither
continuous nor divisible beyond the
smallest unit of change. (Analogously, the
smallest unit of economic flow in the
United States is one penny being spent.)
Where there is an unstable amount of
either space or energy, both change their
character in discreet, discernable amounts
(i.e., you make him one penny richer and
you become one penny poorer), and in the
process change the character of the other.
We can then say that in modifying their
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character under stress (disequilibrium),
both space and energy evolve, and that
evolution
proceeds
adaption
to
equilibrium.
While it is true that all of these ideas
and principles are frequently used in the
fields of the natural sciences, this is simply
because these areas are where their ap
plication is most obvious. For the thinking
reader the extension of these ideas to all of
experience is certainly feasible. Take for
instance death, a most important concept
in biology and an important factor in
determining the way we conduct our lives.
Death can be characterized empirically as
a cell in which the energy flow out is in
equilibrium with the energy flow in. The
evolution process is clear. Man lives by
increasing the entropy of the universe
(exploiting resources necessary to life) and
his death represents the first true
equilibrium he experiences with the world
on
this
plainly
physical
level.
Anthropologically, death gives man a
chance to evolve by dispersing the only
reservoirs of an unstable culture. Our
society is approaching some equilibrium
too; though we may still be primitive,
human life is more stable than ever before,
what with people living longer lives as
they clasp closer to modernity.
Now that I have shown that one can see
death as the equilibrium condition for the
energy of our existence, I believe I can
show that life is therefore the following of
the path of least resistance. (It is important
to remember that the path of least
resistance is not necessarily the path of no
resistance.)
In order for systems to achieve an
equilibrium, processes and changes must
occur
so that the entropy of the system
is brought to a maximum. Consequently,
it is safe to say that energy will react to
become more stable as soon as it has the
potential to exceed the barriers which
prevent it from reaching equilibrium. A
simple illustration of this is water flowing
over a dam. The water cannot flow over
until it has reached a point where it is
higher than the highest point of the dam.
At this point the water has the potential to
flow over, and it does (assuming no other
barriers exist). Life, if representing no
other change, at least ages, and we know
that aging increases the entropy of the
universe through exploitation of resources
necessary to maintain life. Furthermore,
any other change in man, and any change
man induces, represents the surpassing of

energy barriers. Life is therefore the
following of many small paths of least
resistance — because as energy has the
potential to change it does so, and any
change requires just the potential to get
over the barriers, no more, no less.
The vision drawn from the implications
of this philosophy is a universe that dies a
"heat death," a "winding down" of
energy until the cosmos is as cold as it can
be. Yet the other implication is that man's
institutions will evolve toward an

equilibrium. That which man creates and
is also a part of (as his atoms are his parts),
for example society and religion, will
continue to stabilize as long as the entropy
increases. It is quite true that the future
holds many more things, and the im
mediate future holds things of great
import, but there are few things one can
truly count on to apply to all experience.
It is important to take advantage of the
easy things too.
•••
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California Poem
(San Andreas Fault)
The people in California have everything:
From over-dyed oranges to hairless coconuts,
From blood-thirsty mosquitoes to hellblonde surfing women,
From bleary sunshine to a mountain range
That humps all the way to Mexico.
Not to mention a friendly hand-shake.
And acres of black-widow spiders.
A woman once told me
That on a cold day
She only wears her underwear
And nobody notices.

I

Some people even believe a splinter of gold
Will edge its way up
Through the sod of their lime-green lawns.
But the scientists have drawn the line
(From Mendocino to San Diego)
And most of the leather-faced grandmothers
Will wish they'd chosen Florida.
On the other hand
The Arizonans are good investors.
All day they lotion themselves on beach-chairs,
Strawing strange cool drinks
From glasses blue as the Pacific.
A prophetic air
Blows clean across their desert.
They are waiting for their ocean.
Woody Newman
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American Political Priesthoods
By
James S. Franchek

One of the most important and vital
aspects of Walt Whitman's writings are
their illuminations and teachings about
American Democracy, specifically his
prose and poet ry in the affected Leaves of
Grass. Central to that aspect lies his
understanding of a new religion based
upon the principles of American De
mocracy, and his unequivocal faith in that
religion. Where other writers may deal
with American Democracy in the hard.
Oat light of mechanical economics and
politics within that reality, Whitman
speaks broadly, with conviction, of the
hasis and fundamentals of America and
her breed of democracy. Furthermore, it
would be difficult, indeed impossible, to
speak of Walt Whitman's writings, the
writings of a democratic poet, without
reference to another father of Democratic
Religion of young America, Abraham
Lincoln. Both based the founding of their
religion on the premise that the work of
the founders, which, although firmly
establishing a solid base for the country,
left the fulfillment and propagation of
those principles incomplete. Thus, only
firm unyielding faith, moreover, a religion
in American principles, would allow the
development and progression of the
nation into the future.
Understanding the political religion
proposed by Lincoln and Whitman will
SCfve to illuminate much about American
democracy, her foundations, aspirations,
directions, and limitations. Grasping what
they promote will clarify and illuminate
the trends of American Politics in the
modern world. For a proper un
derstanding, it is therefore essential to
fully explore the base, and thus the
'fames S. Franchek '78 Is an Art and Political
Science major When not in Gambier. he lives
°utside of Detroit. Michigan. He is thinking of
9oing on to law school next year.

religion proposed. However, a thorough
investigation must originate in an ex
ploration of the very similarities between
these two vital figures in our political
history.
Walt Whitman relates to Abraham
Lincoln in several ways. First, and perhaps
least obvious, is their relationship as seen
through the poetry of their own writings.
Whitman is clearly a composer of poetry
and prose, yet a closer look at the political
speeches of Lincoln will show a beautiful
use of language that is more than simple
political rhetoric, being rather a "political
poetry." For example, Lincoln, in the
"House Divided" speech expounds:
Of strange, discordant, and even,
hostile elements, we gathered from the
four winds, and formed and fought the
battle through, under the constant hot
fire of a disciplined, proud, and pam
pered enemy.
Although this may seem a minor
similarity, we must recognize that Lincoln
commanded much more than a simple
vocabulary, and thus spoke more than
political rhetoric. It might even be said
that there is something in his speech of
noble dedication, aloof from "mere
politics." Stated this way, Lincoln relates
secondly and most importantly to
Whitman through his beliefs about the
principles of democracy expounded from
within their poetry.
Similar themes and underlying beliefs
about American democracy may be
extracted from both Whitman and Lin
coin. Lincoln's existence in the center of
the political arena was devoted to the
propagation and maintenance of the
principles upon which America was
founded. Lincoln seemed to hold
Democracy and the democratic virtues of
liberty and equality as universal truths and
ultimate rights. This theme prevails
29
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Lincoln in 1865. Four days later he was
shot.

throughout his speeches. Whitman's
pex'try, as well as his prose, proclaims a
similar commitment to those strictly
American virtues which allow men to
follow what De Tocqueville aptly calls,
"self interest rightly understood." First
of all, therefore, exists the same com
mitment to the principles of American
democracy that were established through
the Declaration of Independence, and
later, the Constitution.
Furthermore, though they both clearly
exhibit a strong life-time commitment to
democracy and its principles, they agree,
thirdly, that for American democracy to
survive and flourish, its people must IKaware and dedicated to those principles
and rights exercised daily. Without this
basic understanding and belief, the
American political institution holds a
tenuous existence and its every step
becomes threatened by the improper and
unchecked use of each man's individual
self-interest. Henry Jaffa, (Crisis Of The
House Divided; An Interpretation of the
Uncoln Douglas Debates) states:
The work of the Founding Fathers was
excellent and noble, but it was in
complete. ... Its incompleteness is no

Lincoln and Whitman, by establishing
and propagating this new religion through
written word and speech, became the new
priests of America. Only through the
common man's committment and faith in
American democracy can the regime be
extablished "of the people, by the people,
and for the people." hope to last, and
complete the noble experiment. Walt
Whitman writes, in his "Democratic
Vistas":
J'

For not only is it enough that new
blood, new frame of democracy shall be
vivified and held together merely by
political means, superficial suffrage,
legislation, etc. . . but it is clear to me
that, unless it goes deeper, gets at least
as firm and as warm a hold on men's
hearts, emotions and beliefs. . . welling
from the center forever, its strength will
be defective, its growth doubtful and its
main charm wanting.

*1
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Whitman at age 62. The good gray poet.

necessary reflection upon the Fathers
themselves. In asserting their in
dependence from the British, they could
not help appealing to passions of
revenge and hatred; nor could they, in
appealing to the principle of equal
rights, avoid setting in train passions
which would resist both just and unjust
restraints. The people must be taught,
as Jefferson taught them, to assert their
rights. But they had not yet learned to
respect what they had asserted. 1 he
people had not yet learned to bo sub
missive in the presence of their own
dignity.
Jaffa also points out that this teaching was
not as easily established in the minds of
the people as it might seem. Rather, the
difficulty was immense, and thus provided
the rationale for Lincoln's approach
through belief in a higher order, a non
tangible idea: essentially, political
religion.
Likewise, Whitman's ptx'try is filled
with his experience of the song of

America, the spirit of freedom and
equality which belongs to, and ties men
together in their common employment of
those ideals. Whitman, however, proposes
a new poetry, a new art, a new way of
being that will enhance and provide a basis
for the mechanical operation and
propagation of that fundamental and
originating spirit.
Separately, yet together, Whitman and
new religion for
Lincoln create
Americans. Both find its consecration in
the blood of the American battlefields.
Specifically, Lincoln's consecration is
found both in his "Lyceum Speech" and
in the poetic "Gettysburg Address,"
while Whitman's is found in the second
section of the poem, "Thoughts.
Of this Union welded in hlood, of the
solemn price paid, of the unnamed lost,
ever present in my mind:
Both the statesman and the poet perceive
the necessity of men, whose lives are
directed by the fullfillment of their own
self-interest, to establish and kindle a faith
in the principles of their regime.
%1
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Furthermore, Lincoln says in the 1838
"Lyceum Speech" of the meaning and
implications of the Declaration and
Constitution:
Let every American, every lover of
liberty, every well wisher to his
posterity, swear by the blood of the
Revolution, never to violate in the least
particular, the laws of the Country; and
never tolerate their violation by others.
As the patriots of seventy-six did to the
support of the Declaration of
Independence, so to the support of the
Constitution and Laws, let every
American pledge his life, his property,
and his sacred honor; — let every man
remember that to violate the law is to
trample on the blcxxl of his father, and
to tear the charter of his own and his
children's liberty. Let reverence for the
laws be breathed by every American
mother, to the lisping babe, that prattles
on her lap — let it be taught in schools,
in seminaries, and in colleges; let it be
written in Primers, spelling books and
in Almanacs; — let it be preached from
the pulpit, proclaimed in the legislative
halls and enforced in the courts of
Justice. And, in short, let it become the
political religion of the Nation, and let
the old and the young, the rich and the
poor, the grave and the gay, of all sexes
and tongues, all colors and conditions,
sacrifice unceasingly upon its altars.

Therefore, we see that Lincoln, as well
as Whitman, perceives grave difficulties in
the survival of American Democracy
should men fail to place their faith in those
American principles. This is the essence
of their writing, and thus illustrates two of
Whitman's ideas about America. First of
all, that America will need new priests,
priests versed in the Democratic faith,
priests which we may see are clearly
Lincoln and Whitman themselves.
Secondly, that America will need a new
poetry, a new literature all its own, that
will provoke and influence men to sub
scribe to a faith in their own political
principles. No mere rhetorical argument
will be able to achieve the heights and
dimensions which a glorified poetry will
establish in the hearts and minds of men.
Therefore, Walt Whitman, poet, and
Abraham Lincoln, statesman, clearly
became the new priests of the faith they
created. Although they never met, they,
through different avenues, created the
religion that would save the nation, and
would help prove the noble experiment of
American democracy successful.

Whitman on Lincoln
While Lincoln and Whitman never met, they certainly knew of each
other. Indeed, Whitman was a great admirer of the President, and wrote
a number of poems in his honor. Of these, probably the best known is
When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom'd, which was composed in the
weeks immediately following Lincoln's assasination. Speaking of that
fateful day, Whitman said: "I remember where I was stopping at the
time, the season being advanced, there were many lilacs in full bloom. By
one of those caprices that enter and give tinge to events without being at
all a part of them, I find myself always reminded of the great tragedy of
that day by the sight and odor of these blossoms." The following is a
small section of the poem itself:
Oh how shall I warble myself for the dead one there I loved?
And how shall I deck my song for the large sweet soul that has gone?
And what shall my perfume be for the grave of him I love?
Sea-winds blow from east and west,
Blown from the Eastern sea and blown from the Western sea, till there
on the prairies meeting,
These and with these and the breath of my chant,
I '11 perfume the grave of him I love.

FOUND POEM.
Groucho Reminisces About Mrs. Rittenhouse [Margaret Dumont]
We took her dignity away
Both on and off the stage. She was
A serious woman and a great foil.
Always the grand lady, she was married
To a rich man who had died but left
Very little money; almost as big
A star as we were,
Everybody was crazy about Dumont.
I did that last show with her before
She died:
That night at the palace I'll never forget:
After the show she stood by the stage door
With a bouquet of roses she probably sent
To herself:
Waiting to be picked up, a few minutes later
A guy came along in a crummy car
And took her away:
Two weeks after that she was dead. Died
Without any money. She was great:
I used to
Explain all the jokes to her.
— from The Marx Brothers Scrapbook
Frank Bianchi
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The Widow's Son
(after Williams and Ginsberg)
To sleep! his great new secret free
to do as it pleases
like the young boy he is.
Brown equator of his being.
Do your stuff without parental consent,
churn to blue those innocent brown balls, send
their fullness in shivers down the sheets.
kiss of sweet milk — juice and silk
(yes. silk for him) just the beginning
of elation for these bold red dreams!
(in the morning his mother puts to her lips supplicatingly the spill)
Frank Bianchi
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MY AUTOBIOGRAPHY
then go thru to the present time." You
know I couldn't remember my birth but I
can tell you what my Ma and Pa told me. I
was born eighteen years ago in Anseed,
West Virginia. Ma don't like hospitals,
and besides, her best girlfriend Marcia
Jenkins was a mid-wife so I was born right
in my Ma's bedroom. Jerry, that's one of
my brothers who's older'n me said, "We
hardly heard Mama when you was born.
You was nice and easy. When Josh come,
we all left home. Pa too, cause we couldn't
stand hearin' Ma hurtin' so bad." Josh is
a younger brother. See I got two brothers
and one sister older'n me (Jerry, Matt and

I ain't never written an autobiography
before. My husband told me that's what
it's called when you tell about yourself in
writing. Matter of fact, I ain't never really
written nothing cept shopping lists,
bowling scores and letters to my Ma and
Pa. Well, that ain't true. When I was
fourteen, the year I left school, I wrote this
term paper. We all got to pick our own
topics in current history, and since we
learnt about the revolt in 1968 in
Checoslavacia in history class, I wrote
about it for my civics class. The Russiens,
they come in and took over while the rest
of the world just sat and watched. I
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thought it weren't fair that everyone jast
sat back and watched em do it. Here look
at me, I'm running away from the subject
of my life already. I can just tell this ain't
gonna be the easiest thing to do in the
world, but I got to do it. I mean that.
Now. Larry (that's my husband) he
says, "You start when you was born and
Martha Sasser '78 has been writing on her own
for some time. She is an English major and halls
from Huntington, West Virginia.

By
Martha Sasser
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older'n me and I got a story to tell you
bout him later on. Larry says I should
write every thing in the order which it
happened sol will.
First thing I really remember was when
I was four. We was all of us outdoor folk,
always hiking up Crother's Mountain and
climbing trees. There was this one tree
called Big Ben. I don't rightly know why
we called it that but anyway. One day that
spring, when I was four remember, me
and Jesse Cliff was hangin' round Big Ben
real restless. Jesse Cliff was my girlfriend
then. Anyway, I decided to climb Big
Ben. I'd seen Matt do it,so I knew I could.
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Mary) and three brothers younger (Josh,
Pete and Mark). We was all of us born at
home and got named out of the Bible. Pa
always said I was a quiet child, didn't
squack and scream as much as the others.
I guess that's true too. I remember Petey
used to wake us all up with his bawlin' in
the middle of the night. Jerry come first,
his real name's Jeremiah, and then eight
years later the rest of us started coming,
and come pretty much in a bunch, one
after another. So Jerry was eleven years
34
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So I got up to the first branch, with Jesse
pushing from my behind. First I made her
swear she'd keep quiet about it, cause I
knew I'd be in trouble with my Mama if
she ever found out. Well Jesse was scared,
and I kept yellin' down, "Come on Jesse,
don't be such a chicken." Pretty soon I
forgot her and looked up to where I could
see the sky thru the leaves which had just
come out. It was real beautiful and quiet,
walking up that tree toward that blue sky,
and I recall I kept thinkin' "I'm climbin'

Jacob's ladder." After a while Jesse
started yelling, "You come on down,
you're goin' too high." And I just
laughed and looked down and said,
"You're just jealous Jess, you're as yeller
as the stinger of a yeller jacket, and you
won't admit it." And I laughed real loud
and kept right on climbin' Jacob's ladder.
Then, all of a sudden I reached up and
grabbed a branch with my hand and
damn'd if that branch didn't break. I can
still hear Jesse screaming as I fell. Well,
next thing I know I woke up with this
funny sound in my ears like tigers roarin'
in the zoo, and I was lying in this briar
bush and I just knew my back was broke.
So I started bawling. Finally I thought.
' 'Jesse must have gone to get somebody,
so I felt better lying there in that bush all
alone. I couldn't stop crying though,
cause I was feeling so funny and numb. No
body came! I couldn't move, or else I was
scared to move, but I started yellin'. See,
Big Ben was right behind the Gleason's
big house. They was rich, but real nice. Pa
worked for Mr. Gleason in the steel works
down in the valley. So I was lying there in
the bush bawlin' and screamin' and pretty
soon Barbara come hobblin' up that hill
from Gleason's. Barbara was the little
colored maid who spent all her time
cookin' and cleanin' for the Gleason's.
She found me there and I was so upset that
my back was broke that I wouldn't let her
go and get help. So she sort of half picked
me up and half dragged me down that hill
to Gleason's and called my Mama. I told
her we lived next to Stewarts Gas Station,
so she called there and old Mr. Stewart
went and fetched Ma from home. Well,
next thing 1 knew Ma was drivin' me
home in Mr. Stewart's truck, and she was
cryin' and screamin' at me for climbin'
Big Ben, and I was cry in' again too.
Doctor Joe come and took my tempature
and poked around real serious like and
{hen put this stuff that smelled real nice
and warm all over my back and arms
where those briars rubbed me raw and I'd
Med. I asked him, real solem like, if folks
always died when their back got broke, or
if they just died once in a while. He
laughed his wheezy chuckle and crooned,
"Your back ain't broken child, you've
just been eaten up by all those hungry
prickles." He left the room chucklin' like
a turkey. Well, I started bawlin' again. I
don't know why but I think I was
disappointed and mad cause I wanted to be
a hero. Ma said later I could a died if that

briar bush hadn't been where it was to
make my landin' easier. That made me
feel better. But I was a sort of hero for a
while anyway, cause I got to miss Sunday
School for four Sundays in a row while my
back healed. Ma wouldn't let me lean
against nothin' cause that ointment on my
back was real greasy and messed up the
furniture. Anyway, I guess that's enough
of that story.
I started school when I was seven. Ma
dressed me up real fancy and sissy in a
dress that first day, I'll never forget. Well,
before school began that first day, Hoey
Starr gave me a piece of bubble gum out on
the playground. It was trouble, I hadn't
never chewed it before. I thought it was
great for a while but then I started playin'
with it and got it all over me. I ran to the
little girls bathroom and sat in one of those
huge white sinks and cried and cried cause
I'd got bubble gum in my hair, all over my
new dress and on my face — every where.
Well, finally my sister Mary come in with
my teacher. Miss Gerald, and they tried to
clean me up. But they couldn't get the
stuff out of my hair. My hair was short
anyway, but after Miss Gerald used her
scissors to get that bubble gum out of my
hair I looked like a scalped injun, I swear I
did. To this very day, whenever I see
Hoey Starr, he gives me stuff about it.
Oh, I forgot to tell about Jesse Cliff after
I fell out a Big Ben. She ran home and was
so sure I was dead that she was too scared

V,
%
<

i
to teil any one. Well, I never made it up
with her, we never was girlfriends again
after that. Two years ago she got pregnant
by Old Matt Ford and had to marry him. I
felt sort of sorry for her after that.
Well. Now comes the hard part of my
autobiography. This is the part I got to tell
cause its been weighin' on my conscious
for the last seven, no eight years, since it
happened. I was ten when it happened.
You might not think much can happen
35

when you're just ten years old, but I'm
livin proof. Now there was this boy, Ricky
McCorkle who lived three doors down
from us. He was thirteen then, but he
liked to play with me anyway, cause I did
most everything he said for me to do. He
was pretty bossy, too. He beat my brother
Matt up once cause Matt said, "Your
Pa's a drunk," once. Matt shouldn't
never have said it, even if it was true, so he
deserved the shiner and the sprained arm
he got. Poor Ricky. Ricky almost broke
Matt's arm, served Matt right. Pa said,
"You ain't got no right to say something
like that to someone else. It ain't none of
your business and you hurt that little
boy's feelings real bad." Matt cried and I
called him a baby which was mean, so I
took it back and said he was brave.
Well Ricky and me was good friends for
a whole summer. We was even friends
into school time in September. We was
secret friends then, though, cause Ricky
was scared those other people would laugh
at him if he ran round with a ten year old
in public. So we had a game and wouldn't
never talk to each other during recess at
school, but we'd meet after school if it was
a good day up at this cave, which was up
Crother's Mountain bout half a mile. We
kept fishin poles there, and candles, and
these little nuts we gathered which Ricky
said was worth a lot a money cause they
was rare nuts, not found any where else in
the world but on Crother's Mountain. We
decided we'd keep em to ourselves and sell
em when we got old, and then buy a sail
boat and sail round the world. Course that
was just silly. We just wanted to dream.
Neither of us had ever even seen the
ocean, and Ricky said "I'm gonna run
away and see that old Lantic ocean some
day. * %
One day in September I ran up to the
cave but Ricky weren't there and 1 waited
and waited cause we'd planned to go
exploring. But he never came, so I went
on home and was too late for dinner so I
got sent to bed hungry. I was mad, but I
thought Ricky mast a had a good reason
for not comin'. Next day at recess I looked
over and Ricky was sittin' near the
basketball court talkin' to Rosmary Finn,
a real sissy girl who was twelve. I was
disgusted. But I didn't say nothin' to him
cause of the game of bein' secret friends.
Well, Ricky didn't come to the cave again,
and I cried I was so mad. I thought,"He's
with old sissy Rosmary." This went on
for a week. Finally I'd about given up on

Ricky, and was gonna rip up the pact we
wrote to seal ourselves, when Ricky come
to the cave. He was actin' real smart ass
and conceited, but I was sort a mad still,
cause he said, "I done got over
Rosmary." I said, "What's that mean?"
He just laughed and said, "You's too
young, you wouldn't understand,
I
forgot about it pretty soon and stopped
being sore.
Ricky's Pa was still in prison. Oh, I
forgot to tell you, Ricky's Pa was over the
ridge of the mountains near Aasecd
running a still and sellin' the licquor to
folks all round but he got picked up one
morning by this sheriff from the valley
who was chasin' after some poachers. Pa,
my Pa, said it was a shame cause of Ricky
and his little sister and his Ma. He said
too, "It was good clean stuff too, didn't
never make anybody sick or blind or
nothin'." It happened in September and
Ricky came up to the cave and cried and I
put my arms round him like my Ma does
to me when I cry. Then he acted like it
never happened cause he was shy tor
cryin' in front of me I guess.
Right before Christmas Ricky and me
played hookey from school and went
sleddin'. I got yelled at by the principal,
but Ricky got paddled. I carved Ricky a
little tiny totem pole for Christmas. He
didn't give me nothin'. Now comes the
bad part. This is real hard for me to write
down, I hope you'll understand, I ain't
never told nobody the truth about it
before, not even Larry. How in the world
do I begin? It happened ... It happened
on a Sunday night in April, before my
birthday in May. Ricky had changed. He
still come to our cave but he never wanted
to play too much. We smoked cigarettes
he stole from old Mr. Stewart at the gas
station and mostly Ricky talked about
things. He never wanted to go swimming,
not even skinny dippin' in Tyler's creek
on warm days like we'd done the summer
before.
That Sunday I was real mad at him.
Mad as hell at him, really. He hadn't
shown up at the cave since the Monday
before, and he'd kicked me out of the cave
then sayin' he was expecting a visitor.
Well, I hid in some bushes and saw this
ugly girl come through the woods, pickin'
up her dress real ginger-like. Her name
was Mae Jones and Matt said she was a
dirty girl. She was about sixteen then 1
think, but she looked about twenty. I left
disgusted at Ricky for keepin' such
11

company. I didn't understand why she
went in the cave with Ricky, at least, I
tried not to understand. When Ricky come
barging in the cave that Sunday I didn't
talk to him, I couldn't talk to him. He was
braggin' about how he and Mae had
"done it" and how good it was. I didn't
even know what he meant but I knew it
was dirty and I really hated Ricky. I can
honestly say I hated him, tho' it's a hard
thing to admit. Well, Ricky kept on
talking and I kept quiet. He got mad and
started punchin' me and yellin' but I
never said nothin'. Then he said, "I'll

show you how I begun,'' and he grabbed
me and kissed me real hard and it hurt,
well I was so mad I couldn't talk. My fists
were up and I started hittin' him, but he
was strong and he threw me down and
kissed me again. That's when I started
screaming bloody murder at him and got
away from him. He was laughing at me
and callin' me a baby. It's so hard now to
explain what happened, the tears are
fallin' all over this damn paper and I can't
say it. I just can't tell you what happened.
No. No. I got to. I got to get this out of my
heart or I swear I'll go crazy. Maybe when
I finish this I'll stop having those
nightmares about Ricky. Just maybe. I
deserve those nightmares tho', God he
sends me those nightmares.
Ok. While Ricky's Pa was working, he
used to pick out stray squirrels and rabbits
with his rifle as they ran by. It was a way
to keep from gettin' bored and lonesome
up there. Anyway, after he was sent up,
Ricky kept it in the cave behind a boulder.
He made me promise I'd never touch it or
tell anyone it was there. But that Sunday
after Ricky kissed me he started yellin' at
me nasty things, saying, "Why do you
think I've tolerated you so long? Why do
you think I play games with you and keep
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you company? I'm just waiting, you little
brat, for you to grow ... to grow breasts
and stuff . . . I'm just saving you so I can
use you later like I used Mae. But I got to
pay her, I won't have to pay you cause
you'll do anything I say. Won't you?
Cause you're stupid and . . ." And he
kept on til I grabbed the gun and pointed it
at him. I took the safty lock off and I
pointed it at him. I hated his guts so
much, I hated everything about him and 1
wanted him dead. It's true. I was so ob
sessed with that hating him he started
blurring together. He weren't laughin' no
more, but I don't know what he was
sayin', he was talkin' real gentle and
sweet, and that made me hate him more
and I wanted to shut him up so bad I was
shakin' all over. I'll never forget it. I'm
shakin' so bad now I can't hardly hold this
pen in my hand. But I got to let this truth
out, I got to tell. I SHOT HIM. Oh God, I
did it. I did shoot him and it weren't no
accident it was cause I hated his guts. I
hated him and wanted him dead so I shot
him and it weren't no accident like Mama
and Pa and the judge and everybody let on.
It was murder and I done it on purpose.
Oh God it's true and you've got to believe
me, I swear it. Oh God please forgive me.
I shot him and he fell and he never said
nothin' else. I looked at him and pushed
that gun off of me and got up and ran. I ran
out of that cave but Ricky followed me
lying on that stone floor with his eyes open
starin at me and the flys biting me as I ran
up Crother's Mountain and Ricky was
with me and my ears was still buzzing
from the bag of that gun explodin' in my
hands and from hitting my head on the
side of the cave where the gun knocked me
back. And I ran up the mountain and
jumped in Tyler's Creek and tried to
drown that picture of Ricky lying there
with his mouth open all red and wet, and
the red gleam of that blood gushin' from
him. But I couldn't do it, that picture was
there and it wouldn't leave and I got out of
that creek and ran some more up the
mountain and then sat down huggin' my
knees and bawlin' cause 1 realized how I'd
killed him, and how I'd be hung like that
colored man was in the newspapers and I
started screamin'. Guess I passed out
cause next thing I remember I woke up it
was dark and I was lost so I headed down
the mountain thru the woods. It took me a
long time, maybe two or three hours to
find the cave. I stood outside but I
couldn't go in I just stared in where it was

so black and I thought how Ricky was
lying in there all alone and the snakes was
gettin' him probably and I ran home and
told Pa. Ma fainted and Pa ran out the
door and I just stood there and my brother
Jerry picked me up and gave me a bath and
held me real close in bed while I cried.
I couldn't tell no body what happened.
This is the first time. The sheriff was real
nice and wouldn't make me talk about it
after he'd asked me cause I started bawlin'
again, and Jerry yelled at the Sheriff for
hein' mean and Pa yelled at Jerry for
interuptin' the sheriff and so after a while
they let me be. Jerry was twenty-one then
and I loved him more'n any body. Ricky's
huried in the church yard in Anseed. Here
lies Richard Thomas McCorkel it says,
and when he was born and died. It don't
say, "Murdered," or nothin'. It just says
"Born" and Died * » and his name,
that's all. "Born" and "Died.
The years after that Sunday in the
spring have been pretty much normal.
When I was twelve my brother Jerry was
my teacher in school. He got this
teacher's grant thing to a college in the
valley. He spent four years studying and
then came hack to teach in Anseed.
Anyway, I never talked much after Ricky
and was known as being the shyest kid in
school. I had real bad nightmares after that
day, and I'd climb into bed with Mama
and tell her about them. I still remember
i i

the one about the red devil. Ricky was
lyin' there starin' at me and suddenly
this red devil man jumped out of his blood
and ran after me till I woke up screamin'.
It was just terrible.
Anyway, when I was twelve we had this
spelling test. I knew I was gonna get an F
on it cause I hadn't learnd them. So I
wrote on this tiny piece of paper all the
words and cheated. Jerry caught me and
had to paddle me in the hall where all the
other kids could hear. I ain't never been so
humiliated in my life. That was the first
and last time 1 ever tried to cheat, boy.
Well, I cried till recess, I cried during
recess, and I cried till lunch sitting in my
little desk in the second row. Jerry got so
upset with me for being such a cry baby
that he drove me home at lunch time and
handed me over to my Ma for the rest of
the day. I made it into such a big thing and
poor Jerry felt so bad for me, he didn't
know what to do. Ma was real nice and let
me make some homemade icecream that
afternoon so I felt better. Pa talked to me
about it when he came home, and I cried
again cause he said how wrong it was to
cheat. But we decided I'd never do it ever
again cause I'd learned how it just wasn't
right.
Then I quit school when I was fourteen
and got a job waitressing at the bus
station. It weren't a bad job really, it was a
small place and 1 got to know most of the

Backroads Walking
The smell of spring — the smell
Of garlic-growing-wild and other,
Subtler things — hangs in the air,
A pocket to be walked into,
And then beyond. It mockingly
Is gone when you retrace your steps,
But waits, hiding, some
Other unsuspected where.
Terrel Snyder
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customers. Every morning Larry would
come in for some coffee and a spice donut.
We went on our first date to a movie in the
valley and I had more fun. We saw this
movie about a pool shark. Larry loved it
cause he likes to play pool, and I fell in
love with the leadin' man. Boy, what a
looker. Anyway, a year and a half ago I
married Larry. I was sixteen and a half
almost. Now we don't live in Anseed,
Larry lost his job in the steel plant, along
with some fifty other boys, and we moved
down here to Norfolk, Virginia. I le got a
good job now and we live comfortable.
Larry's a good, kind man and takes g<xxl
care of me.
I got to tell you. I guess you think I'm
real yeller for just writin' down this story
stead of going to the police and tellin'
them all the truth. And I guess I is yeller
but I can't help it. I couldn't do that to
Larry an the baby, I'd never ever stand for
little Jerry to grow up with a parent in
prison or hanged, like Ricky did. I'd not be
able to stand that. I swear I'm doing it for
their good, not mine. I wouldn't mind
bein' hung or lectrocuted for what I done,
cause I know I deserve it, I swear. But I
couldn't do it to my two boys, I just
couldn't do that I tell you. Anyway, God
knows what I done, an I guess he's the
important one to tell, ain't he?
I like Virginia. The ocean is real
beautiful but I do miss the mountains.

Mathematicians at Gottingen: 1900-1935
By
Stephen Slack
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The downward percolation of mathematical results from the frontiers of research to
graduate and then undergraduate curricula is a process that often requires decades.
Sometimes it takes quite a while for the importance of a new theorem to he recognized.
At times it takes a considerable effort before the result can be given the conceptual
clarity and simplicity necessary for it to be incorporated into basic courses. On occasion
the merit of a theorem may be immediately evident, but a part or all of the subject needs
to be recast in order to properly accomodate it. Consequently many mathematical results
now regarded as classical in undergraduate courses were first proven by mathematicians
whose careers began forty or more years ago and who are now the most senior members
of the profession, or have recently died. While their works live on, used and admired,
the circumstances of their lives are not often recorded. This essay relates portions of the
lives of two great German mathematicians whose names are now invoked around the
world as models of creativity and genius.

David Hibert, 1937
Gottingen is an ancient university
town located in central Germany. During
the 19th Century, and for a part of the
20th, Gottingen was a world center of
research activity in mathematics and the
exact sciences. It is generally agreed that
the three mathematicians of greatest
genius were Archimedes, Newton and
Gauss, and of these, first among equals,
Karl Friedrich Gauss was born and
worked at Gottingen. While Gauss is a
relatively remote figure, having died in
1855, his association with the University
undoubtedly facilitated its progress to the
position of preeminence which it achieved
after the turn of the century.
In 1900 the leading mathematician at
Gottingen was David Hilbert. Hilbert had
been born in 1862, the eldest child of a
Protestant upper-middle class family in
Prussia; his father was a judge. By 1887 he
was recognized as one of the outstanding
mathematicians of his era, and he was
invited to a Professorship at Gottingen. In
1900 he delivered a paper to the Inter
national Congress of Mathematicians in
which he listed some 23 problems which
he thought would be of interest for the
20th century. His problems have indeed
proved to be central. Those who have
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solved Hilbert's problems in the years
since 1900 (and there are some problems
that remain unsolved) have won distinc
tion fully comparable to that accorded to
those who have won a Nobel Prize. By
1900 it was clear that only Henri Poincare
of France was at all comparable to Hilbert
as a creative mathematician.
Hilbert's interests were wide ranging.
He was one of the last universalists in
mathematics. His book on the foundations
of Euclidean geometry was the first to put
the subject on a firm logical foundation.
His solution to the problem of invariant
theory was so profound, and so out of step
with the dull, grinding calculations by
which progress had been made in the past,
that the "king" of invariant theory,
Gordan, alleged of Hilbert's new theorem
that "That is not mathematics; that is
theology." Hilbert's theorem was indeed
so comprehensive that there were no
exciting questions remaining.
The presence of Hilbert at Gottingen
made it the place for mathematicians to
go. And many did go, as faculty or
students. Thus of the 114 American
mathematicians who took their degrees
abroad between 1862 and 1934, a total of
34, more than a fourth, took theirs at
Gottingen.
One of those who came to Gottingen as
a student, and then joined the faculty was
Richard Courant. Courant had come to
Gottingen from Breslau where he was
born, in 1888, to a very poor Jewish
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couple. Through friends, Courant had
heard of the mathematical atmosphere at
Gdttingen, and, in particular, of Hilbert,
and so, in 1907 he transferred from
Breslau to Gottingen. After a time he
became Hilbert's assistant, and took his
Ph.D. with Hilbert in 1910. After his tour
in the Army in World War I, Courant
returned to Gottingen, where he became a
full professor and headed the Mathematics
Institute.
Hilbert had an open, accessible per
sonality, at least on mathematics. He liked
to work on his latest mathematical en
thusiasm in his garden which had a
covered walkway, so that he could pace
about in all weathers. A large blackboard
was hung on a neighbor's wall. When not
at the blackboard, Hilbert would be pacing
up and down, or would jump on his
bicycle and do a figure eight around the
rose beds, or pull some weeds. The
housekeeper directed visitors to the garden
saying "If you don't see the professor,
look up in the trees." It would become
apparent with the first word of the con
versation, however, that in spite of ap
pearances Hilbert had been hard at work
on a specific mathematicial problem.
In his lectures at the University Hilbert
wanted to explain the scientific process, to
illuminate difficulties, to shape a bridge to
the solution, and not merely give a per
fected sequence of polished proofs in the
manner
of
another
Gottingen
mathematician, Edmund Landau, the

number theorist. As a result, it often
happened, even in elementary calculus,
that the details were garbled. Each day one
of Hilbert's assistants would take notes,
and then he and other assistants would get
together and, with sighs and groans,
straighten out the details of the lecture and
leave a clean copy in the library for the
students to read. For all this, Hilbert's
students found inspiration in him and his
list of 69 doctoral students include many of
the greatest names of the times.
Courant was exceptionally democratic
for a Professor. He was very short,
gnome-faced, and presented a picture of
utter helplessness and indecision. His
books were due, in small part, to an in
teresting group effort. There were regular
"Proof
Reading
meetings
called
Festivals" in which the manuscript for a
book was gone over by Courant, his
assistants, and others. Every aspect of the
manuscript was subjected to corrections
and suggestions, to attack and comment.
Passages were red-inked, or cut out and
pasted in elsewhere. New material ap
peared in the margins or was stapled over
previous attachments. Participants at such
meetings, such as Otto Neugebauer, now
an eminent historian of mathematics at
Princeton, found it hard to fathom how
the tattered whirlwinds of paper that
resulted from such meetings could ever be
reduced to coherence. But they were.
Courant's books are models of inspiring
expositions. To this day a student of
calculus can hardly do better than read
Courant's book on elementary calculus,
written back in 1930. A student of physics
knows, or should know, that Courant &
Hilbert's Methods of Mathematical
Physics is an unparalleled treasury of
material and explanation. It is one of the
most important books in the history of
mathematical physics. Though slighted by
some physicists when it first appeared, the
development of (quantum) physics by
Heisenberg and Schrodinger made the
book required reading the world over. The
non-mathematician will enjoy Courant
and Robbin's expository book What is
Mathematics? — one of the most
distinguished books written for the
mathematical laity.
Despite any appearance of helplessness
or indecision, Courant was a first rate
administrator. Here is a trivial, but
amusing, example. During the 1920's
there was a terrible inflation in Germany.
Thus in July 1923 there were 160,000

marks to the dollar; by October it was 240
million to one. By November 20 it was 4.2
trillion to one. During this period funds
were disbursed by the University by
category and multiplied, at the last
moment, by the then current, and rapidly
increasing, coefficient announced by the
government as to the worth of the
currency. Courant had a calculator that
could handle 19 digit numbers. He agreed
to loan his calculator to the University
business office in return for the value of C
(t) as soon as received at the University.
These few hours of advance information
allowed Courant to significantly increase

But in 1932 the Nazi's had made great
gains in the electioas, and in January of
1933 Hitler was offered the Chancellorship
by President von Hindenburg.
During this same period Gottingen was
also in the first rank in physics. At the
same time that the retired mathematician
Felix Klein engineered the return of
Courant, he obtained the appointment of
Max Born to the chair of theoretical
physics and James Franck to the chair of
experimental physics. Born's first
assistants at Gottingen were Wolfgang
Pauli and Werner Heisenberg. All four of
these physicists have won the Nobel Prize.

V*

^5

Richard Courant
the worth of the monies allotted to the
mathematics Lesezimmer.
In 1932 Hilbert was 70 and a great
celebration was held at his birthday. The
Mathematics Institute had recently moved
into a new building, the funds for which
had been conjured up by Courant from the
Rockefellers.
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What happened to the mathematiciaas
at Gottingen after Hitler seized power was
the result of the application of general
policies and attitudes. There was of course
a fanatical, insane, anti-semitism. But
Hitler and his crew were also bitterly antiintellectual. To quote an extreme
example: in a speech to the German press

on March 10, 1938 Hitler said, speaking of
the German intelligentsia, * 'Unfortunately
we need them; otherwise we might, one
day, I don't know, exterminate them or
something like that. But, unfortunately,
we need them." Julius Streicher told an
assemblage of professors in Munich "I am
accustomed to using the whip in order to
educate, but here, among you academic
men, 1 suppose the word would have an
even stronger effect. You old men with
beards and gold rimmed glasses and
scientific faces are really worth next to
nothing. Your hearts are not right, and
you can't understand the people as we
can. We are not separated from them by
the so-called higher education. » *

1

the professional civil service. The intent of
the new laws was to remove from
government employment all persons of
"non-Aryan" descent, with certain
exceptions, and to remove politically
"unreliable" elements. These laws
applied to universities and faculties.
Exceptions were made for those who
fought for Germany in World War I and
those who had been professors under the
Empire.
At Gottingen the new laws affected
leading members of the faculty. In
Physics, James Franck and Max Born
(both Nobel Prize winners) were both
Jews, but Franck had already received his
Nobel Prize and was therefore thought not
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Edmund Landau
It should be kept in mind that the
German Universities were hardly hotbeds
of left wing radicalism. On the contrary,
most of the students and faculty were
drawn from the upper or upper-middle
classes. Before becoming a full professor
(Ordentliche Professor) one had to pass
through the ranks of Privatdozent and
Extraordentliche Professor in which one's
income was not salary, but entirely, or
principally, fees collected from the
students in one's classes. As a result it
was often necessary to have an outside
income. Once arrived however in the top
rank, one's income was ample and secure,
and one's social position as a Professor
was that of a most august personage.
One of the first blows which struck the
universities was very destructive. On
April 7, 1933 the government announced
a series of laws for the "restoration" of

A

his Nobel Prize. In mathematics Courant,
Landau and Emmy Noether were Jews.
Courant had been in the army in World
War I, had been wounded and
decorated,and had contributed to an
important type of telegraphy, and was
therefore exempt from the restoration law.
Landau had been a professor under the
Kaiser and was also exempt.
There had been no official actions taken
against the University in the period from
January to April 1933. The speculative
discussions bad bc<:oine more feverish,
and a few closet Nazis among the
students, such as Werner Weber and
Oswald Teichmuller had come out into
the open. Courant, Born and Franck had
considered a joint protest to the gover
nment against the restoration laws, but
Born had argued that such a step might
precipitate action by the government
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to be in danger. Born had not yet gotten
under the new law that might not,
otherwise, have been forthcoming. Born
and Courant agreed that they should
remain at their posts and do all in their
power to save what they had helped to
create at Gottingen. Franck, on the other
hand, had decided to resign his
professorship. In a letter to the Rector he
wrote
We Germans of Jewish descent are
being treated as aliens and enemies in
our own homeland. It is required that
our children grow up with the
knowledge that they will never be
allowed to prove themselves as Ger
mans. I refuse to avail myself of this
privilege. . . .
He intended, he said, to try to continue
his scientific work in Germany.
On April 26, 1933 without any direct
notification to those involved, an an
nouncement appeared in the local
newspaper that six Gottingen professors
were being placed on leave until further
notice. I hese six included Born and
Courant. The government was in
consistent in its application of the
restoration law; Courant, who was
specifically exempted, was "fired, »»
whereas Landau's exemption was allowed.
Hilbert could not understand that it was
a lawless regime that was now in power.
He insisted that Courant should sue the
government, that what was going on was
illegal.
Returning to Courant in 1933: he felt
that he was a patriotic German who had
been wronged and he tried to win rein
statement. While many eminent people
wrote letters or signed petitions on his
behalf, nothing helped. He was out as
Professor
and
Director
of
the
Mathematical Institute. In trying to ob
tain support from friends, some were al
ready afraid to appear to go against the
government. Maneuverings to gain
reinstatement consumed the balance of
1933. In January of 1934 Courant received
a job offer (at a small fraction of his
Gottingen salary) from New York
University. At that time the mathematics
department at N.Y.U. was a near zero
lodged in an old hat factory in lower
Manhattan. But Courant accepted the
offer and emigrated to the U.S. where he,
his students and his associates have made
N.Y.U. an important center of
mathematical activity. As a modest in-

dication of this, the immediate past
President of the American Mathematical
Society and the President-Elect of the
Society were both associated with Courant
at N.Y.U. for many years. The
Mathematical Institute at N.Y.U. is now
lodged in a new 13 story building named
after Courant (but irreverently called the
Courant Hilton by friends).
Courant was 84 when he died in 1972.
His important work on Plateau's
Problem, the Dirichlet Problem, partial
differential equations, and his magnificent
books, will continue to be studied.
While Landau was not forced out of his
professorship by the restoration laws, he
did not escape humiliation. In a letter to
Flexner at the Iastitute for Advanced
Study at Princeton, Courant wrote that
the situation of even internationally
famous professors was hopeless. He
mentioned Schrodinger (one of the
creators of quantum mechanics) who had
been forced out about the time of the

letter, and went on to say
The following event is characteristic of
the course of things. Professor Landau
went to start his lectures this week. In
front of his lecture hall were some 70
students, partly in S.S. uniforms, but
inside, not a soul. Every student who
wanted to enter was prevented from
doing so by the commander of the
boycott (this was Werner Weber,
Landau's former assistant). Landau
went to his office and received a call
from a representative of the Nazi
students who told him that Aryan
students want Aryan mathematics and
not Jewish mathematics, and requested
him to refrain from giving lectures . . .
The speaker for the students is a very
young, scientifically gifted man, but
completely muddled, and notoriously
crazy. . . .
Landau was tied to Germany by his

possessions and enormous personal
fortune; he stayed there and died in 1938.
He lived to see one of his tormenters,
Weber, become one of those who replaced
Courant as director of the Mathematical
Institute.
Numerous other well-known Gottingen
faculty were hounded from their positions,
driven abroad, into hiding, into con
centration camps and to their deaths. The
Jews suffered worst of all, perhaps, but
men of principle, like Otto Neugebauer, a
historian of ancient mathematics, who had
refused to sign the required loyalty oath
when appointed to replace Courant as
director of the Mathematical Institute,
went as well.
From a somewhat wider perspective we
can further understand the disasterous
effects of Nazi rule on the universities.
Enrollments dropped from 128,000 in
1932 to 38,000 in 1938. In the first three
years of Nazi rule, 14% of the teachers at
German universities were dismissed for

Emmy Noether
*

Besides Hilbert and Courant there were many, many
others at Gottingen who had then, or have now, great
reputations: Hurwitz, Landau, Minkowski, Runge,
Bernays, Weyl, Bohr, Polya, Haar, Feller, Siegel, van der
Waerden, Kneser, von Neumann, . . . but even among
these stars one of the most creative was a woman, Emmy
Noether. She had taken her doctoral degree with Gordan,
whose field of invariant theory had been reduced to rubble
by Hilbert's work. She switched her interests and
developed axiomatic methods of great conceptual power
and clarity in algebra. As you might imagine, she had, as
a woman, terrible time at such a chauvinistic institution
as a German university in that era. When she came to
Gottingen during World War 1 the opposition to her on
the faculty (the opposition being almost all the nonmathematicians) argued "How can it be allowed that a
woman become a Privatdozent? Having been a Privatdozent, she can then become a Professor and a member of
the University Senate. Is it permitted that a woman enter
the Senate?" Hilbert argued: "Gentlemen, I do not see
that the sex of the candidate is an argument against her
admission as a Privadozent. After all, the Senate is not a
bath house." Still, Hilbert could not have her appointed
Privatdozent, and lectures would be announced under the
name of Professor Hilbert and delivered by Fraulein
Noether.
Affairs were not helped by personal matters. She was
not very feminine in appearance or manner. The first
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Emmy Noether

things, even today, that men who knew her recall are,
* 'She had a loud and disagreeable voice . . . She looked
like an energetic and very nearsighted washwoman . . .
Her clothes were always baggy." And they still quote
with delight the gentle remark of Hermann Weyl, that
the "graces did not preside at her cradle."
Despite all this, Emmy Noether's work was such as to
equal, if not surpass, that of most of the other eminent
mathematicians of Gottingen.
After her death in 1935, Albert Einstein wrote:
In the judgement of most competent living
mathematicians Fraulein Noether was the most
significant creative mathematical genius (of the female
sex) thus far produced since the higher education of
women began.
S.S.
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Immortality
Even in Paradise sometimes it's a dull day.
Sometimes the endless ferry-boat of Heaven
passes uncelebrated through the flat Sargasso of the calm.
Stunned or satisfied with joy
as golden skin is numbed by wind and sun
there's only the being in Eden that distinguishes
the warm dimness of the fully realized
from the uncertain light of that past life on earth.
Learning to die is learning to be quiet
and since I died I've often leaned
over the incandescent virginal white wake
having no other trade.

Arguing with the other passengers
many of whom do not believe this is the blessed ship
who insist they must wait for more.
I am often wilder with happiness.
They do not understand this calm, that this calm
is the seal of our state, the golden and blue
heart of the beatific vision, the unfailing
Eve, the perpetual spring, the soul
that has become quite akin
to what it is transported by and so
is surprised only in its own.

Frederick Turner

t

various reasons, political, religious, and
racial. While the student population
dropped by 50%, library usage dropped by
70%. Books by "unacceptable" authors
were burned at elaborate public
ceremonies.
There was a characteristic incident
concerning Courant and Hilbert's book
»*
Methods of Mathematical Physics."
Late in the war the Luftwaffe development
staff needed to use the book, but it was out
of print and on the proscribed list. It was
only with great difficulty that a small
number of copies were reprinted, and
distribution was very tightly controlled.
Absurd as this incident was, it was
symptomatic.
Earlier, in 1939, the trade journal
Chemische Industrie had to concede
It is no secret that examination results
have declined compared with previously
. . . The leadership in chemical
research has passed to other countries
This sort of development took place in
many subjects. Perhaps we can use a quote
from Hilbert. Sitting next to the Nazis'
newly appointed Minister of Education,
Bernhard Rust, at a banquet, Hilbert was

asked by Rust "And how is mathematics
at Gottingen now that it has been freed of
the Jewish influence?" Hilbert replied
"Mathematics at Gottingen? There is
really none any more."
Hilbert was in his 70's during the
middle 1930's, and while his international
fame, and his pure "Aryan" descent,
saved him from persecution, he lived out
his remaining years amid the wreckage
and destruction of German intellectual
and mathematical life. Initally Hilbert
had spoken out against the new regime,
and his friends were frightened for his
safety. Gradually he fell silent; by the late
1930's he no longer took any part in
University affairs. He died in February
1943 of complications arising from the
physical inactivity attendant upon a
broken arm suffered in a fall. The news of
his death reached the outside world
slowly. Hermann Weyl, one of his more
famous students, who had gone to the
Institute for Advanced Study, saw a small
notice from Bern in the New York Times.
In a letter to a friend he wrote "The
report of Hilbert's death brought up again
the whole Gottingen past for me. I had the
great luck to grow up in the most beautiful
years. ... It was a beautiful brief time.
42

Today there is nothing even remotely
comparable. . . . ' Weyl was writing in 1943. It was indeed
true that the spirit of Gottingen in the 20's
was shattered and has not yet returned to
Gottingen. But those who escaped and
emigrated took something of the spirit
with them. Writing in 1971 Courant's
biographer says:
I remembered the last time I had seen
Courant
the last time he was in the
institute that bears his name, the day
before his stroke. ... I almost did not
see him as I was leaving; for he was
standing near his office, drawn back into
a slight alcove so that students rushing
past, most of whom no longer knew
who he was, would not upset his
precarious balance. Wearing a big furcollared coat ... he stood quietly, a
small old man with a face like a
miserable troll. . . . Seeking for
something to say that would be
cheering, I commented again how
struck I was every time I entered the
Institute by the spirit, human and
scientific, that I always felt there.
His eyes . . . brightened a little.
"Ja, ja" he nodded. "It is Gottingen.
Gottingen is here."
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Gcxi and the devil dance amid the flowers.
The air has the rank smell of sweet oat stalks.
Revel and high riot soil the warm hours.
The little capers wield their innocent forks.

'

Mi

Heaven has been quite overcome. Her blue
Is the blush of ichor: her private parts
Are tickled by the rising vinelets who,
Sharp spermazoons, pierce the Egg like darts.

f•j

Ai

Everything's upside down. The haired god, Pan,
Has split his pipes, consented to be born
Again, in a manger, to ransom Man.
Jesus has got quite drunk, and now has torn
His loincloth from His loin; He must go sing
Over the green hills, in the gold morning.
Frederick Turner
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Probably A Thistle
By Kathy Kirk
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"Today I am going finding," Molly
said to her mother. Molly stood in the
middle of the kitchen with a big brown
sack and a notebook.
"What are you going to find?" asked
her mother, who was buttering toast.
Molly consulted her notebook. "Oh,
leaves and weeds and seed pods. It's for
science class."
"You'd better pack a lunch," advised
her mother.
Molly didn't tell her mother or her
father or her little sister Sharon that she
really intended to find a fairy.
Right after breakfast, Molly started
finding things. She found some maple tree
helicopters in the front yard and a broken
bird's nest in the back yard. She put them
in her sack, but she was really keeping an
eye open for a fairy.
"I'll have to go far away to find a
fairy," Molly decided. So she crossed the
street. When she got to the vacant lot, she
met the Johnson's dog, Ralph. "I'm
finding things," Molly told Ralph. "I'm
going to find a fairy.
Ralph looked at her funny and stopped
wagging his tail. Molly looked at Ralph
funny and said, "You can come if you
want. But better not get in my way.
y y

y y

Ralph's tail started wagging again, and
he took off for the trees at the edge of the
lot. Ralph seemed to know where he was
going. Molly scratched her knee, pulled
up a dandelion and blew on it, and stood
up straight again. "I think I'll go to the
trees to find my fairy," Molly said.
"Ralph, let's go look in the trees." But
Ralph was already there.
When Molly stepped in among the
trees, she felt how cool it was, and how
spongy the ground became. "Fairies like
soft ground," she thought and wrote that
down in her notebook.
Molly followed the sound of Ralph's
panting. Ralph had stopped at a tree.
You're not looking for a fairy," Molly
said, frowning at Ralph.
Molly turned around and almost
stepped
on
a
big
mushroom.
"Mushrooms are fairy umbrellas,"
Molly said over her shoulder to Ralph. She
wrote that in her notebook, too. It wasn't
« t
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raining, but Molly looked under the
mushroom, anyway. "No fairy," she said
to Ralph, "Yet."
Nonsense.
Mushrooms
are
mushrooms, and here's my umbrella.
You d better tell that dog to mind his
manners or I'll poke him with it.
Molly had no idea where the voice was
coming from. It sounded as if it were right
at her ear, but Molly knew fairies were
small. She looked down at her feet.
If you re looking for me, you won't
find me there. I know better than to be
caught underfoot."
Maybe the fairy was flying around.
Molly looked up.
"I'm not up there either. I've already
had my morning fly. I was up with the
sun."
This time Molly listened very closely
and turned in the direction of the voice.
She looked straight into two lavender eyes,
smack in the middle of a hole in a tree.
Molly opened her notebook.
"What's that you're writing?" asked
the fairy.
Molly finished her sentence and then
read what she'd written. "Fairies live in
hollow trees.
"You certainly jump to conclusions,
4 4

y y

y y

y y

said the fairy, frowning.
Molly had not budged an inch, but she
didn't say anything.
"Some fairies live in hollow trees," the
fairy continued. "This happens to be only
a temporary arrangement for me. I live in
a much nicer oak in the winter, and the
wild grape arbor is my summer place.
Behind the ivy cottage with the overgrown
roses. I'm only here during fall
housecleaning." The fairy sniffed and
smoothed its fluffy white hair.
Molly began to write.
Have you no tact?" the fairy
demanded, lavender eyes glaring. "Have
you no sense of privacy? Are you taking
down everything I've said ?''
"No," Molly said. "I just wrote,
'Fairies are smart,' but I'll erase it if you
want.
"That's quite all right, said the fairy
in a different tone. "I agree with you
there. Are you doing a survey?"
Molly underlined "Fairies are smart"
and said, "I'm finding things for science
class.
The fairy stood up inside the tree, folded
its arms, and said very distinctly, "I am
not a thing."
Molly had been too interested in the
fairy's conversation to notice much more
than the fairy's lavender eyes. Now she
could see that the fairy was probably a girl.
Anyway, it had on a long lavender robe,
and Molly didn't think a boy fairy would
have such pretty clothes. The fairy's
wings were folded down her back. They
were white with lavender veins, like the
veins in leaves. The fairy's white hair
looked soft as chick down.
"I know," said Molly. "You're a
fairy.
'41 am, to be specific, a Woodland Wisp,
but 'fairy' will do, for all practical pur
poses. What are the practical purposes of
your little thing-hunt?" asked the fairy,
settling back down in her tree perch. This
time she hung her legs, crossed at the
ankles, out of the hole. Her robe swung
gently.
"I find things outdoors and take them
back to science class,'' explained Molly.
The fairy pulled her legs in quick as a
wink and retreated into the hole. Only the
lavender eyes peeped out. 4'And what
exactly do you do with the things you take
to science class?" asked the fairy. Her
voice was fainter now.
"Study them," said Molly. "Inseventh
grade they get to dissect things — like
4f
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frogs and baby pigs.
And what grade, may I ask, are
you?" Molly could hardly hear the fairy
now. She stepped closer.
"I'm in third grade," said Molly, right
into the hole. She heard a little scuffle and,
she thought, a whimper. She looked at
Ralph, but he was seated quietly a few feet
away. Molly bent and scratched her knee
and tried to think what to do. Ralph came
over to be petted, but she made him sit.
Molly stood up and said quietly into the
hole, "What grade are you in?"
There was no answer. Molly asked,
4 4 Do fairies go to school ?''
There was a faint "No'' from the fairy.
"You want to come to my school?"
Molly asked eagerly. She heard a scuffling
again, and the fairy didn't answer.
» • School isn't bad. Sharon starts next
year, and she's not afraid. Science class is
best. We do lots of special things. Pretty
soon we get to look through a
miscroscope. That makes little things look
bigger." Molly thought for a second.
»»
You're little.
She heard another whimper and looked
at Ralph again. He was sitting still. Molly
decided she'd better not talk for a while.
99
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look at through a microscope."
"I'm Molly," said Molly.
"What?"
"I'm Molly — not 'somegirl.' And we
wouldn't do that to you. That's just for
dead things. I just wondered if you wanted
to come to my science class and study //,
since fairies don't go to school.
"Oh," said the fairy. "I'm Tipple."
What?"
"I'm Tipple — that's my name.
Hello," said Molly. She opened her
notebook. "I'm just going to write that
down, OK ? How do you spell it ?''
"Spell it?"
««
Don't you even know how to spell
your own name?" Molly was in
credulous. "You really do need to go to
school."
• % Oh," said the fairy. "I didn't know
what you meant at first. A spell is
something that witches cast. No, I don't
know how to write." The fairy was silent
for a moment. She put a finger to her chin
and then said rather apologetically, "lean
tell you what it means."
"OK," said Molly, pen poised.
•c
Tipple' is the sound a water droplet
makes crossing a pebble." Tipple smiled
at Molly. It was the first smile. 4'My
mother was a River Rippler," she added.
' 'She made ripples on the water.
Molly just stared at Tipple. Her pen
hadn't moved. "Tipple," Molly said very
quietly, "I don't think I can write down
everything about you. Would you — "
Her voice dropped even lower. 4'Would
you come and talk to my science class? We
won't dissect you.
The fairy's lavender eyes widened.
Molly's eyes were wide, too, and
questioning. Then Tipple smiled, a shy
smile this time. "If I went to school, could
I learn to write my name ?''
On Monday, Tipple rode to school on
Molly's shoulder. She could have flown,
but Molly didn't want her to get lost.
Molly pointed out all the sights as they
walked. Tipple hid in Molly's hair when
they passed the police lady. Molly told her
not to be frightened, so she sat on Molly's
shoulder again when they met Mike at the
corner.
Mike was a patrol. He wore an orange
sash. Molly introduced him to Tipple.
This was the first time Mike had ever left
his post. He followed Molly into the
school building. So did a lot of Molly's
friends. Even some people in other grades
followed Molly into her classroom.
9*
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So she wrote some more in her notebook
She wrote, "Fairies don't go to school."
Then she wrote, "Fairies are afraid to go
to school."
4 4What are you writing now?" Molly
was surprised to hear the fairy's voice. It
had been so quiet. The fairy was sitting
well back in the tree, but she was leaning
forward to watch Molly.
Molly looked at the fairy right in her
lavender eyes. "I just wrote, 'Fairies are
afraid to go to school,"' said Molly.
"I am not afraid!" The fairy was
standing. "I'm not afraid, exactly," she
said, more softly, "but I don't much like
the idea of being a 'little thing' for some
girl's science class to study and dissect and
45

Science was Molly's first class. When
the bell rang, there was still a crowd
around her.
Mr. Watt said, "What have you got
there that's so interesting?" Then he
tried to herd the younger children toward
the door.
A fairy named Tipple," answered
Molly, and Mr. Watt stopped where he
was and turned around.
"He's got a few things to learn about
courtesy," said Tipple loudly in the
silence after the thud. She flew off Molly's
shoulder amid the squeals of the children.
She hovered above the body of Mr. Watt.
All I did was smile at him. You
wouldn't think he'd faint. »*
The children giggled now. They jogged
Molly's elbow as she was trying to write,
"Fairies make Mr. Watt faint," in her
notebook. They jumped up and down and
kept trying to touch Tipple, but she flew
higher and higher. She flew right up to the
strip of lights on the ceiling.
Molly heard a familiar whimper and
looked up to see what was bothering
Tipple. At the same time, she was trying
to shush the children and get Mr. Watt to
wake up.
Look at all the poor moths," Tipple
cried.
ft ft

ft«
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The children were silent. They wanted
/
to hear the fairy's voice.
• . They're caught in here," Tipple said,
IIUI/V
looking at the light. "They're dead." She
/
whimpered again.
\\\
Molly came over to stand beneath
V
Tipple. She was feeling sorry that she'd
brought Tipple to school. Tipple didn't
///
seem to be having much fun, and she was
certainly causing a lot of excitement.
Suddenly Tipple shouted rather crossly, |
"Is this a microscope?"
%
The younger children were quiet
because they weren't sure, but the whole
t,
third grade giggled. "Is that a
microscope," snickered John Cushman.
ui
\l« J
He was a serious science student.
"That's a light," giggled Amy, and
Kevin, who caused most of the excitement
Mr. Watt coughed and said from the
on days Molly didn't bring a fairy to class,
floor, "Class, be seated," but the class
ran up to the blackboard and wrote,
was seated. Everyone had his nose in his
"Fairies Are Dumb." The class copied it
notebook. Everyone pretended not to see
into their notebooks.
Tipple flutter down from the fluorescent
That's when Mr. Temple, the prin
lights and hover above Molly's head.
cipal, came in. Carol had, of course, gone
Tipple couldn't read what Kevin had
to get him the minute Mr. Watt fainted.
written, but she had a feeling she'd been
Mr. Temple made Mr. Watt sit up. Mr.
insulted. She flew out the door and down
Watt was pale and kept mumbling
the hall and out the building, and Molly
something, while Carol kept jumping up
ran right after her.
and down, saying, "It was right here. It
"I'm sorry," Molly called when she
was right here."
came into the sunlight. Tipple kept going.
Molly kept following. "Tipple, don't you
want to learn to write your name?"
Tipple paused in mid air for a moment,
then lit on Molly's shoulder. "No, thank
you, Molly," she said gently into Molly's
ear. "I don't think I'd like to have my
name written in a place where moths are
caught and killed by lights."
Molly almost told her that the moths
flew there themselves. The lights didn't
kill them on purpose. She had learned that
in science class. But she thought she'd
better not mention science class again.
All right," said Molly. "Can I come
see you again sometime?" she asked. She
felt like crying so she swallowed hard and
looked down.
"We'll see, said Tipple, taking off
into the air. "Come some nice day when
the leaves are all gone. I'll be busy for a
while pulling them.
"OK," said Molly. It was all she could
say.
Tipple flew off, and Molly bent to
scratch her knee. Out of the corner of her
eye, she saw a wispy weed with a lavender
blossom. It was prickly, so it was probably
a thistle. She pulled it up carefully and
took it back to show Mr. Watt.
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love poem with insects and catharsis
to have made the choice so
conscious was a mistake,
i believed the false murmur of
mechanical crickets,
and the falser sighs i sighed
cunt music we both wanted
beneath the sounds of insects
their legs together,
it rasps and sings, this
movement of beetlesbacks, flies wings, legs
of grasshoppers.
i think some of that species are silent,
they mount and hug and die there,
fastened to the mate's back and
oblivious to the seed.
more silent black and brittle ones will come,
the ones that bite your toes
they hide in the grass and on tree trunks
where they crawl down your encircled arms.
i thought of your encircled arms
and wanted to be lying on my back
with your body on mine like an animal
making big insect sounds,
black and moonless and
i cannot see you, nothing.
later, the smell of backs of knees,
and stilled sounds,
the legs and thoraxes
aching, raw, their eyes
are closed and even the
nervous insects got it out
got it up and got it out
shook the nerves out with
their scratching legs.
Karen Pool
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Sixties Culture: Towards Eden?
Gates of Eden: American Culture in the Sixties
by Morris Dickstein.
New York: Basic Books. $11.95.
By Kenneth L. Bluford
Quizzical Oedipa Maas, heroine of Thomas Pynchon's The
Crying of Lot 49, child of the fifties, wandered through the
hallucinogen of Berkeley in the sixties:

The sixties translated the Edenic impulse . . . into political
terms. . . . Millennial thinking was the special hete noire of
fifties ideologues who celebrated the end of ideology. They
taught us to see utopianism as inconsistent with the pain
staking business of reform, just as we learned to believe that
the pleasure principle, the cultivation of the self, ruled out
altruism and social concern. . . . But the sixties gave impetus
to both revolution and reform, and tried to combine the quest
for social justice with the search for personal authenticity.

She came downslope from Wheeler Hall, through Sather
Gate into a plaza teeming with corduroy, denim, bare legs,
blonde hair, hornrims, bicycle spokes in the sun, bookbags,
swaying card tables, long paper petitions dangling to earth,
posters for undecipherable FSM's, YAF's, VDC's, suds in
the fountain, students in nose-to-nose dialogue. She moved
through it carrying her fat book, attracted, unsure, a
stranger, wanting to feel relevant but knowing how much of a
search among alternate universes it would take. For she had
undergone her own educating at a time of nerves, blandness
and retreat among not only her fellow students but also most
of the visible structure around and ahead of them, this having
been a national reflex to certain pathologies in high places
only death had had the power to cure, and this Berkeley was
like no somnolent Siwash out of her own past at all, but more
akin to those Far Eastern or Latin American universities you
read about, those autonomous culture media where the most
beloved of folklores may be brought into doubt, cataclysmic
of dissents voiced, suicidal of commitments chosen — the
sort that bring governments down. But it was English she
was hearing as she crossed Bancroft Way among the blonde
children and the muttering Hondas and Suzukis; American
English. Where were Secretaries James and Foster and
Senator Joseph, those dear draft numina who'd mothered
over Oedipa's so temperate youth? In another world. Along
another pattern of track, another string of decisions taken,
switches closed, the faceless pointsmen who'd thrown them
now all transferred, deserted, in stir, fleeing the skiptracers,
out of their skull, on horse, alcoholic, fanatic, under aliases,
dead, impossible to find ever again.

The culture of the fifties was European in its irony and
sophistication. It put its faith in what it called "the tragic
sense of life" . . . But for the culture of the sixties the watch
word was liberation: the shackles of tradition and cir
cumstance were to be thrown off, society was to be molded to
the shape of human possibility. . . .
What happened in the sixties was . . . one of those deepseated shifts of sensibility that alters the whole moral terrain.
This discontinuity constitutes Dickstein *s thesis, together with
thus idea: "The culture of an age is a unified thing, whatever its
different strands and apparent contradictions. Touch it
anywhere and it can reveal its secrets: the texture exposed, the
part betrays the whole.'' Both notions are specious.
American politics in the sixties — by which Dickstein means
the New Left (he thinks that the politics of an age is unified too)
— is connected with the anticommunist Left of the late forties
and fifties, and the Old Left of the thirties in its alienation from
American society, its elitism, and its failure to create a coherent
program of radical alternatives. The collapse of populism and
socialism by the middle twenties drove radicals to the
"revolutionary solution" of the Communists. Similarly, in the
sixties, students in the New Left were attracted by advocates of
guerrilla warfare — Che Guevara, Regis Debray. Since
American society differed critically from the societies on which
these ideologies were based, they could not serve as foundations
for analyses of American conditions. The Old Left was
associated with the Russian revolution and what appeared to lie
a world wide revolutionary wave, but was isolated from the rest
of society, disillusioned later by the Nazi-Soviet Pact, co-opted

Morris Dickstein's Gates of Eden opens upon thus same vista
of discontinuities. He sees American culture and politics in the
sixties as inspired by the identical Zeitgeist but neatly cut off
from the stifling intellectual and moral atmosphere of the fifties:

Kenneth L. Bluford received his Ph D from the University of Penn
sylvania and has taught English at Kenyon since 1975. His specialty is 20th
Century American Literature

The spirit of the sixties witnessed the transformation of
Utopian religion into the terms of secular humanism. . . .
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by the OSS, the CIA, the Rand Corporation, and the univer
sities, and superannuated by post industrial society. Dickstein's
celebrants of the end of ideology confounded the obsolescence of
political issues peculiar to industrial society with the ob
solescence of politics.
The New Left's alienation was a product of post industrial
society's demand for trained personnel, which removed masses
of students, at a decisive moment in their lives and for a con
siderable time, from institutional ties to the rest of society and
confronted them with the prospect of integration — in the form
of the draft — into a bureaucratic, dehumanized society. Their
alienation allowed them to associate themselves with those not
assimilated by postindustrial society — the vast reserves of
unskilled labor, ethnic minorities, migrant and seasonal
workers, the chronically unemployed — and with the new wave
of revolutionary activity in the rest of the world, especially in
the underdeveloped countries. But like the Old Left, the New
Left was isolated from the rest of the society, acting out of a
romantic ideal of authenticity rather than from political
analysis. What Dickstein terms "the transformation of Utopian
religion into the terms of secular humanism" was not peculiar
to the sixties. It dates back to the impact of William Godwin's
Political Justice on Emerson and Thoreau, and to the ex
periences of the early nineteenth-century communities of
Owenites, Fourierists, and Saint-Simonians. The romantic,
anarchic tendencies within the American Left have been
reinforced by its isolation.
Dickstein's discussion of American politics evokes the spirit
of the fifties and sixties as his discussion of American culture
does not. American politics can be formulated into the massive
centrality of American political institutions. But American
culture cannot be reduced to a cultural order. Moreover, the
imperative of the sixties — do your own thing — registers the
desire to create, from the range of individual choice among
magazines and TV programs and clothes and sports and
everything else, all possible combinations worth having. Each
person can become his own subculture. Consequently,
Dickstein must reduce diverse norms to the point of incipient
cultural breakdown in order to bring them to conformity,

standardization, and his own centralized control. Culture is
diminished to literature: "it is precisely our texts — novels,
poems, songs, polemics, autobiographies — that can shed light
on the larger Text.'' Literature is diminished to the novel: ''the
sixties are as likely to be remembered through novels as through
anything else they left behind." The novel is then diminished
and forked into "the fifties novel" and "the sixties novel
"the narrowly personal art of the fifties exemplified by The
Assistant and Seize the Day ... the expansive historical mythmaking that gave us Catch-22 and V. and Cat's Cradle." There
were distortions in Dickstein's picture of political
discontinuity — no mention of Hannah Arendt's The Origins
of Totalitarianism (1951), I. F. Stone's Weekly (from 1953), the
Emergency Civil Liberties Committee, Liberation (from 1956),
the formation of SLATE (1957) — explosions lost in an implosive collapse. But here are galleries of misrepresentations.
The fifties novel — "the legion of small novels which would
recoil from the Promethean extremes of modernism and
naturalism to take refuge in craft, psychology, and moral
allegory" — is dominated by "the metaphysics of the self, the
elusive mysteries of personality. ..." It abandons "the public
world that had provided much of the terrain of great novels . . .:
politics, class, manners and mores, even the feel of the streets."
"If Bernard Malamud and other Jewish writers are the perfect
examples of this sort of moral allegorist, one could just as easily
adduce the fiction of James Baldwin, William Styron, J. D.
Salinger, Jean Stafford, and many others.'' Dickstein, discussing
his perfect fifties novelists, disregards Malamud's The Natural
(1952), which is modernist in conception, disregards Bellow's
Adventures of Augie March (1953) with its wonderful open
form, its rich use of the variousness of the feel of the Chicago
streets, disregards Henderson the Rain King (1958) with its
expansive sense of life. Baldwin's first novel expands on the
example of its protagonist, by placing his actions in a network of
haunting historical allusions crossing from the Civil War to the
1935 Harlem Riot. (Dickstein has a tin ear for Afro-American
literature; when Amiri Baraska keened bansheelike for another
bad poem, Dickstein thought he was asking for verse that
wasn't good.) Styron's Lie Down in Darkness (1951) stretches
t 1
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and fiction, history and myth, the real and the fantastic, can be
traced back to John Smith's Generall Historie of Virginia,
Jonathan Wild, Journal of the Plague Year, to The Knicker
bocker History in some respects, Israel Potter, and most im
mediately to the Waterloo episode in The Day of the Locust and
The Real Life of Sebastian Knight (whose narrator is named V;
Nabokov taught Pynchon who wrote V.). Pop art does
reduces the antithesis between
something similar
representation and abstraction to render the actual texture of
human experience. Late-sixties writers, as Dickstein calls them
— Barth, Barthelme, and Wurlitzer, are not new either. Stein
rid herself of linear time sequence, continuous-narrative
structure, and almost all mimetic aspirations before World War
I. Burroughs, who is new, Dickstein calls "a more appropriate
writer for the seventies," though his books have been published
in the fifties and sixties.
Dickstein, who is not new, has the sixties in his head. The
shift in the sixties was a shift in population. Half the population
was under twenty-five, an influence, and influenza, an inflamation of teen-age sex, violence, madness, and technology.
Pynchon's The Crying of Lot 49 describes it best. Culture was
never less literary. No literary intellectual had the discernment
of B. F. Skinner, Norman O. Brown, Herbert Marcuse,
Marshall McLuhan, John Cage — most of them ignored or
ignominiously treated by Dickstein. Can one really write on
American culture in the sixties and not mention Stanley
Kubrick, Joseph Chaikin, Merce Cunningham, John Coltrane?
Dickstein did. And where is Andy Warhol? Literature was
important because its youthful audience was impressionable
and, more important, read so little. What it did read — Hesse,
Tolkein, Vonnegut, Brautigan, Carlos Castaneda, science
fiction, the I Ching — Dickstein doesn't mention these either.
This audience will have its revenge, its last word, one hopes, by
not reading Dickstein.

out over a terrain of manners without morals. Salinger, of
course, is Jewish. The Jewish novel since Miss Lonelyhearts
has had a single subject — the eloquent disconnection between
the world of base creatural materiality, ugly particulars, the dull
mess of things, and the foolish spiritual and graceful visions
men attempt to impose on it (the chasm between Jewish ethos
and Jewish pathos). This discontinuity is the constant flow from
West to Malamud, Bellow, Elkin, and Roth. The want of "the
public world" is another continuum. But novels of manners
like Cozzens's Guard of Honor (1948), Morris's Ceremony in
Lone Tree (1960), Cheever's Bullet Park (1969), and Updike's
Rabbit Redux (1971) show how brilliant the form can be.
Form is Dickstein's proposition's claim to fame, as though he
never heard of Hegel or Taine: "Critics who use literature as
social evidence tend to treat it as documentation, ignoring the
subtle ironies and modifications which transmute raw ex
perience within an imaginative work. Part of my aim in this
book is to develop analogies between social change and changes
in the forms of the arts, especially the novel. . . . The con
servative form of the novel in the 1950s . . . mirrors the
conserving and inward-turning character of the age. Likewise
the surge of modernist and experimental fiction in the early
sixties is subtly related to the new feeling of social malaise and
reformist zeal that set in during the late fifties, gained impetus
from the urgent, high-spirited tone of Kennedy's campaign for
the presidency, and burst forth during his administration with
precious little concrete progress to keep it going." There is
literally a quickening in the pace of felt time, the rhythms of
American literature that is remarkable in the sixties, but it can
be traced back to Pound's Pisan Cantos, Williams's The Desert
Music and Journey to Love, and, oddly enough, The Catcher in
the Rye (1951) with its openness, directness, and colloquial
eloquence — an accelerando all the more shining and clear for
its being without unnecessary difficulties.
James Purdy's Cabot Wright Begins (1964) is a more
revealing instance from the sixties than those Dickstein chooses
{Catch-22, Mother Night, The Crying of Lot 49)- In any case, it
is a pulse mediated through tradition — a point Dickstein passes
over to his infinite discredit. Books like Catch-22, he says, in
Their inventiveness and plasticity . . . are the fictional
equivalent of Utopian thinking." (Of which this sentence is
perhaps itself a sample?) But the form of the fifties novel, again,
is not constantly conservative. Gaddis's thousand page-long
The Recognitions (1955) establishes the form of Heller, Barth,
Barthelme, and Pynchon. Dickstein says that books "like
Portnoy's Complaint and Mailer's Why Are We in Vietnam?
could never have been published before the sixties . . . But
such books were published: Donlevy's The Ginger Man (1955)
and Burroughs's Naked Lunch (1959). The forms of the sixties
novels Dickstein ostensibly analyzes is often conservative:
Catch-22*s circular structure is as overwrought as anything in
Robert Penn Warren's novels and the book lacks a strong
authorial point of view — Heller is an anonymous genius.
Mother Night is Vonnegut's most traditional novel in form (a
similar structure, built around three time periods, is employed
with greater pluck by John Hawkes in The Cannibal, written in
the forties). The Crying of Lot 49 is Pynchon at his most
lyrically symmetrical — Pynchon is one of the few American
Novelists with a sense of structure, to use I. A. Richard s
distinction, as well as texture. Generically, their mixture of fact

Beast or Fowles
Daniel Martin
by John Fowles
629 pp. Boston: Little & Brown. $14.95.
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By Rick Rosengarten
Novels rely on the development of a certain intimacy between
the reader and a particular character, and it is not uncommon
for the narrator to be the focus of the reader's attention. Often
the narrator presents the facts from hindsight, seeking through
a kind of ritualistic reexamination and reorganization of his
experience to inform both the reader and himself, to come to the
objective through the subjective. In Daniel Martin John Fowles
presents us with just such a narrator, and employs just such a
convention, to sustain and inform what becomes a monumental
effort to make a statement about man's ability to learn from the
past, direct his future, and control his destiny.
Daniel Martin is a middle-aged Englishman, a writer, once a
successful playwright in England, now a successful Hollywood
screenwriter. As the novel opens Daniel receives a request from
Rick Rosengarten '79 Is majoring In English. He hails from Indianapolis.
Indiana, and like many other Hoosiers has a passslon for basketball.
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an old schoolmate and former friend, Anthony Murray, to
return to Oxford to see him before he dies. We learn, through
flashbacks, of Anthony and Daniel's past friendship at Oxford,
and of their close relationships with two sisters, Jane and Nell.
These close friendships lead to a pair of marriages: Anthony
with Jane, and Dan with Nell. The former have an apparently
ideal marriage; the latter divorce bitterly several years later.
Following the divorce Dan writes a play about the foursome
which is highly subjective and obvious in its portrayal;
Anthony rebukes Dan in a stiff letter which severs any
remaining ties between them. Soon afterwards Dan goes to
Hollywood, where he attempts to forget the past by immersing
himself in the present. He discovers that forgetting is im
possible, and the longer he remains in Hollywood, the more
consuming his affair with that past becomes. He wishes to
return, yet dreads confrontation. Anthony's request gives him
the opportunity to return under ideal circumstances, to
reevaluate the past in the present, and to understand. In his
meeting with Anthony, Daniel discovers that much of the past
was less than ideal for the others as well. Anthony directs
Daniel to help his wife find herself again, and seals that
direction with his suicide.
The only problem with this is that it merely sets up what the
novel is really about: Daniel's struggle to help both Jane and
himself, through a confrontation with the past in the present, to
make the future more worthwhile. We feel lost during the first
half of the book, which sets up the real story; much of the time
is devoted to memories Daniel has as he flies to England. A
tension develops between our interest in Daniel's impending
action and the past we are obliged to hear of. What saves this
framework from overwhelming our interest is Daniel's
emergence as a character (through his thoughts and im
pressions, not his actions). He is clearly much more than an
ordinary writer; a sensitive human being, he feels his power and
potential as a real artist, and senses a dissatisfaction with a past
that has failed to exploit that potential. Removed from his false
existence in Hollywood and directly confronted with his past
through his impressions of his friends and his native homeland,
he resolves to break with his current patterns and attempts to
write a novel. We discover that this is Daniel's effort, and we
develop a strong sense of sympathy for his dilemma; we look to
him as the catalyst for change. In spite of this knowledge, which
is integral to our understanding, we question the time devoted
to it and the manner in which we come to attain it; surely there
is an easier way.
Daniel and Jane travel to Egypt together, he to work on
scenes for a movie, she to relax after the tension and activity
following Anthony's death. Fowles handles their dialogue quite
well, and their relationship is very human, very realistic. Here
the extended reflections and the development of peripheral
characters, apparently present simply for Daniel to note and
comment on, seem even less justified. We are really interested
in Daniel and Jane and what will happen to them. Yet Fowles
chooses to have Daniel reflect at length on the Egyptian
surroundings and the tourists they come into contact with.
Fowles' characters are too vivid, Daniel's stake in the future is
too great for our interest to be sustained for any length of time
on such matters. It is as if Fowles intends to magnify the plot, to
make it more all encompassing and universal, to change this
story of one man's struggle for change into some kind of an

allegory. We can hardly be encouraged to do this, given the
interests the story encourages us to cultivate.
Despite this, Daniel Martin manages to satisfy expectations.
Fowles is an exceptional writer, with a particular talent for
realistic dialogue and very human characterization. The writing
is so vivid, so sensitive, as to make individual scenes epiphanies
of revelation themselves. For the most part, Fowles successfully
strings these revelations together, thanks largely to our
sustained interest in and concern for Daniel. There are some
dubious exceptions: for example, thirty-seven pages are spent
describing Daniel's sexual initiation as a young man; the in
terruption imposed on the narrative far outweighs the tender,
beautiful description. Our time is wasted, and so is Fowles'.
The great saving factor is, of course, Daniel Martin, the man
who has steered us on this journey. We watch him become
more sensitive, more feeling, more human; more importantly,
we watch him come to understand and acknowledge the
change in himself. Thankfully, experience does not overwhelm
form in this richly written, beautifully textured work of fiction,
Daniel's novel. John Fowles may not have given us a
devastating allegory of the human condition, but he certainly
succeeds in giving us an intimate portrait of a compelling man
struggling to reach his potential. Surely that is enough.

Wreckage and Change
Loose Change: Three Women of the Sixties
by Sara Davidson
367 pp. New York: Doubleday. $9.50.
By
Julianne Pistone
The title is perhaps the most insightful aspect of Sara
Davidson's Loose Change. I would have called it Small Change,
but then I do not share her contention that the change adds up
to much of anything. Loose Change claims to be a social history
of the 60's, as seen through the perspective of three women, the
author and two of her college friends at Berkeley. It has become
fashionable to attempt comprehensive renditions of whatever
the 60's were "all about," but under the guise of "social
history" this attempt fails miserably. These three women are
not individual personalities shaped in the crucible of society;
nor are they bearing witness to history through the prism of
their own experience — either of which might have validated
Davidson's methodology. Instead we are given the backdrop of
historical events that are dropped as casually as names at a
cocktail party:
The times were 'changin, the waters had grown. President
Kennedy was shot. The Beatles arrived. We'd better start
swimmin or sink like a stone ... In Sept. of '63 Berkeley was
the place of all places to be. It was an enclave where things
happened fast, where the rules of middle-class society did not'
apply.
The author is a Sicilian renegade who goes under the pseudonym of
Julianne Pistone for the duration — in which time she has occupied
herself with Political Science, Literature, and other frolics.
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Such mouthfuls are characteristic of the book; one is tempted to
simply regurgitate the whole mess (were there not reviews to be
written).
Ms. Davidson ("Sara" in the book) begins her experience of
this "happening" as a student at Berkeley. Eventually she
becomes a ' 'success,'' writing for newspapers in the East (New
York City no less) and interviewing such VIPs as Baba Ram
Dass (formerly Richard Alpert, friend and cohort of Timothy
Leary, later turned guru of the West). This interview raises
some of the most important questions; to quote Erica Jong:
"What good is political radicalism if we don't seek to know and

I
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teristically, they ask the "why" of it all. The best they can
come up with is a comment by Susie, whose husband was
Berkeley's BROC (Big Radical on Campus):
We've got lives to lead and work to do. It's not all acid trips
and taking over the government.
True to her journalistic profession, Davidson succeeds in
making anything of any import in our lives a travesty.
Whatever meaning is to be gleaned from this decade is
trivialized. We are left with slogans, cliches, broken dreams,
broken heads. As writer/teacher John Leonard put it, she
manages to reduce our experiences into a "Sears catalogue of
counterculture chic." And as Erica Jong writes: "There is a
heartbreaking shallowness here — heartbreaking because the
book might have been much stronger." But the strength is
found only in extrapolation, beyond the details that trivialize
and reduce many of our experiences into absurdity.
What seized her to write such a book under the guise of social
history? She tells us that some nebulous sense of her own
responsibility (to Truth, no less) led her to retrace these three
journeys and to make some sense out of the decade's (or her
own) "wreckage."
Finally, the more 1 learned of the disparity between the way
things had seemed and the way they were the more I sensed
that I did not have a choice. This was a story I had to tell.

t

One seriously doubts if she ever raised the level of the book past
the "story" to the Facts, Thoughts, Feelings, let alone the
Truths, of the decade — something that I, admittedly
presumptious, would like to glean now and then in a con
temporary writing. Especially one so erroneously called "social
history."
Look at the women whose lives she traces: Herself, Sara, a
journalist by day who switches into boots, fish-net stockings,
and tight mini-dresses by night ("I began to think of myself as
an agent behind the lines."). Susie, who pathetically clings to
her husband while he tries to raise the Berkeleyites to
"revolution," who prides herself on the many "flings" he is
liberated enough to allow her, and who reveals after ten
years that she still has not had an orgasm and must induce it
with a vibrator. (This is indicative of the book's many "cheap
thrills" — to paraphrase another pop song, something
Davidson is inordinately fond of doing.) And there is Tasha, a
California-goddess (type), an artist no less, whose most
significant contribution to "culture" is the looting she engages
in with her 43 year old sculptor lover. (Theft for Art's Sake?)
Much later she opens up a gallery, and enters the world of the
East Coast Beautiful People by selling them extravagently
overpriced, useless paintings. Davidson's portraits, or the
women themselves, are shallow and insulting, especially in
light of the many other unnamed women and men whose
contributions to that decade are of note. These ladies exploit
whatever sexual freedoms are offered them, in the name of a
movement" that Sara claims to have had the most profound
effect on her life and on America. If these are the types of
women produced by the movement/revolution, we have much
to doubt about its effectiveness, longevity, depth, or produc
tivity. These are whining brats, women with deep^rusted

change ourselves? What good is sexual freedom if we find it
difficult to love ourselves and others? What point is there to the
constant chasing after exotic experiences if, in the process, we
lose our center?"
At its best, Loose Change peers into the soul of America,
acknowledging that its fate is as much of the social order as of
any radical political movement. Somewhere beneath the
trivialization, the detail, the vague melodrama, Davidson seeks
the glimpses of a quest for wholeness in what she calls the
"wreckage" wrought by that decade. Unfortunately she
neither answers nor illuminates this "modern" dilemma, but
rather obscures it in an ambiguity of sexual/political
"novelty" that divest all-such movements of any possible
value. In doing this she performs her journalistic function well,
giving us "fictionalized reportage" in place of honest interpretatioas of what it felt like to be alive in the midst of such
turmoil. She dismisses it with:
We did not need or care about history because we'd sprung
from nowhere.
The world seems not to have existed before January 1st, 1960.
But a year later Sara and her friends invented sex and politics,
and then spent a decade trying to get over their bad feelings
about both. Then it is 1973: they are thirty, and. charac
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illusions and myopic concerns. Not the stuff revolutions are
made of.
Indeed, a central problem is Davidson's misuse of the word
"revolution." I cannot resist the temptation to compare Loose
Change with a book of vastly different content, one which
illuminates the characters through the age and the age through
the characters: The Three Marias (Doubleday, 1972) banned by
the Portugese government and the cause of a legal battle that
itself has international significance. Through the use of poetry
and personal letters, three women (the three Marias of the title)
reveal, intensely, what it is to be a woman (and an impassioned
woman) in a repressive society and state. If they were topersue
Davidson's weak attempt, their reaction would likely be
something like: "She has neither learning nor talent for
writing/Nor any knowledge of the name she bears." Davidson
claims to believe that a change, within a person or a society,
demands a 'change of heart." What little she reveals of her
own, midst this clutter of "fictionalized reportage," does not
merit much hope for the future of the 60's in the American
consciousness, especially seeing how she claims to be a
reflection of it. Her "revolutionaries," in the end, run to
Sufism, TM and "born-again" Christianity — but she has not
invested any of these choices with the credibility that might
suggest a transition from external protest to internal change.
She makes as much a travesty of these spiritual avenues as she
has of the "playing" at Berkeley: "The people there were
playing and I liked it, it was fun, but I had deadlines to meet."
Deadlines. Fun. Playing. Revolution.
Dreading the start of the 70's, the women retreat into
depressions, ennui, fatigue — an occasional smatter of
"hopefulness.

With this injection of pseudo-determinism, we take our leave of
whatever plastic "revolution" Davidson dares attribute to
these people's efforts.
This is no less than an aborted version of the decade. It is a
tragedy. It is a tragedy in light of the wave of reaction, con
servatism, and retrenchment that this present decade
inaugurated, for it is too soon to bury an entire decade under the
blanket of nostalgia that exists in old, scratched Beatle albums
instead of action — let alone change.
What does America do to gobble up incipient revolutions, to
make their leaders momentarily famous on the cover of
"Time" magazine and then throw them into the dustbin
along with old soda bottles, aerosal cans, and other
recognizable trash? Why do our most passionate
revolutionaries (whether leftist, black, or feminist)eventually
give up the hope of changing America's ways and turn in
stead to Yoga meditation, Buddhism, or Sufism? Why is
America the country of the most extravagent hopes and the
most profound disappointments? Does the media really have
the power to trivialize and thus destroy every social
movement, or does it only seem that way to us? Are changes
really occurring at a deeper level?
These are not the words of Sara Davidson; they are rather the
questions her book provoked in a writer of real depth and
clarity, Erica Jong. She is at least able to capture the more
crucial aspects of the 60's — by asking the right questions, not
by purporting to give 200 million people "aaswers" vis-a-vis
three relatively unimportant lives. Above all, "Where do we go
from here?" Into the solipsism and narcissism of a Sara
Davidson, or into the poetry of The Three Marias? Out of the
wasteland or deeper into its devastating loneliness and futility?
Loose Change has been purchased, I am told, by a major
television network for a miniseries. At least someone has picked
up on its deserved place in American "culture." I ask you to
consider but one thing more: what is the difference between a
television program and a larger truth? Can we not afford to
demand the latter, at the risk of reducing what little significance
remains of our personal and collective struggles into Loose
Change?

I m not depressed. I'm proud of our generation. We got a
President out of office, we turned the country upside down.
Fuck, America was a political wasteland in the 50's and we
got it politicized to the point where even housewives were out
marching.
The speaker (Susie), fortunately had little to do with the actual
protests and movements, although Davidson mistakes a
vicarious enjoyment to participation and digestion. The extent
of her own actual involvement is characterized by her
recollection of Woodstock. She stayed inside the press tent,
beneath the stage, for three nights, terrified to enter the crowd,
but able to write an article praising the participant's "non
violence." We must ask of an observer, as of old — "were you
there . . . ?"
Davidson has exploited the 60's (and they are easily ex
ploited, misinterpreted, distorted). She uses the decade to
establish a context in which she can portray shallow, narrowsighted lives. Her men are invested with even less depth. We
are given elaborate details of their sexual habits and foibles,
mere cheap thrills at best. Tw„ examples: "Guys like me are
afraid ... of the Germaine Greers of the world," and,
"Money gives you access to perfect things, like this car.
Their most penetrating contribution to the "revolution" is the
following:

A Kind of Heroism
The Professor of Desire
by Philip Roth
263pp. New York: Farrar, Straus & Giroux. $8.95.
By David Wells
George Plimpton possesses a peculiar theory of survival.
Canoeing a particularly rough stretch of the Colorado River,
Plimpton's vessel capsized, and he was drawn into the grip of a
strong current. "I truly thought I was going to drown," he
says, "but my life didn't flash before my eyes. Instead, I
remembered that I had left several reels of stag film tucked away
in one of my dresser drawers. I envisioned the shame my family

That s the lessons of revolutions — they never turn out the
way you expect. That doesn't mean your perceptions were
wrong. It just means . . . things didn't turn out that way.

David \Vells '78 is an English major
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would have felt had they shown the films and discovered what
they were, and I knew that I had to get them out of that drawer.
1 suspect life is a little bit like that," he concludes, "You
should always have a few loose ends lying around someplace.
Turn Plimpton into a Jew, substitute a suffering anger for the
slightly chaotic Plimptonian charm, and you would probably
come up with something resembling Philip Roth. Beginning
with the enormously successful Portnoy's Complaint, and
culminating in his latest novel, The Professor of Desire, Roth
has displayed a proclivity for the emotionally loose-ended hero,
the fellow whose happiness is periodically wrecked by the
failings of carnal passions to live up to the demands of moral
propriety, the poor fellow whose intellect and libidinous in
stincts are by ironic necessity at odds. Portnoy's Complaint is a
hilarious book, and Roth's most original piece of fiction, but
The Professor of Desire is his finest achievement, a novel of
supreme eloquence and emotional diversity.
Critics have accused Roth of repeating the basic tale that
appears in Portnoy's Complaint and My Life as a Man, and
Roth readily admits that the three books might as well be
grouped together, at least in terms of thematic concern. He has
been criticized for over-intellectualizing, and for an incessant,
narcissistic cry-babyism that dominates his work, an emotional
discontent that launches each narrator's monologue-like
delivery. The nexus of these criticisms is that his poetic voice
has become an obnoxious malcontent, and that the enthusiasic
welcome that greeted Portnoy's Complaint has been worn out.
Roth is a deceptively complex writer, and these objections seem
largely inappropriate once his use of comic irony is understood.
Roth has repeatedly insisted that he is neither Alexander
Portnoy nor Peter Tarnopol (the narrator of My Life as a Man),
and he is not David Kepesh, the voice of The Professor of
Desire.
Like Portnoy and Tarnopol, Kepesh is sensitive, uncommonly
intelligent — and is the victim of an extended comic absurdity.
For Kepesh, the absurdity is an inability to accept a primal fact
of life, the seemingly genetically-spawned source of countless
jokes, soap opera plots, and mid-life crises, the fact that human
beings tire of each other, the reality of the gradual lessening of
passionate sexual desire. Kepesh's nagging, barely articulated
consciousness that his emotional desire for Claire Ovington is
doomed is the overwhelming and even terrifying specter of the
novel. Of course there is a strong element of heroism in
Kepesh's dogged refusal to accept what would be to the con
ventional couple an eventual kind of complacent relief, but the
self-preservatory instincts would undoubtedly argue that
Kepesh torments himself. The undeniable prospects of an
ebbing passion that leave Kepesh quaking in a Poe-like
trepidation, should perhaps be dealt with a little less seriously, a
little less idealistically. After all, the tendency of passions to
subside is as much an ingrained element of the psyche as is, say,
traditional male contempt for the mother in-law.
Roth spins all of this into a masterfully subtle comedy, one in
which the audience is in as much danger of taking Roth too
seriously as Kepesh often is in danger of taking himself too
seriously. Philip Roth is primarily a comic writer, and his
talents range from a subtle linguistic mastery to a barbaric kind

of carnal slapstick. Kepesh's obsession with the various
inadequacies of his sexual energy is used at times as a satiric
play on academia. In Prague, he discusses his idealogical idolsensual figurehead, Kafka, with a disillusioned revolutionary
who sustains himself by translating Moby Dick into Czech:
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I sometimes wonder if The Castle isn't in effect linked to
Kafka's own erotic blockage — a book engaged at every level
with not reaching climax.
Comedy, in terms of so much of Roth's work, has little to do
with a sense of happiness. His spokesman are driven to the point
of a turbulent comic virtuousity by an incessant dissatisfaction
with their desires, a kind of raging romantic paranoia.
Satisfaction, in terms of the satisfying qualities posessed by
one's mate, seems to be antithetical to passion in the Rothian
cosmos. One has only to scan the list of "morally repugnant
Roth-created concubines to realize that disgust can be a
powerful and enticing charm. It is a perverse manifestation built
upon the curious attraction of opposites, the lure of the forbidden.
The peculiarity of Roth is that his heroes thrive on the guilt
and self-reproach with which they adorn themselves. They
assume their greatest vibrancy and dynamism when their lives
are in a state of disarray, when they have rejected what they
have objectively perceived to be ideal mates out of deference to
the maddening demands of the carnal urge. Perhaps this is a
manifestation of a particularly modern motif, virtually an
unspoken cliche, the romantic appeal of disillusioned genius,
the attractive aura of happiness rejected. Roth's narrators,
through a sort of authoritarian eloquence, achieve a certain
measure of literary masculinity, an intellectual power, that
qualifies them for a grandeuresque fall. They somehow earn the
right to sing the blues. There is a romantic complexity, a
brooding mystic, surrounding the despair of a Freddy Prinze, or
the disillusioned discontent of a Reggie Jackson. The
disillusionment of a Tim Conway woqld only be comic,
minisculely pathetic. The ambiguity of all of this is contained in
the sporadic horror that descends upon the Rothian hero when
he realizes that, possibly, his plunge from the graces of sweet,
wholesome love is based more upon a shallow perverseness than
an enigmatic complexity.
As always, Roth displays a keen sense of the insanities of
behavior that are spawned by love. But the unexpected
dimension of The Professor of Desire lies in its tenderness, its
genuinely sympathetic depiction of loneliness and death.
Kepesh posesses a more mature sense of compassion,of
selflessness, than any of his predecessors, and for a change
seems as preoccupied with the consequences of his behavior
towards those around him as he is baffled by the relationships
they share. He attains a self awareness of rare acuity. In a truly
moving account of his dying mother, he broods that "... she
is about to disappear . . . and her last memory of her only child
will be of his meager, rootless existence." The scenes of his
mother's death, and the scenes of the comic-heroic relationship
with his father in the wake of it, are indications of the steady
growth and refinement of a distinctive narrative style.
*1
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sylvania. He is a local radio per
sonality, a member of the Kenyon
Poetry Society, and serves on Hika's
editorial staff.

Woody Newman directs the ac
tivities of the Kenyon Poetry
Society. A junior, he won the
Propper Prize for Poetry last spring.
He is an English major and plays sax
and harmonica.

Frank Bianchi, a junior, is a
frequent contributor to Hika. He is
from Nutley, New Jersey, likes
Wallace Stevens and infinitude, and
is an English major.

Karen Pool graduated from Kenyon
in 1976. She is currently living and
writing and working in Chicago,
Illinois.

Lili Corbus sometimes believes in
ghosts. She is a sophomore, and this
marks her second appearance in
Hika.

Terrel Snyder is a sophomore from
Martin's Ferry, Ohio. She is
majoring in Political Science and
English.
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Frederick Turner has taught English
at Kenyon for five-and-a-half years.
One of the editors of the "new"
Kenyon Review, he has written a
volume of verse (Between Two
Lives) and a forthcoming novel (A
Double Shadow).
Rebecca Warren is a junior whose
work has previously appeared in
Hika. She hails from Chapel Hill,
North Carolina, and is an English
major.
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