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NOT CHARLES
S ~ P H E NDIXON
So we have a son. I mean give birth to one. Liz does. I'm pacing
the hospital waiting room for a while when a nurse comes in and says
"Douglas Watson?" and I say no and she goes over to the man who'd
only been in the room a couple of minutes and stood up when she said
Douglas Watson to me and says "You're Mr. Watson then."
"Yes, what's wrong?" and she says "You've had a son, Mr. Watson,
and both mother and child are doing well." Then she comes over to
me and says 'You're . . . ?" and looks at her clipboard and I say
"Douglas Mineger."
"That's why I got confused. A few hours ago when you said who
you were and the other Mr. Watson, I mean, Douglas, wasn't here yet,
I thought you now were him. Two Douglases in the same waiting room
having sons. That's something that's never happened to me before, not
even two Douglases having any kind of children the same day I think."
"I had a son?" and she says "Didn't I just tell you?"
"You told him, not me, except for what you said now. That's
terri6c. How are they? My wife. Lizabeth and the child. Charles. Just
yesterday we decided on. How's Charles? Good god, that's the first time
I'm saying his name when he's actually out and alive."
"Both are doing fine now. A minor respiratory complication did
develop with your boy, but nothing to worry about."
"His breathing? He wasn't breathing and you slapped him and
he began breathing?"
"Little more complicated than that, but he's all right The doctor
will be here soon to explain." She checks the clipboard. "Well, you both
don't have the same doctor at least. That would have been too strange.
If you did and your wives' names were the same and even your family
ones let's say besides your own first names, well I'm sure you'd be taking
home each other's baby, not that it would make much difference by
then. But goodluck to yon both, and your doctor will be here to see
you soon also, Mr. Watson," and she goes.
"Excuse me," I say to her. But she's out of the room and flying
down a corridor. I run after her. "Nurse? Miss?" She's through some
swinging doors marked authorized personnel only. I catch up and tap
her shoulder.
"Mr. Watson, what is it?"
"Mineger. I want to ask you-"
"The names. Of course. Both-"
"My son. I'm still not clear. What's actually wrong? More than
the breathing, or because of it. Will he be damaged from now on in
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any way? Will he even live? I started to ack you i n the waiting room
but you ran away."
'You did? I'm sure I didn't hear. Yes. F-" 1 ' ~ . .Flout as good
+:?I
problems,
a chance as any new baby has, with or n.'" -..*
.
. ..,....
which in the first day or so we can nev-- .-. .
nue. So I
..."- F serious
can't answer you positively a hundred ycr2 . - :.
I said,
but stable. That's what it says here. Br~ri - -COTcan
what you can say for almost any new '.
.. . :-,:only
really tell you what's wrong. For that. :~
lnnther
reason I'm hurrying like this is becaure .
delivery, so you'll have to excuse me no-.<
"How long will the doctor be? ! . . . .-; doors.
She puts her finger over her lips. r;.;-:
<~?es of
I must be in some ward. Not a ward
--. Not
the corridor with sickly looking p e
r...
ase.
the maternity wing. Mostly old pp- No babies, no kids. Bandages arou- Some
?!ace.
of them their chests, anns and lec
Dying place? Also different medic- 7
A doctor or orderly, an order!.:. ..
- - .:- rf a
patient's room and now towards - m,
stops and says "Can I ask what yc. -.
.' :-net
till six."
l'm from maternity. My ~\+-'ii '
--axe
through here, just went out thera"Nobody's allowed in this a--r3nt
to wait for your nurse back the?.="Sure. Sorry. I know I do-' '
-':x,
Miss Linko or Linkon I think :'
:-id
through these doors when she :
-4
to know what was wrong, if 2-. .
He's pointing to the dw-c
. > is
talking to a doctor, they SF.'.
to
my wife's room. She's not :he-- %.
half-hour passes. A nurse !
'-el
pads and with some h o y
I
know you're busy, but yor!
- -,ma
or my wife?"
"She's patient? Stat?
"Patient. 3-10. Lizahc'
-".
I'm Douglas Mineger. !
.-.
..
Can I carry it for you? '.''
2r
less, though she's not hz-'.

-

'

~

.-

'

-
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"Just sec. Rid this." She delivers the pads, walks past me with her
hand up to tell me she'll be back in a moment, comes back. "Miss
Dillard's still in recovery and Dr. Boyce in the delivery room."
'When he's through I'd like to see him soon as he can, please.
It's important. And if my wife gets back to her room without my
knowing it, that too?"
"Hell get to you in time."
I wait. I fall asleep and dream of a baby being stabbed. Actually,
it's a doll, it turns out, and then the doll's thrown out of our apartment
window by that orderly from before, though I didn't see who stabbed
it. Just a hand with a white sleeve and wristwatch. I h o w what the
dream means. I wake up in a sweat. Not the watch though, that's too
open to interpretation. Maybe I need something to eat, and coffee. But
if I go downstairs to the cafeteria I won't be here if Dr. Boyce comes.
Or when Liz gets out of recovery. I go to her room. Not there. To the
newborn baby room at the end of another hall. Several shades cover
the windows. I can't even peek underneath but do bear lots of crying
and whines. To the nurses' station. "Any news about my baby boy?
Mineger and Lizabeth Dillard's? Or news about my wife Ms. Dillard?"
"Room and bed number?"
"3-10.C."
She goes through a batch of records, pulls Liz's up. "Has Dr. Boyce
seen you?"
"Nobody's seen me. I was sleeping, maybe that's why."
"Sleeping in the waiting room or your wife's?"
"The room there."
"Then he would have looked in and nudged you if he'd seen you
sleeping. I'll page him. He's through with his other delivery. Your wife's
still in recovery."
"Isn't that a long time to recover from a delivery? I don't know,
but seems so if it wasn't a caesarean."
"It wasn't. And it's not that unusual."
"And the baby? Where is he? With my wife? In that newborn
baby room at the end of the hall-the nursery?"
"Neither. I think Dr. Boyce wants to speak to yon."
"Listen, what's wrong? What is it?"
"Please hold it a minute? Paging Dr. Boyce. Dr. Boyce. To third
floor station." I hear this over the p.a. system maybe a second after
each word I see her speaking into the microphone. "Dr. Boyce. Boyce.
Third floor station. Call or come in." She flicks off the switch. "Yon
dou't look well. Maybe you'd like to rest. Water?"
"Sure I dou't look well. I'm worried about my wife and son. Nurse
Linko I think her name is, mentioned his breathing. At first I thought
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it was something very minor. Slap on the back, like that, but now this."
'You mean Miss Lunkowitz?"
"Lunkowitz, Lunkowitz. But this Dr. Boyce on the mike before
has to see me so much. Look, it took us six years of trying to have this
child. We could've adopted one. V7e \<-erethinking of it. Then she got
pregnant. Long after the great experts said we couldn't. They didn't
know. Or else our natures changed. I don't know about such things.
But this might be the only time she can set preyant."
"Just calm down. EverythingZl be a'! r!r'?:.''
"All right, I'm calm. I11 be ca!m. f+r.?l:ce I ~ I O Wsome people
might not think that's very impo??-:'. v:- !:a\ino a child. Believe
me, we heard it all. Lots of kids n r ~ ti- k.? -irl-n?ec!. :U kinds of kids.
i:---:i~ . '.'+: !,ere but mistreated,
Girls, boys. Kids in other c o u n ~ . ~
-;-.:r
cnn. then we'd see
abandoned, etcetera. But we \vr-art-?
~e to be the one we
about adopting another. But me \varA+-!.' .-':T:
. .:?.i.r<tand' I'm saying
couldn't think we could give ha::. 1 : .
if we lose this baby my wife mi!! '-n v--. --;-''.-*?.-much more than
me, though I11 be very sad an2 T.-c.-- . - . - - ! x\-?nt to h o w what's
happening now so I can be pre-1- - - . - - -. .. ...-:-i-r tr if she suddenly
comes down now."
"I think you better sit d n \ < ~!
, - .
i-..*Fiqp. \IT. Mineker.
Honestly."
"Then where's my son?
"It says here in a special i - . ' -:
-.
"Says where? What is !12' ."Just a patient's file. I c?.- . "Then the special inci:!.i' "Dr. Boyce will tell y-- "Then what's that inc.-:- .--?
?-. Boyce says you
Wherever it is, ynv IT - . .
* r e to call in."
can. I've paged him. IC
-. . .
"That was that tll'r?
"That's us rieht !I*>
.
"How do you kn%r ' "Because he ha='+ '; - .
"But how do you :- ..
'Y the second or third
'We h o w . He c';+
left. He also would
person to learn of it :.i c station. He's heard
have passed this \v c..
- :+ate
dining area, he
in other words. If
...:r of the way intercom
heard. And if he's :-+----.~ouldtell him. ThatS
place like an ~per-'--r

---

.

~

~

'

'

'

+

'10
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what they do. Either personally by mouth or over his pocket page.
Or one of his staff will tell me where he is if he can't be reached by
hospital intercom and his page is on the blink. But it's not. And he's
not in any operating theater or room, because by now in just the time
we've been speaking here, I would have known."
"Please page him again."
"You hear all those pages? There's room for only so many andToo
many to the same person for the same reason is considered excessive
and also tends to confnse."
I didn't hear much before. Now I do. Paging this doctor, that
nurse. So and so to room 607, piece of equipment to corridor D.
Numbers, names. Letters, codes. All the time it seems to be going.
But if I was able to block it out before, why can't Dr. Boyce? Probably
because he's trained himself not to. Maybe, maybe not.
"Please page him again. Also try to get him on his private page?"'
"Okay, but sit down. I11 get you some water. Paging Dr. Boyce.
Boyce. To third floor station. Q-E." She dials a telephone, says "Lily?
Dora. Can you get the doctor to nursing third floor? Much. Thanks.''
I sit. She gets me water. I drink. I'm still thirsty and I hold up my
cup. She says coming right up. "Not necessary," I say, standing. "Because what am I doing? I'm a big boy."
"Just sit."
The doctor comes. "Mr. Mineker."
He tells me about my sou. Something about some president's
last son who was born with and died from the same disease.
1 don't understand."
Membrane over the lungs. Often fatal. Condition's critical. Oh
yes, now I remember. Tragic, tragic story, he says. And I can see
him now. Downstairs we go. My wife know? He told her a few minutes
ago. Took it like a trooper. Some mothers he's told have gone totally
out of control. To the subbasement, then up a short flight. Boy's there.
Face upwards in this transparent incubating thing. A rounded plastic
coffin, looks more like, once they unhook the tubes and seal up the
tube holes. Fighting for his life. Hup two. In out, out in. "Breathe,"
I say, 'beathe, breathe." Small room. Like a bunker or interior of a
submarine. No windows or slits. Gray cinderblock walls. Dials, pipes.
Another baby's there, also in one of these spaceage things. Not looking
any different than the incubators I saw this morning in the nursery on
Liz's floor. Trying to keep these babies out of sight? Too sad to see for
any new parent and maybe they're contagious. But he looks good. Other
baby doesn't. Healthy-looking hairy ox our son is, though I don't know
what he weighs. "Hell make it," I say.
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'We certainly hope so."
'What are his cha~ces?"
"Nurse," he says and asks about the readings and parameters or
something.
They talk. Point decimal point siznal percentage degree.
We'll know more in a few hourc. ma\-he not for a day," he says.
' W e better go. This is intensive care an<! t i e nurses get awfully feisty
if we're here too long just to look an? u:~ i!on't even have masks on,
though they understand."
r my wife's room,
We go upstairs. He walks me !? a'- ; ~ of
tells me he'll get back to us in a ~!i:'- 3 - i...-r? quicker i£ there's any
major change, yells "Hold it" to t!:r r '-. - ' - -.-+ - s L - L iust opened and
runs to it as I go into her room.
We kiss and I sit alongside hrr ';-."Boyce h o w any more what "::--- < I:=.' :'le says.
..
.
"Probably no more than he t;
.
:
\!.nhe a day, even
two."
'What luck. Damn, whv us"
"Why anybody?"
-"
"Forget anybody. Why 1 1 ' ~ ''.'-'
-.z 2 - you feel?"
'What do you want me t - c;.
.
"Feel? Oh Douglas." S!ie i -'
"I feel lousy too."
. .
- I put her anns.
"Douglas, hold me. I
"Of course. I'm som." T
.
"Oh Christ, thanks a '
- -7.. I forgot
"I'm sorry, I'm s o m .
yours. I was thinking ab"Charles? Who's t?.?
"I thought we d~ri:!
"If he dies n-e :,
--:
-r'c?
T~,,
Charleses I have to b,.-:
"Hey wait a mi?..'.
believe
he's going to live."
"Okay, I'mbe!:.=.''Because you ?;-!.
12 well.
He's beautiful. Hz:- - .
-'is. He
even looks like yol!."Go on, don't '?. .:..,... rind
"The face. I ' - -'
'W he
almost the same -weighs more than = "Eight-three. r
'

-

'

'
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"He's built perfectly for his age. He'll make it."
"Oh Doug, if he doesn't what are we going to do? I'm so sad."
"So am I." I hold her.
"That feels better. Doug, I want to see him."
"I don't think you can get out of bed yet."
"Of course I can. I've already been out of bed."
1 thought you weren't supposed to for a few days."
"It was a local. Sooner the better they said."
T t l l be too emotional for you."
"No, I have to." She rings for the nurse. The nurse comes. 9 want
to see my baby, please."
"I think you should wait a few more hours before you can be
moved."
"That's what I told her."
"I heard sooner the better I should be walking around and I've
already gone to the bathroom myself."
"You shouldn't have," the nurse says. 'You had a rough delivery."
W h a t rough? They gave me an injection. I delivered a baby. Now
I feel good. You don't want me to walk, wheel me there."
"Let me speak to Dr. Boyce."
"No doctor. Nothing. I want to see my baby to tell him how he
mustn't die."
"I'm sure Dr. Boyce never said anything about your son going to
die."
"He might die. It's possible. And why do you think a doctor should
h o w everything more about my baby than I? He was in me for the
maximum period. I still feel him inside. He must still feel himself
inside me. He just misses me, that's what it is. I'm not suddenly dreaming this but really feeling it-he just misses me somehow and wants
some word from me, a look or little whisper from me, a communication
or encouragement of some sort if just through the space and incubator
between us that he's going to be okay and I'm not in there with him
not because I don't want to and his breathing problem is just a simple
problem that can be worked out if he does what I say and breathes
harder and clearer and works with the machine better to keep more of
the problems away."
"Just stay here," the nurse says. "I'll get the resident."
"Hell with the resident. Douglas, will you look for a wheelchair?"
"I think we should wait till the nurse speaks to the doctor."
"Douglas, didn't you hear what I just said I was feeling? I have
to see him downstairs. If they stall us till I get a doctor it could be too
late. Now find me a chair."
"Please get her a chair," I say to the nurse.
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"They have to be called down for and sent up."
"I saw one outside the next room."
"Then it must belong to one of the patients there."
"Borrow it, Douglas."
"I'm going to do that."
"I'm not a policeman," the nurse says.
The door of the next room is slightly ajar. I tap on it. I knock.
"Yes?" a woman says.
"Excuse me," I say through the door, 'hut if you don't mind I'd
like to borrow the wheelchair out here for a few minutes."
"Who are you?"
'The husband of a woman next door who just had a baby. WeU,
our baby's very sick and we want to go downstairs to see it."
"The baby who was born or an older child of yours?"
"Just take the chair, Doug," Liz yells from her room.
"Baby who was born. Please, nre'rr in a rush. A boy. Something
about a membrane, lung disease. The president's son disease it's called,
or s y n d r o m e 1 forget. But it's very serious."
"I know which disease you mean. Sure, borrow it. It's the hospital's.
If you don't bring it back I11 get another. . h d best of luck."
I wheel the folded-up chair into Liz's room. I can't get it apart.
The nurse isn't there.
"Pull it by the bars on the side," Liz says.
"No," the other patient in the room says. "The arms on top-the
arm rests-out while you're pullins them a little up."
I do as she says. Wheelchair unfolds and I help Liz into it. Dr.
Boyce comes into the room with the nurse while I'm wheeling Liz out.
'Where you going? he says.
"To help our son,'' Liz says. "I have to, so don't try to stop us."
"Will you get back in bed. Liz? Now please." His face looks bad.
He and the nurse he!p Liz into bed. She's already crying. He covers
her up to her chest and strokes her hair. Points to the one chair for me
and sits opposite us in the n~heelcliair.The nurse stands behind him.
He tells us our son has died. We break down and cry. The patient
across the room is crying. The doctor and nurse look sad too. "We did
everything we could," he says. Lots of other things he says. He squeezes
my hand, Liz's hand, pats my shoulder, starts to go.
"By the way," he says at the door. "I know this is the wrong time
to mention this-it always is-but time is so essential in this matter
that I'm forced to ask you. Would it be against your principles or
religious faith to allow an autopsy done on your sou and then to give
him to science? It would be very helpful to us."
"Can we think about it?" I say.
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"We don't need any time," Liz says. "My one and only child? For
so long we tried to have him and now you want to cut him up and
take every little piece of him away, even for important experiments?
No. I'm sorry but we can't. He gets buried like my dad. Right beside
him so every time I go see either of them, I can speak to them both.=
"As you wish. Though maybe if your husband talked to you about
it in the next few minutes-"
"He won't. I won't let him. The question's finished, all right?"
Liz is released the next day. For a couple of years after that we
did everything the doctors said we should to conceive another child.
Fertility pills. When that didn't work, birth control pills which she was
suddenly taken off of and put on fertility pills. We risked having
triplets, quintuplets, even worse. I t all came to nothing. Sperm count
low and my motility weak and her ova don't descend far enough to be
fertilized and maybe even some other things, the doctors said. So we
adopted a two-year-old girl from Viebam who's now three. People
have criticized us for that. Said we were playing politics with orphans.
That in a tremendous drive to sway public opinion in behalf of its
client nation, our country's president, with the assistance of several
adoption agencies, and so on . . pawns of war. Some people think
we should try to find Giselle's real parents or relatives or at the very
least send her back to a Vietnam adoption agency so she can grow up
with a Vietnamese family or in a nice children's home. That shell hate
us for years to come if we don't send her back now. Even our own
brothers and sisters have told us to do this. But we love her too much
to give her up now. As far as the best thing for Giselle goes, who knows?

.
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FANNY ELSSLER: CHARLESTON'S BRIGHT METEOR
OF 1840-1841
M m GMCE S v m ~
Without doubt, the most celebrated theatrical event in America
during the decade of the 1840s was the coming of the great Austrian
dancer Fanny Elssler to these shores. Both before and during her tour,
American newspapers gave her more space than had ever before been
afforded to any theatrical performer.
Charleston had given to American history the first recorded name of
any dancer on these shores-Henry Holt, who entertained Charlestonians
in 1734.' However, before 1840, no great dancer of international repute
had performed in Charleston. Therefore, when Chrisimas came in 1840,
y
was coming
South Carolina waited with anticipation, for F a ~ Elssler
to its chief city. Like much of America, Charleston was in a state of
economic doldrums following the depression of 1837, but the local press
reported that the holidays had been pleasant: Mother Nature had been
benign, and who could he at all glum with Fanny coming? The Mermry
declared on December 29,

.

Sportsmen have had glorious times, and deer and woodcocks . .
have laid down their lives with generous prodigality
the sky
as we write is without a cloud, and Fanny will have made a
decided hit ere this has gone to press. The country is pouring
into town . . We met a staid gentleman of business the other
day, who come all the way from the up country, on hank business,
Well, thank Heavens1 There is abundance to
to see Fanny
divert the mind from the gloomy apprehension, that 1841 is close
at hand with both breeches pockets crammed with duns.2

...

.
...

Fanny's journey to Charleston was hazardous and trying. From New
York, Fanny, her cousin Katti Prinster, her manager Henry Wikoff,
and her servant Charles had taken trains and steamers, stopping at
Philadelphia, Washington, Richmond, and Wilmington. Reaching the
latter seven hours off schedule, they found they had missed their steamer
for Charleston. On this cold December night, this internationally famous
dameuse had to seek shelter in Wilmington by trudging from house to
house. After meeting many closed doors, the party finally came to an
open doorway where a young man standing in front promptly told them
there was no room for them in this inn either. The rebuff was too much
for the weary party, and they exclaimed, "My God, we cannot sleep in
I Julia Curtis, "A Note on Heluy Holt," South Carolina Historical Magnzim,
79 (January, 197R), 1-5.
2 The C h r l e s t a Mwcuy, December 29, 1840. Subsequently referred to as C.M.
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the street." Marching through the entrance, they found many of their
fellow travellers hovering around the fireplace. Upon discovering their
identity, some gallant gentlemen offered to lie on the floor so that Fanny
and her cousin could sleep in a warm bed. The next day a steamer
took them to Charle~ton.~
Mr. William Abbott, manager of the Charleston theatre, felt himself
a lucky man to have engaged her.* As theatrical performers often did
in this era, Fanny stopped in Charleston on her way to Cuba, where
a fine theatre and enthusiastic fans awaited her. Though the audience
had to pay dearly to see her, a mad rush for tickets began once word
circulated that she was t n ~ l ycoming. Pabons gladly paid the exorbitant
sum of two dollars for a seat in the boxes and parquets, and one dollar
for the quite disreputable third tier.
For most of the several thousand spectators who witnessed her
short m that began on December 28, it was the most thrilling theatrical
experience of their lives. The beautiful Elssler began by dancing in her
tenderly voluptuous, but elegant style the leading role of La Sylphide,
a dreamy romantic ballet that had first been seen in 1832 at the Paris
Opbra. It was the story of a winsome, gossamer-winged woodland
sylph, elad in a long, gauzy three-quarter length tutu, who had the
misfortune to fall in love with a Scotch-Hted mortal named Reuben,
played by the dancer James Sylvain. To round off her first performance,
she did her most famous number: the Cachucha, for which she usually
wore a pink silk Spanish-style grown ornamented with yards of black
lace. Like many Spanish dances, it began in a restrained manner and
gradually rose to a passionate, glowing intensity. At the end of it, the
audience was always deliriously enraptured, and Charlestonians were
no exception. On December 30, she again danced La Sylphide, but her
second number was the Polish Cracooienne. For it, she donned a blue
skirt, topped by a tightly fitting jaunty white jacket W m e d with three
rows of buttons and galloons of silver braid. A perky black hat with saucy
plumes was complemented by her red, shiny metal-heeled hoots. As she
danced, tiny golden spurs staccatoed the beat of the music, just as her
castanets had done the previous evening. At the end of the program,
Fanny was "called for," the language of the day for taking a bow, a
custom not yet an established ritual for all performances. She came
forward, and in thickly accented English, declared, 'Ladies and gentlemen, the softness of your Carolina sun has charmed me, but the warmth
8 Ivor Guest, Fanny Elsslev (Middletown, Corn.: Wesleyan University Press,
1970), p. 158.
4~ctuall~
Fanny's
,
fees were so great they devoured profits in many theatres.
Interestingly, the one who negotiated in England for Elssler to come to New York's
park Theatre originally was the actor Henry Placide, who had been playing in
Charleston in December, 1840.
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of your generosity delights me still more. If I knew better how, I would
thank you better for this kind w e l c ~ m e . " ~
For her own benefit performance on January 2, F a m y danced in
the ballet Nathalie ou la Laitiire St~isse,with Sylvain playing the role
of Count Moren. This, too, was a production first seen at the Paris
Opkra, on November 7, 1832. Her solo number was another Spanish
dance: El Ialeo de Jeres. As she came fonvard this evening, Fanny was
showered with flowers, and again she addressed the audience: "Our
acquaintance has been very short-it has been very pleasant-I am
sorry we are to part so soon-I am afraid I shall never see you agairbut I shall long, very long (placing her hand on her heart), remember
the kindness of the good people of Charleston." After the performance,
Fanny gave a splendid supper at the Charleston Hotel for the gentlemen
of the orchestra and the stagehands.
In Charleston, as everywhere she went in America, there were
citizens worried about the moral implications of Fanny's costumes and
dances. In 1827, many New Yorkers had been scandalized when for the
first time they saw a French dancer, Francisque Hutin [Labasse] twirl
vehemently about the stage of the Bowery Theatre, displaying a bit
more of her neat ankles than a genteel New Yorker was expected to do.
For this, Hutin was bitterly condemned for immodesty in a press campaign led by Samuel F. B. Morse, a fact that merely made audiences
more curious and determined to see her as she traveled about America.?
Charleston had taken Madame Labasse in stride when she, too, came
there in December, 1828. Actually, they had been so entranced by her
dancing that "silent wonder kept applause quiet, until her performance
closed, when the applauses [sic] were loud and long." Now, twelve
years after Hutin-Labasse, the length of a dancer's skirt was still subject
to heated discussion in America, and Charleston .did its share of solemn
ruminating on the question. This becomes evident from a review of her
performance in the Mercury:
There was less of the animal in Fanny Elssler than we dreaded to
find-Her performance was all grace and decorous enough not to
offend the most fastidious daintiness. The veriest prude would not
have made an ugly mouth at it, and her acting in the last scene
The Charleston Courier, January 5, 1841. Subsequently referred to as C.C.
C.C., January 4,1841.
7 Mary Grace Swift, Belles and Beaux on Their Toes (Washington: University
Press of America, 1980), Chapter 11.
SC.M., December 20, 1828. The Charleston Mercury, December 9, 1828,
recorded that a Mr. Labase, lady a d child had arrived from New York on the ship
P~esidant. This is significant information about Madame Hutin-Labasse, for in
Christopher Lazare's article, "That Was New York. The First Ballering" The New
Ynrker, 20 (December 9, 1844), 60, Lazare insinuated that Hutin might have
been a man dressed up as a woman.
5
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of La Sylphide where her winglets fall at the touch of the fatal
scarf was very beautiful. But her petticoats or semi ditto were too
long-too much of a good thing altogether. They were in her way
and everybody's way. Not her fault for oh! moral Charleston (would
you believe it?) we are assured that a Committee of prudery composed of those "potent grave and reverend signors," the proprietors,
actually sat in solemn conversation to determine the length of her
petticoats, and limited the amount of shortness admissible in the
meridians, and forced poor Abbott to stretch it accordingly
We have a crow to pick with Mr. Abbott, so we take a black
feather from our quill to tell him-that the above mentioned
mock modest elongation of the exterior crural integnments was in
odd keeping with the very dull and disagreeable farce which
ushered in the entertainment for the evening."

...

The reviewer insinuated that this farce, called The Wolf and the For,
had less than moral aspects to it which were not redeemed or overshadowed by artistry, as was the case with Elssler's dancing. The
Courier disagreed slightly with the Mercuy on this g a v e issue, saying:
Although not altogether agreeing with our brethren of the press
that there is nothing in these exhibitions of the charming Fanny
to offend the most fastidious delicacy, we concur that there was
as little of indecornm as the exigencies of posture would admit, and
nearly all the decorum that befitting attire (arranged we understand to suit the meridian of Charleston, and we appreciate the compliment to the maidens and matrons of our city) could confer.
We vote the enchantress, however, a very incarnation of graceTerpsichore herself, charming the earth-born vision with twinkling
feet, and bewitching the scene with all the poetry of motion.1°
In a set of toasts printed to usher in the New Year, the Mercury playf d y wished for "the prudish overmuch who could not tolerate Fanny,
less hypocrisy and more virtue, that they may not frown a t innocent
freedom, while they wink at real rascality, or think that they cloak
their actions by professions, or hide their hearts when they shut their
eyes." 'l
For the rest of the decade in Charleston, as in the American theatrical scene in general, ballet and opera monopolized the attention of the
audiences. Charleston saw other dancers in the remaining years of the
1840s: Madame La Comte, Pauline Dejardins, Mary Ann Lee, Julia
Turnbull, Madame Augusta St. James, as well as lesser dancing lasses
9

C.M., December 30, 1840.

10 C.C., January 4, 1841.
11 C;M.,January 1,1841.
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or lads who belonged to the local theatrical company. The highest com~ l i m e n tthe local press would give any of them was that they even
approached Elssler.
As if heaving a nostalgic sigh, The Charleston Courier made a final
comment about the thrilling days of her appearance, declaring:
The past week will be long remembered in the annals of theatricals
in Charleston. Fanny Elssler has appeared, like some bright meteor

that we occasionally see shoot across the heavens, and vanishing
from our sight, leaves us to talk and wonder what it was, how it
came, whence departed, and what will be the result. Notwithstanding the prices were doubled, the house has nightly presented a
galaxy of beauty and elegance that cannot be excelled, if equalled
in the world. When Charleston does take hold of a thing, she does
it handsomely.12
12 C.C.,January 5,

1841.

WILD JACK
Sounds so Irish when you say it,
yon said, grinning in Leprechaun.
I am Irish, I say, nibbling a shamrock.
Sweet young, young man: charmed,
your innocence a catholic irony
spilled on my sheets and kneecaps.
Guilt takes a walk-yon wear
no underwear, eat no red meat,
Piscean, swimming into me
again. You are a cradle
where my cravings have been napping.
They wake stiff-jointed, hungry.
What a robbery. I am armed, dangerous;
yon hand over the goods, twinkling,
humming an Irish lullaby.

ANGELASTRACK
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TWO POEMS BY STEPHEN ROBERTS
FROM HERE TO THERE
In short Summer
they drink beer by the pitcher
on the Hotel's shifting porch:
Sweet Summer, the Winter howl
gone like two old men
dead of the town,
Cancer and CinhosisDecember and January
Fire and Water
Father, Husband.
In minutes they speak of time
vacations coming
pitch down beer they've bolted
and wiU bolt till Fall,
wives wondering where they are
wives calling on telephone
and through the streets
to come home, remember money,
come here for the practical and sex,
saying Fall's coming
you can't stay out forever.
Come home, muscle under!
In dreams they wade home to their trucks
take off for Chicago,
hear Dave Dudley, know
who he comes home to
has more class.
He couldn't overdrive for the cackling they hear,
couldn't bring himself to singwhen lights out they sleep
or talk groceries, bills
things shored up and up.
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In pinched rooms
boys dream of their fathers,
so stoic but watch out for the punch,
watch out especially when they sing that song
of moving on, of going
where they've never been
"on a handful of change"
if that's all there is.
In the tap-room off the porch
Anna "Chesty" Kelly's poster is disfigured.
Lippy Novak drew bra on naked breasts,
dunning the poster, the advertising,
"you don't get piece of ass for nuthin."
She danced thirty-five minutes
at Jackson's Stag Party,
went home with a quick smile
("she's a goddamned businesswoman")
to Utica. They wanted more.
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A NOTE I'LL GIVE YOU TOMORROW
for Amy Buchholz

A euphony this morning
if I please
Part of the night
shuttle to and fro
in a most beleaguered consciousness
But dawn does break
in whiteground, and a March
snow. Nice and gentle to fall
before Spiing.
Where you are
is the silence of sleep,
deep and acquiescing
as a woman may sleep
deep and guileless
in the right surrenderold as time: sleep.
And I will gather
the hint
listen to Spring's
first cold unregretting
birds sing

Leave off
from journalists and seeking
the ring of words
that will not
sing before sleep
in headlines
ablaze with disorders.
But instead to
splinter the night
rightly
with rhythms
and first light
unfolding
in a hint of balance.
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MANSIONS
LENORA
K. ROGERS
The man who used to live here died several months ago. He was
sick a long time before he died, and he often talked about dying during
that time. And he was dying all the time he talked about it.
We lived together during the last months of his life. Lived together, not lived together-because he had nowhere else to go.
In September, he was evicted for failure to pay the rent on this
apartment. He'd lost his job, so he couldn't pay it. Mrs. Spiero, who
manages the building, told him to take his stuff and get out, and then
she made him turn over his key. Three days later I moved in.
He was hiding in the shower and had been ever since the day
before, when he'd sneaked back in while the carpets were being cleaned.
I t nearly scared me to death at first. I thought he was waiting there to
rape me or something. Rut instead he just cried, holding onto the shower
curtain with both hands, and begged me not to send him away. I t was
a tenible scene--I nearly cried myself for the embarrassment of it. I
wanted to send him away, trnly, but not because I was hard-hearted
or unkind, only because his own heart seemed to me too soft and
unmanly.
Actually, I think I would have preferred the rape. Rage, after all,
isn't such a complex thing. It can be easily understood, even when it
isn't appreciated. But who can fathom sadness or suffering? It's such a
personal, unutterable thing. And if you try to utter it, usually people
will only blush for you. Nobody can really understand. The angry man
may hurt others, but the sad man usually just huas himself.
"If you tell me to leave, I11 jump out the window," he said.
"Leave,'" commanded him, because I was curious to see if he'd
really do it.
He walked straight to one of the two windows that were side by
side-the other one housed the air conditioning unit-and opened it
up. He unlatched the screen on both sides and stuck out his head. But
then he quickly pulled it back in again. "I gotta use the bathroom
first-you mind?"
oh,
"You mean you've been in there all this time and haven't
all right-go ahead." It's like being scheduled for the firing squad, I
guess. Only, instead of a last cigarette, you get to take one final, heroic
leak.
He flushed the toilet and came back out. 7 wish you wouldn't do
this to me," he said.
"It was your idea," I reminded him.
"But if you only knew the circumstances . . ."
Zisten, I don't even know your name."

...

tm1
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Would it make a difference if you did?"
I wasn't going to make any promises, but I did make us some coffee.
He told me his name was Victor Droze and that he was forty-five
years old and out of work. And sick, very sick-hehe'd already gotten
his-death sentence from the doctor.
"I know how it is to be sick," I said, vaguely sympathetic but trying
to stay above commitment until I found out more.
"Sure you do,' he snapped with an air of contempt. "But you've
never died, have you?"
I wanted to apologize for my continued breathing, but I said in my
aloofness, "Look, my name is Celia Cole. I11 be staying here alonebut I'm married." And I told him, too--so unworthy I felt like a skunk"And another thing, I write stories."
"Storiesl" He looked disturbed and he should have. "What are you?
A writer?"
I t was close enough. After all, there was only a bare handful of
editors in the whole country who had, as yet, made that momentous
discovery.
your husband?" he asked then.
- 'Where's
e
Canad%" I answered. 'We're living apart just now, but the separation isn't permanent."
'Well, how do you know it isn't?" he asked darkly, like the Grim
Reaper himself.
True, you never know. Well, I hope it isn't," I told him then, to
let him know exactly how matters stood.
Then we talked about his problem: He had some relatives not too
far away--quite a few, in fact-but didn't want to spend his last days
on earth with them. Half of them he loved dearly, but the other half
he hated with a passion. He would not go to the ones he loved, he
said, and burden them with medical bills and funeral arrangements.
He was too kind for that. And yet he couldn't go, penniless and derelict,
hanging his head, to the ones he hated and ask for such deathbed hospitality. He was too proud for that. So where could he go? What choice
did he have? There wasn't one, he said.
I thought it over and told him finally that he could stay with m e I didn't know how we'd manage, but he could stay. No, he said, it
wouldn't work. Mrs. Spiero would find out and we'd both be in hot
water. I said as long as he stayed inside it might work. Anyhow, that's
where I planned to be staying most of the time, inside. If we went out,
I said, I could always go fist and check the halls and the elevator. It
would work. Sure, it would work. Anyway, we could try it, couldn't we?
He still didn't think so. 'What about your husband?"
'What about him? He's open-minded. It won't bother him."
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Tm Soum CAROLINA
REVIEW

His eyes travelled up and then down me. " I f I was him, it would
worry me."
"You're not him," I said firmly.
But aftenvards, I started to worry. About whether or not I could
write with such a stranger living under my roof. Maybe he was a TV
addict. Maybe he snored. Or what i f he were to sneak out some night
and bring a woman back with him? Could I be intimate with any
character on my page knowing he was in the next room outwitting my
finest prose with one trite touch of his hand upon her bona fide flesh?
The very thought of it sent goose bumps of dread down my spine. Still,
I kned it was too early to be concerned with such matters. There were
other, more urgent problems that needed attending to.
Clothes, for example. All he had, he said, was what he had on his
back. His other stuff had been stolen. Food, too, was a question mark.
W e talked about how and what we would eat, with the price of groceries
as sky-high as they were. I suggested we apply for food stamps, but,
as I expected, he didn't go for the idea. He suggested writing to some
of his people in Savannah and asking for a loan.
"But which ones would yon ask?" I asked him. "The ones you hate
or the ones you love?"
"The ones I hate," he answered snidely, "since I don't intend to
pay it back."
Vido~..As a kind of experiment, I rolled a sheet of bond into the
typewriter and tried to assess him while he slept on the couch. Physically,
I found him interesting. Beyond his widow's peak, his black hair grows
in thinning strips which he combs straight back. His head is neither
too angulur nor too round--a good head, I would say, but maybe nothing
that would excite a sculptor. His ales hang low and are generally distnrstful though sentimentaknd they long for something. His nosewell, I don't know-it is a nose I somehow can't see clogged up with a
cold. It's merely unobtrusive, though, not memorable. But now his
mouth--here is something remarkable: The lips are mide and full and
have a way of curling over and under and around all the words that
pass between the-fascinating!
Then suddenly his feet drew my attention. Of them I wrote, They
are small, like a girl's, something I did not expect, something that makes
me feel sorry for him, though I don't know why.
-4nd then I tried to look into his past. Years ago he went to school,
1 erress. But he never wm an athlete, never a scholar. And I also doubt
crrir much that he was ever a class president. On the other hand, I
?:!inkhe was no troublemnker eithec I believe, in fact, that he would
-.>' knorc how to make trouble. He could have been a drop-out, too,
.' !+ink-m'ly.
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H e woke up then and asked me what I was typing.
Your obituary," I said.
"You can joke about a thing like that?"
I wasn't aware that I had smiled when I said it, but I must have.
"Ihave to learn to," I told him. "And so do you. I t isn't going to be easy,
you know, for either of us."
H e nodded agreement but was sullen afterwards, his mood overcast
by the recurring sadness. IIe walked around the room, hands in his
pockets, stopping to stare awhile 01a the windows. Then he sighed,
came away, sat on the couch again. "If you're going to write something,
how about writing a letter to your husband?" he suggested.
I laughed. "Still worried?"
"I don't want you to get in Dutch with him,that's all."
"I won't. Listen, he's a very reasonable man. He'll understandbelieve me."
H e grunted, either hoping it was true or not believing it was.
"He might even send us some money," I added avariciously.
"Us?
"Victor, you're going to be needing medical care. Now, beggars
can't be choosers. If you're going to stay here, I'm going to write and
ask him for some extra money."
H e was touched, I think, but wouldn't let it show. He put a newspaper up in front of his face and pretended he was reading it until the
emotion passed. Presently, he asked, "What's he doing up there, anyway?"
"Living. Working. I hope." I did not elaborate.
"How long's he been there?" he asked suspiciously.
"A good while, actually." I was still noncommittal.
"But what about you?" he cried. "Doesn't he care about you?"
I shrugged. 'Well, sure . . He comes to see me when he canand I go up there sometimes. But I don't want to live there. I like it
here in the South."
He stared at me for a long time, trying to read my mind, I guess.
Then he got up and started out to the kitchen. "He's a fool!" he snapped
crossly. "And you can tell him I said that. I don't want his damn money."
He did not talk to me very much the next day. In fact, up until
noon, he said absolutely nothing except to ask if I would pick him up a
pair of pants and a shirt or two at the Salvation Army Store. I said I
would.
I had got my books unpacked by this time and was happily rediscoveling some things I had forgotten I owned. I used to go to the
college bookstore whenever they put on sales of old textbooks and
readers that had been rented out in decades past for classroom use.
They would have this little table just outside the door piled high as
your head with fading, rotting falling-apart old books and nothing in

.
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the whole lot priced over a dollar. This is what a gold mine looks like
to an undergraduate on scholarship.
By the time I graduated, I'd put together quite a library of these
secondhand -more like third or fourthhand -volumes. There were
yellow-paged Victorian novels, outdated grammar texts, old poetry
anthologies-probably nothing much of real value. And yet some of them
were real finds. I had a copy of Tess of the D'Urbervilles which had
cost me a mere twenty-five cents. Ditto Adorn Be&. Unquestionable
bargains, both of them. And there was also in the group an odd little
book bearing the pointblank title The Writing and Reading of Verse,
whose copyright date was listed as 1918. Before buying it, I had scanned
only the preface, which contained one sentence so fascinatingly absurd
that I had instantly decided to buy the hook. It read: "College students
show a pardonable repugnance to elaborate technicalities; it is hard to
make them feel a vital interest in a distinction between the acephalous
iambic heptasyllable and the trochaic tetrameter catalectic." Just marvelousl
In addition to these titles, my collection contained half a dozen
others from the bargain bin, most of them representing the lesser works,
or at least less well-known works of well-known authors. For example,
Holmes's Elsie Venner, Melville's Bartleby the Scrivener. And on this
particular day, as I was unboxing and shelving my personal library, my
eye fell upon the Melville short novel. I suddenly spoke to Victor.
"Hey, you know what? I think I have just figured yon out. You're
another B a r t l e b y - ~ n g to cling to this place, hanging on to the shower
curtain and all. Did you ever read Melville, Victor?"
'who?"
"Oh, never mind. It doesn't matter."
He let it be but after a minute got up from the couch and came
over to nose around in the untidy heap of books-they were spread
out all around me, and I was sitting lotus-like in the middle of them.
He picked up Elsie Venner and started to turn through it.
"Read it," I coaxed. "Itll give you something to do. It's about a
very strange girl."
He looked at me, brows slightly raised. "Not one of those guys
who's had a sex change."
I collapsed over my books in laughter. "No, n-nothing
like that."
He tossed the hook back on the pile and retreated to the kitchen.
Later, I went in and found him sulking over a cup of coffee. 'Well, so
what? It doesn't matter," I said, trying to make amends.
"Yon didn't have to laugh. I only went through tenth grade-what
do you expect?"
I apologized. "Okay--okay. I'm sorry. I was just trying to make
you feel better. Is that so wrong?''
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He didn't reply. His chin hung low. I was disappointed. I hated
this moodiness he seemed to thrive on. Suddenly I whirled up and out,
overtnrning the dinette chair I had been sitting in. "I don't h o w whyI really don't know why I consented to this. I think I21 see an analyst
and find out why. Maybe then I can muster the courage to throw you
out."
He let me stew for another ten minutes before he came out to the
living room again. Then he came over and sat down beside me on the
floor and spoke as lovingly as a father. "Your husband-what's he really
up to? I'd like to how."
Caught off guard, I told the absolute truth: "He's writing a book."
He nodded. " A book. I should've guessed."
"About the men who are never coming home-and why."
He nodded again, thoughtfully. "I see . . . well, a book's okay, I
guess. Why not?"
I was sorry he'd pulled so much out of me. I hadn't meant to say
so much. Now I felt drained. And yet he, on the other hand, was
definitely feeling better-I could tell. And that was something, anyway.
Nearly a week went by before I wrote to Hamm, and when I did,
I made it as short as usual.
Dear Harnm,
I'm living with this man, Victor, who is forty-five and who can't
work any more. I'm living in his apartment, which is really mine
now, and we aren't sleeping together-just eating and arguing
mostly. But he's sick, and I could use some extra cash for medicine
and al-that is, if you can spare it. I didn't plan for €his. But,
Hamm, the worst things in life are expensive as hell, especially
death. You understand?
Yours always,
Celia
After that first week, Victor began to show signs of restlessness.
He hadn't been out for seven days, and he hadn't seen me go out, except
to get his clothes, though I'd been out two or three times in the wee
hours when he was asleep. He didn't sleep well: he had nightmares
in which he lashed out at imaginary enemies with such blatant threats
as "I11 beat your head in, you bastard" or "Get out of my way-get out
of my way or I'll kill you." Sometimes, whenever he got too loud, I'd
go punch him awake and tell him to shut up unless he wanted to wake
up the whole building. Once, I asked him what he dreamed about at
night that made him rage like that. He said he never remembered his
dreams.
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In the mornings, he got up later than I did-we took turns on the
couch, so every other night we each got to sleep on the bed-and I left
the percolator plugged in for him. He complained about my coffee. "It's
too weak," he'd say with a frown. "Why do you make it so weak?"
"I make it as strong as we can afford it until we hear from Hamm,"
I told him.
He asked me once, out of pure curiosity, I think, "Don't you work?
I thought you'd have a job of some kind."
"Nah," I said. "I worked last year. This is my year to loaf-and
write."
He wasn't terribly concerned, as it turned out, about what I wrote,
only about what I read. Or so it appeared to me. Every day, same
questions: "What are you reading? And then an hour or so later, "Now
what are you reading?
I was glad enough to tell him,though he never seemed to care one
way or another. "Kafka," I would answer or, "Colette," but it really
didn't matter to him at all.
But then sometimes I would surprise him. "Still reading?" he would
ask.
'Yeah-the Yellow Pages. Ever try it? You can get the greatest
ideas. See, you take the page headings from adjoining pages and put
them together. Like this-Pet Pharmacies. Or maybe Fence Fertilizer.
Or how about a Credit Dairy, where, if the cow just doesn't feel up to
being milked that day, she can simply give the farmer a voucher and
come back tomorrow."
He chuckled and leaned over my shoulder.
I went on. "Rut the best one I've found so far is this one--Chinaware
Chiropractors. Isn't that heautiful? If your casserole is a little stiff or your
platter is flat on its back, all you have to do is take them down to your
friendly neighborhood chinaware chiropractor, and hell fix them right
up."
So we played a few innocent games like this, and we got through the
6rst week or so, but then the days got harder. For one thing, there were
the doctor's appointments when I had to smuggle him out and then back
in again. Once, a tenant he knew recognized him on the way back in
and said, "Hey, Victor, I thought you'd moved out."
"I did," he said. "I just came back to get something I left."
After that, we trained ourselves to be even more cautious.
Our third weekend together, I got a reply from Hamm. He sent a
check for fifty dollars, calling it the "widower's mite." I thought I
detected a little wry humor there, but nothing approaching sarcasm.
He wouldn't do that-he's not that ~ o i of
t person. I showed the check
and the letter to Victor. He didn't say anything, but he went and sat
by the window a long time, looking out at the golden top of a ginkgo
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tree across the street. Then he went into the kitchen and stayed so long
I got womed about him. The drug he was on was causing some peculiar
side effects, and I was afraid he might be in there sitting in a stupor
or lying in the floor in a coma.
But he emerged finally, whistling and apparently happy, concealing something under his sweater. I started to ask but didn't, feeling
it might spoil his fun somehow. I figured he would tell me when he
was ready.
I went back to the poem I was working on. Earlier, I had thought
it wasn't going to work, but suddenly it looked good again, and so I
stirred the words around one more time.
"Hey, listen to this," he said, interrupting me at last. And he began
to read from one of my beat-up old books. "'Build thee more stately
mansions, 0 my soul, as the swift seasons roll."' He read the whole
thing, as earnestly as a preacher, and I had no idea what he was up to.
"Now, see?" he said when he'd finished, tossing the book over into
my lap. "I11 bet you didn't know that he wrote poems, too-this fella
who wrote the Elsie novel-did you?"
He was intensely proud of this discovery. How could I kill his joy?
"No, Vic," I lied, "I never knew that."
From that day on, then, he became a scholar. H e read, he studied,
he memorized, he quoted, he lectured, he proclaimed. I would have
happily helped him in his quest for knowledge if he had let me, but
it was strictly a one-man operation. He wanted no interference, he said,
and so I had no choice but to leave him alone.
It was an ideal way for him to spend his long days indoors, but I
found myself brooding about him when he fussed over poems he could
not possibly follow or, somewhat worse, over poems whose meanings
were all too clear to him. "This poem should be in the garbage canl"
he cried one day, thrusting one of my favorite quarterlies under my
nose. When I read it and smiled, "I like it," he got so upset that he
picked up an ash tray and threw it across the room at tile bookcase. It
did no damage to itself or the books, and all I could do was laugh.
But always after a row with me, after he had grown too tired to
read any more, after he had fought a temble round with his pain or
his unpredictable medication, he would come out lilting the Holmes
poem, his first and most enduring discovery, the symbol of his literary
awakening. He loved the words: Mansions made him feel rich and
secure, he said; and shells were n i c e h e ' d collected shells when he
was a child.
One day, because I was tired of hearing the praises of the pearly
nautilus, I asked l k if he wanted to go to the beach and hunt for
shells. I t had been so long since he'd bcen anywhere.
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"In November?' he questioned. "People don't go to the beach in
November."
"I how-so well have it all to ourselves."
"But we don't have a car," he reminded me.
'We'll steal one," I said.
But I opted for renting one instead, and we drove to the Isle of
Palms, where he'd never been before, and on the way, as we passed
Sullivan's Island, I told him this had beeu the setting for Poe's tale
"The Gold Bug."
He said he remembered reading the story in high school and thought
he might like to read it again if I had a copy of it. Then he asked
me if I h e w anything about the pirates who used to occupy the waters
along the Carolina coast. OfThand, the only one whose exploits I could
recall was Stede Bonnet, who had been the subject of an article I had
recently read in a regional magazine. Vic said he'd heard about Blackbeard. He was definitely in the market for some kind of excitement.
"Let's look for buried treasure," he suggested suddenly, and his
eyes were the eyes of a little boy.
"I didn't bring anything to dig with."
'Well 6nd something. Or we could use our haads."
Whatever you say, Captain."
But we didn't do any digging, as it turned out. And we didn't do
much shell hunting either. He started feeling bad, and we had to go
back to the car almost immediately after we arrived. He was white
and shaky as he dropped down into the seat.
"Maybe it's the sun," I said, for we'd been having record-bre&g
highs for November. "You're not used to being outside."
Y o u know damn well it's not the sun," he snapped.
I looked away into the rolling, toiling surf and wished I were
drowning in it. "Yeah . . . well, I'm sorry."
We drove back across the rive6 to the city, and he dozed a little. I
turned on the radio and got some Mantovani. It was soothing, restful.
I thought Vic's color looked better, so I took a chance and did& go
back to the apartment, but tumed and headed toward the Battery.
"Where're we going?" he asked with his eyes still shut.
"You've beeu playing possum," I accused.
'Where're we going?" he repeated.
"Oh, nowhere special-just around the Battery."
"What for?"
"I don't know. Look at the old houses, maybe . . the 'mansions,'"
I teased.
He grunted and turned his head the other way and went back to
sleep.

.
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We parked along the sidewalk at the railing that overlooks the
harbor. There were no boats visible though the afternoon was clear and
sunny. But the wind was picking up.
'Tic?" I shook him awake. 'You want to get out awhile? Stretch
your legs a little bit?"
He opened his eyes. "No, I don't."
"
Aw, c'mon, be good for you," I coaxed.
%u go ahead," he said. "Ill just stay here and wait for you."
I sat back in the seat. "If you won't get out, then I won't get out
either."
I
"Don't nag me," he whined. "Just let me do my dying in peace."
"Please, Vic, just one walk up the sidewalk and back. Then I'll
take you home-I promise."
At last, reluctantly, he gave in, and the outing wasn't half bad.
Even he had to admit that.
So we made an excursion to the Battery every week after that for
the rest of his life. Our activities there fell into a safe and predictable
and sometimes monotonous pattern which we never varied in the
slightest. After a while it became practically a ritual. First we stood
at the railing and looked out over the harbor at the boats. Then we
would walk down to the end where people fish and check to see if
anyone had caught anything interesting. Next we crossed the street
and walked along by White Point Gardens, sometimes stopping to
thump or slap or rub the hard, cold sides of the monstrous black Confederate cannons aimed at Fort Sumter across the water. Then, if Vic
still had some energy left, we would amble down and gaze at one of
the fine old homes on South Battery and wonder aloud what End of
people the residents were or had been in years past.
One damp December day, as we were taking this scenic stroll, he
stopped directly across from one of the old Southern mansions and
asked me, "Are you a religious person?"
"I'm a Methodist," I said.
"That's not what I mean."
I laughed. "Isn't it?"
"A person doesn't have to be something to be religious."
I thought it over hut made no reply. We started to walk again.
"My mother was a Christian Scientist," he began to tell me. "Fine
woman, but she could never convert my father."
"What was he?"
"An alcoholic mostly." He sighed. "Then they were finally divorced.
A few months later, he died."
'What about your mother?"
"She waited a year and a half-then she died, too."
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"So where did that leave you?"
W i t h an older brother who kicked my tail out two days after I
turned sixteen."
"I knew you'd had some knocks."
"I'm not complaining. It could have been worse, I guess."
But I was curious to know his own religious leanings. "Are you a
Christian Scientist, too?"
He shook his head. "I'm nothing."
"Nothing? Not even an agnostic?
He continued to shake his head. "I'm neither for nor against-I just
don't care one way or the other."
"That doesn't make sense," I said. 'lf you don't care, then why
did you ask me about my religious beliefs?'
He looked at me and waited, as if he expected more. Then he said
with a, pleasant smile, "Don't you remember? I'm a dying man-I have
a right to be inquisitive."
The next day I went out, I bought him a New Testament, a modern
translation. Also, while I was out, I sneaked into the narthex of the
Methodist church in town and took a handful of tracts from the racks
by the door. Inside the sanctuary, in a pew near the middle, an elderly
woman sat meditating, and a much younger man, closer to the front,
was bowed in prayer. Fearful that I would disturb them, I held my
breath the whole time I was there. Still, my heart thundered criminally.
I felt like a robber, a thief in the house of God.
I also asked Vic on several occasions if he wanted me to arrange a
meeting for him with a clergyman. He always declined, telling me that
he could find peace by himself and did not need the prayers of others.
I didn't force the issue. Having been estranged so long from the patterns
of formal worship, who was I to brag?
But late in December the pain began to come to him more frequently, and the medication became less and less a balm he could
count on. I wanted to put him in the hospital, hut he went into a rage
every time I mentioned it, saying he would not spend his final days in
a charity ward. I couldn't blame him for that, but I didn't see any
other choice open to us. I dreaded his coming death as much as h e did,
and he wanted to spare me the sight of it, but there was just no place
for him to go. And there was no place for me to go, either. We could
not hide from each other. Outside, the wind gusted; inside, we drank
hot chocolate and played Scrabble, and I decorated a Christmas tree
while we waited for the inevitable to happen.
On Christmas Eve afternoon, he asked if I would go with him
down to the Battery. It was very cold, and he had been ailing. Hamm
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was coming that night, and I had had the oven going all day. I was
eager for the two of them to meet, and I was excited, too, because
I hadn't seen Hamm in so many months. I had a really big party planned
for the three of us, and I didn't have time to go driving around town
in the freezing cold, so naturally I said no to Vic's request. But he insisted, saying that if I didn't go with him, then he'd go alone. It was out of
my hands. Giving him a scathing look, I put on my coat and called a cab.
I did not speak to him all the way there, and when I did open u p
after I'd paid the driver-it was only to say, ,'If my pound cake burns,
you're gonna die sooner than you think."
He didn't respond, but went immediately to one of the benches and
plopped himself down, as if he'd been on his feet for hours.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
"Nothing."
I was suddenly suspicious. "There's something you're not telling me."
'There are things I can't tell you."
"Okay . sure." We sat silent for awhile. Then I began to shiver.
"It's too cold out here. We've got to go."
"No, Celia, let's don't g e l e t ' s talk." He sounded truly desperate.
"Okay, shoot."
He dug his hands deeper into his pockets and huddled h his upturned coat collar. "I was married once," he said.
"I know."
He was surprised-speechless, in fact.
"I guessed," I explained.
"How?"
I shrugged. "Your manner. You're gentle and then you're terriblethat absurd conjugal combination."
He nodded, exhaling his steamy breath. "I got a child, too-did
you guess that?"
I hadn'f but it pleased me. "Good, Victhat's good."
"He was deaf from birth. She turned him against me early. I used
to try for hours . . He took his hand out of his coat pocket and made a
few words in the sign language. "I've forgotten most of it now."
"How long has it been?" I asked.
"Fourteen years."
"Then he must be grown now."
"Twenty his next birthday.'
I waited much longer for the next question, fearing some kind of
outburst. "Would you like for me to call him for you? Or write him
a letter?"
But he didn't have the strength to explode. "No," he said sadly.

..

."

Clemson University Digital Press

SCR 14.1

Digital Facsimile

The wind flailed us, and we had to shut our eyes and turn our heads.
My nose began to drip, and I searched my pockets for a tissue-in vain.
"Here," said Vic and gave me his handkerchief.
''Thanks."
"I haven't done enough for you."
'You've done what you could."
"No, I haven't."
"Oh, please, let's don't argue. I'm too cold to talk."
"If you move around, you'll be warmer," he suggested. 'Why don't
you walk over to the railing and look at the boats or see what the
fishermen are catching?"
"There aren't any boats," I told him, "and nobody's fishing, Vic.
We're the only two fools out here."
But he insisted. "Please go, Celia. Look at the water, the bird+
anything."
I got afraid then, and the feeling that crept into my bones was
colder by far than the wind that whistled around my ears. T i c ? Vic?"
I gripped his arm.
"Go!" he suddenly ordered me, jerking away from my grasp. "Get
out of herel"
I stood up, terrified, and began to back away.
'Wait," he said then. And then softer, "Come back."
Trembling, I took a few steps forward, but I could not look at
his ashen face.
"I left you something in the top right desk drawer-a list of people
you can call .
"All right," I said with difficulty. "Anything else?"
3'0Thanks
.
for everything, though-and don't hang around after
it's over. Somehodyll find me."
"Oh, God, Vic!"
"Stop it! Stop it!" he demanded. But then he was gentle again,
almost fatherly. "Just remember the mansions . . ." He gestured toward
the old houses of the street and smiled bravely. "In my Father's house
there are many mansions . . he mumbled.
"Victor?"
"You'd better go now."
"Okay." I wanted to kiss him, but I knew I couldn't, so I said very
casually, as if I were only leaving him for an hour or so, "Be seeing you."
Grateful, he nodded and waved good-bye to me. And it was forever.
I stood too long at the railing. I looked into the mnrky harbor
water until I was sick of it. But I dared not turn around. Finally, some
boy, a teenager, riding by in a Volkswagen with his girl-I guess
they'd been parked somewhere in the vicinity-slowed and stopped

. ."

."
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beside me. "Hey," he called out to me, "your friend over there just
collapsed."
I slowly turned around. "Yeah, I know-he was real sick."
The boy looked at his girlfriend, and she whispered something to
him. Then he said to me, "You want us to call an ambulance?"
I was numb to the core. "I don't know-whatever you think best."
I took a bus back to the apartment. About half the way there an
ambula~~ce
passed us going the other way, its siren blaring. Good kids.
I should've at least thanked them.
The kitchen was warm but empty. I took off my coat and m e
thodically set about to finish my baking. The pound cake was done, and
it was nearly five. Hamm would be coming in around seven, I thought.
So there would be enough time to bake and decorate a batch of cookies.
I put on a tape of traditional Christmas songs-"Silver Bells,"
"Sleigh Ride," "White Christmas"-and sang along as I worked.
At six, on the button, Hamm amved.
It was too soon. He could see that. "I'm early-I'm
sorry," he
apologized a t the door.
I had powdered sugar on my h a n d s m y face, too, probably-and
I was speechless.
"You look like somebody's grandma," he grinned.
I found my voice finally, laughing first and then kissing him violently,
white sugar and all. "Hamm! Oh, Hamm . . ."
"Merry Christmas," he said, stepping through the doorway, holding
out a present for me. I opened it up immediately. It was a ream of
bond and three dozen big brown envelopes.
"Thanks," I said. "I really love you for this."
Then he pulled out something else--a bottle of wine with a bright
red bow taped to its neck. "And here's a little something for your
friend. Is he around?" He looked toward the kitchen door.
I sat down on the sofa and ~tartedto cry, crazily licldng the white
sugar off my fingers. "It's too l a t e I ' m sorry. And you would have
really liked him, too, Hamm."
H e held me, he rocked me. I beat my fists into his chest in fury.
The sugar was too sweet. The whole place reeked of too much sweetness and too much Christmas. I t suddenly sickened me. *Hamm, I'm
going to be sickl" I cried.
"It's okay, it's okay," he said, and held me closer.
In bed we were still and quiet, watching a Christmas moo11 ride
the crest of a frothy cloud.
"Did you get them all?" he asked presently.
"AU except his brother-he wasn't home. But his cousin said she'd
get in touch with him."
More silence. Then he said, "The cookies were pretty good."
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I shivered under the covers. "Yuk!"
"I'm sorry I ate them all, though. We could have taken some to
the Good Will Center and given them to the children."
Silence again. Then I said, "I could make some more tomorrow,
I guess."
"Conld you?"
"Sure. I t doesn't take so long." I raised myself on one elbow and
looked at him. In the moonlight he was a marble god.
He smiled. "You want to ask Sauta Claus for something?
"Ha-ha," I said and pulled him over against me.
Next morning, Christmas morning, we dressed and ate and discussed
our writing projects. I told him I hadn't been doing much the last month.
He said that was understandable. We tried to keep the conversation
light, but wherever we turned, the subject of Victor seemed to crop up
again.
"Let's go for a walk," he suggested at last. "I've never seen this
city, you know."
I agreed to it gladly. I wanted to show him the place. "Youll like
it," I said, getting on my coat.
"Do you?" he asked.
"Yes, I do-very much."
It was a warm and sunny Christmas Day, warmer by far than
Christmas Eve had been. We walked for some time without talking.
There were a lot of other people out walking, too, which surprised us.
We'd thought most folks would stay in on Christmas, with their families.
Eventually, we found ourselves at a small playground where some
teenage boys were shooting baskets. We sat down in the swings a t the
other end and rested. Harnm watched the boys playing ball, but his
mind was somewhere else.
'What is death, anyway?" he suddenly asked, as if it were an irksome riddle that had totally exasperated his efforts to solve it.
"It's a good ending for an otherwise bad story," I offered facetiously.
He looked at me, unamused, as if he nearly believed it.
I shrugged. "Bad, sad, mediocre . ."
"But do you really think it's a good enough endingr' he asked.
"Well, it's the only ending possible, isn't it?"
There were church bells chiming somewhere in the city. He turned
his head to listen to them. "They call it the Holy City because there
are so many churches here," I told him.
He nodded. The teenage boys chased their rolling ball nearly up
to our feet-a fatal interruption. We got up and started to walk again.
"Are you going back?" I asked him.
"Book's finished-no reason to."
"Then will you be staying here with me?

.
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"Is that what you want?"
"Yes-if you do."
'I do," he said, so solemnly that it sounded exactly like a wedding
vow. We laughed and started to move in step, like children playing a
marching game.
There are no hills in Charleston. The sidewalk that stretched ahead
of us ran straight and flat for as far as the eye could see, an easy walk to
wherever we wanted to go from there.

CONFEDERATES, 1978
to Allen Tate, 1899-1979
'What shall we say of the bones, unclean,
Whose verdurous anonymity will grow?"
"Ode To the Confederate Dead," 1927

I walked the graves with you
tonight, row after rich rowthen left them all to hear
the phone blare on the wall,
carrying my wife's voice
home from the hospital.
There, tonight, she must care
again, her charge an old woman
found by neighbors in her room,
feet half-eaten by rats.
Tate, let's go back there now,
me thirty, you twenty-eight,
to the quiet graveyards
our child's play can mold.
We have such charms to show:
well rub our mouth and ears
with the sound of "the ragged arms,
the ragged heads and eyes"
rising up to meet us,
and the sound shall make us free.
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OPENINGS & CLOSINGS
A Collection of Short Fictions
For Kenneth Gangemi

F~ICRARD
KOS~JANETZ

The sentence has sewe only as a member of a system of languuge; as
one expression within a calczclus. Now we are temptxd to imagine this
calculus, as it were, as a permanent background to every sentence w e
say, and t o think that, although the sentence as written on a piece o f
paper or spoken stanch isolated, in the mental act of thinking the calculus
is there-all i n a lump.-Ludwig Wittgenstein, The Blue and Brown
Books (1958).
Forty-seven today, I was forty-three last year, and next year I expect to
turn fifty-six By now must you h o w , dear reader, that nothing, absolutely nothing happened between us; and that, let no one doubt, is
the whole truth. My professional rdsumd runs three pages, m y Who's
W h o listing is a full two inches long, and I have received seven honorary
degrees; yet I think of m y life as having been frittered away on trivia.
Speeding alone, he collided with a stubbornly stationary fireplug, prematurely terminating his long-projected trip. He wanted to write dngle
sentences that would suggest a story that might follow. God and man,
nature and machine, body and spirit, boy and girl, each is now residing
i n his, her or its appropriate place. He infallibly stacked his soups i n
piles of two, his corn three cans high, and his tuna Jish four; and
whenever he remwed a can from the pile, he felt compelled t o purchase a new one, replacing its predecessor as soon as possible. Colorless
green ideas sleep furiously. The job assigned to me was the development
of mathematical formulas for measuring seasonal variations i n the
quality of married life in several European countries. High, high, I
knew I could fly, eventually, i f I could only discover an appropriate
recipe for an uplifting breakfast. His first proclamation as King of the
May called immediately for a prompt polymorphous orgy in which his
constituents could do anything they wanted with each othm except
fornicate heterosemally. Illusion and reality, reality and flusion, delusion and irreality, disreality and disillusion, irrealusion and undealityall these became indistinguishable under mescaline. All names in this
memoir are fictitious. Entropy having ~ u r s u e dits course, the world
was finally at rest. Though real policemen could tell that the badge
behind his lapel was fraudulent, everyone else was suitably frightened,
humbled or just plain faked; you could understand why he considered
this cheap ruse one of his smartest investments. By now perhaps it is
clear w h y I find the world becoming ever more mysterious, if not
thoroughly incomprehensible. Not until he mastered his fifteenth language
did he begin to think about studying mathematics, for hadn't numbers,
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he reasoned, always struck him as more fascinating than words. Constancy and change, change and constancy-these are the themes o f m y
tale. Economics is the rootstock of existence, some smart boy once said,
and nothing contributed more t o the brealcup of m y marriage than the
current recession. Not unlike the Lord, I giveth, but in m y fingers is
also the power t o taketh away. Not for many years after he first acquired
it was he able t o use his third leg graceficlly. Shouldn't I complete many,
many more? The trouble with my typing is a pension for misstakes that
change meaning or cents. "Ladies and gentlemen of the jury," I had
t o tell them, "'yon must understand that, your conviction notwithstanding, m y client remains as innocent as yourselves." Consider, if you will,
the prevailing pleasure of faculty wives who, i n contagiously increasing
numbers, fall eagerly into bed with visiting lecturers and traveling salesmen. After flying high for approximately seven hours, I crashed. Call
me Ishmael. Feeling so much older than I did last month, I wonder
if a longer period o f time has not actually elapsed. Two plus two is
three, four plus four is six, eight plus eight is twelve, sixteen pltcs sixteen
is twenty-four-these are elementary rules that e o e y child learns in
school. Not with a bang but a whimper, he said, just a whimper. Having
invented a cheaper way of stamping coins than the government used,
I telephoned m y black-sheep brother for an honest appraisal of opportunities i n counterfeiting. Though time seems constant and secure, I
remain hopelessly volatile and in flux. W h e n I applied for non-combatant
medical duty, little did I know how many truly hazardous risks I would
be taking. The argument ended as such irreconcilable disputes tragically
must-with each of us passionately plunging a dagger into the other's
chest. I was a figurative painter for, oh, eight or ten years. Since leaving
New York I've sold m y house, changed m y name, removed all traces
o f m y official past and can thus b e judged, in a legal sense, non-existent.
Mg father can he a bit of a prig, no doubt: for thonglz he personally
instructed me i n sex when I toas ten, I'm still at twenty forbidden t o
drink alcohol or smoke marifuana at home. That's how I made m y first
hundred million; in the second volume I'll explain how I amassed the
second. In the hills of North Dakota lives a poet, a strong hut humble
man, tclzo, though less well-known today than he was four decades ago,
has continued to write, producing, in m y judgment, some of the finest
experimental lyrics that have ever been written in tlds forsaken cozmntrymonumental fifhj-page p o e m that, in spite of their excellences, have
remained, quite typically, unpublished in his native land. Things are
sure to mend, m y boy; they always do. Though I have no more talent
for administration than for the writing of poetry, my colleagues chose
me c h a i m n of our department; I should have perceived in advance a
method behind their apparent madness. Nude for the first time i n circumstances beyond her control, she discovered how it feels to h e hopeClemson University Digital Press
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lessly exposed. "Form" in art is that element whose energies ultimately
encompass, transcend, and exceed, if not finally suppress, what is commonly called "content." I continued to rise higher and yet higher.
Though they had met many times before, not until the office party did
she and he discover how much they had in common. He eventually
brought alI this new work t o a dealer who gave him his first one-man
exhibition; every piece was quicl<ly sold. A/ly first deduction was that a
camel would enable me to cross this river safel!y. As the hundredth person
I had ever seduced, she fulfilled a goal I had set for myself as a teenager, and she i n turn would fulfill an ambition that she bad cultivated
for nearly as long--of being lmown to posterity. I put on two pairs of
gloves, two hats, three polo shirts, three pairs of pants, four scarves,
four sets of socks, and five sweaters before marching out into the winter
night. M y first experience of acid was so overwhelming that I was
eventually knocked unconscious. In nature, red can be turned into black;
but only in chemistry con blnck become red. The principal reason why
I no longer sleep with women is m y sense that all of them are looking
behind m e at marriage. I dove into the river but didn't perceive anything unusual until I found myself staying underwater far, far longer
than ever before. Smoothly, oh so smoothly, w e eased into ecstasy. I
went off t o Chine immediately after the outbreak of war, for plane
tickets, which I did not need to request, were promptly delivered directly
t o m y home. All this ought t o confirm the statement I made at the be,@ming-that
I have tried to learn as much as possible about myself.
I can remember quite clearly the anatomical details o f each man I
have loved. Everything around me was hopelessly d a m e . I read all
the books on those shelves and claim to hnve a clear memory of the
contents of event single one of them. Forgive and forget-that has always
been m y motto in dealing with members of the opposite sex. Ever
since m y thirtieth birthday, m!y income h m halved each year; yet I
manage to survive quite well, thank you. The final insult was her failure
t o pay back the money she owed me. Buried i n every man of great
intelligence is an idiot destined to do something egregiously dumb. In
the beginning, as I said, was the end. As a youth, he vowed that by
any and all means available he would become President. That explains
why I treasure Barbara Guest's great line, "Parachutes, m y love, can
carry us higher." I'm here, I'm there, I'm everywhere, and nobody
knows it but I. No, no, I still insist; don't, no, never, no, no, no. History
shows that I wrote m y first short composition at five, a longer one at
six, a symphony at seven and an opera at eight, as well as several more
musical works in the four years thereafter; but the premature death of
m y father, when I was twelve, forced me t o abandon my art for the
profits of business, which I have since pursued with unending determinution and pleasure. G Sfiii a? 6. $ %£%G ma? M G @ a?$ $2 f @ ze%f
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# % &- $ % dr % £ # @ $ I can't remember how I forgot to pay m y
taxes, he told the IRS investigator between gulps of scotch, but I do
clearly remember that I genuinely forgot. As an experienced sexual
investigator, I feel certain that, i n spite of recent disappointments, w e
will eventually develop statistical laws o f physical preference. Cleanliness is close to godliness, he declared to no one in particular, e v e y
time he took one of his several daily baths. W h e n w e reached Florida,
the last of m y aches and pains disappeared. I have the sin,gulor distinction of being both animal and vegetable, as well as mineral; and
that encompassing uniqueness might explain my irascible temper. In
the end was the beginning o f yet another end. H e fr~lfilled an ambition
cultivated since the beginning.$ of his consciousnes,~by sz~ccessft~lly
seducing his older sister. Thus it was that America, the most glorious
heir o f Western Civilization, came to a most inglorious end. He learned
early in life t o cawy a signal flare at night in Manhattan, shrezudly
reasoning that he could best repulse his expected muggers not b y
brandishing a weapon, hut by st~ddenlyfilling the street with blinding
light. I t was that mistake and that mistake alone that so completely
changed m y life. Not until I turned fifty did I discover, t o m y disillusioned dismay, that a strict devotion to reason inevitably causes irrational
behavior. Sometime in the distant future--perhaps a decade from nowI'll be able to write about this experience i n greater detail. Anecdotes
alone do not make Literature; every story must also have a theme.
Only a point behind in the last minute o f play, three o f us each took
a shot, and missed. In my ontology, 011 openings are closings, and closings openings. Filled to the brim, I belched. The question that haunted
those around him was whether he would become propigate, once liberated from his priestly vows? One truth o f m y experience with women
is that the good ones are usually taken. As the Prince of Ellipses, I
refused t o sup with the King of Squares. Who's to say that what I have
just described is not true? It is m y intention to write a b m ~ tthe psychodynamics of my family without ever mentioning myself. Separated from
m y library, I was adlift, both spiritually and physically. Like others i n
his family, he was more adept at muscle spa* than coordination games,
mathematics than reading, abstracting than remembering, structure than
detail, power than love, and evil than good. By this time I'd learned
to like the whip, each snap of i t s nose bringing me yet increasing
pleasure. Expand, expose, export, exclude, expunge, expurgate, expedite,
expatriate, expropriate-these are the terms of governance in m y personal vocabulary. Though facing in various directions, the doors, as I
discovered, all ope11 on precisely the same scene. Though tackled seventeen times, I was still ready for more, thinking, naively it now seems,
that m y body was congenitall!y indestructible. That fifteenth abortion
persuaded m e to take the radical, and necessary, step of inquiring about
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the pill. Once upon a time, there were seven million, four hundred
twenty-six thousand, five hundred and fifty-fmcr lovable dwarfs. T h e
prime defect of l i s art was an inability to realize on canvas the mystical
qualities he had once experienced. A n actress in a nude play, she
worried obsessively about the size of her mons veneris. Upon completing
this book, I vowed to terrorize every publisher who dared reject it. The
following story about the President and his Asian diplomacy is really
about myself, who never needed to leave the co~mtr!y,and upon that
paradox, as we shall see, turns m y historical narrative. Completely packed,
I was finally prepared to leave the country, knowing in m y juices that
m y life would now begin t o take a radically different direction. Because
I awoke to find the skyscrapers filled with snow, m y first thought that
summer morning was that m y conscior~snesshad jumped its straight
and narrow track. Had I known what it was that they wanted m e to find,
it might have been a more auspicious quest. W h e n she became upset,
she did not cry, instead preferring to beat her pretty head against the
nearest wall. Present at his wake were artists, writers, scientists, lawyers,
accountants, doctors, dentists, professors, priests, editors, assemblymen
and other high-class types. Though only a few steps from a touchdown,
I was hit by the free safety, whose tackle I verged on breaking until
smoth,ered by one, two, three, fmtr and then jive, six other flying red
shirts. Which witch? Dreams would be easier to describe if they weren't
so ephemeral. He longed to get back to that stuffed moose, which remained his rock o f Gibraltar i n a whirlwind world. As "straight" means
honest i n the States, "bent" is slang for dishonest in Britain, but neither
word, indicatively, has much currency in the other's culture. Out w e
went, never to return again. The guest list included Shahrough Ladjevardi, Yin Yang, Quaker Oates, Gunish Helfin, Sir Derek and Lady
Barge, Chattering Chitterjee, Chuck Wood, E. Goegh Tisticalle, the
Fischel twins (Benny and Artie), Fifi Phydeaux, and LaBelle Damesansmerci. T h e final peace, after so many years of constant warfare, brought
everyone into the street in unrestrained repentance. The annual survey
of the graduating class's top students revealed, for the first time, more
homosexuals (or bi-sextcals) than heterosexuals. T h e idea of apocalypse
has so overwhelmed the mind's imagination that m y capacities for
reason remain smothered. H e regarhd himself as not a "pushel" but a
"dealer"-a distinction persLtentl!y reiierated in his testimony. Behind
m e the great rocks mmbled together, cutting OR all avenues of escape.
Printing such a controversial, mind-shattering text was a pleasure, but
getting it to prospective ~eadersinvolved an endless hassle I hope
never to experience again. M y life, like the sun, rises in the east and
sets in the west; like the tides, it swells t o a climax every six hours.
Though he had died twenty years before, his personality radiated
thrmcghout his widow's house, the wax of years permanently afixing
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everything t o its original place. As the lights fade and sounds become
distantly softer, I must walk ahead on faith, until I discover either a
new world or the roots of myself. I t was the rhythmic sway of her longlegged step that first stncck m y eye, even though she was walking along
the other bank of the river. Even a decade after our divorce, I'm still
pained b y her mistreatment of m e and the children. I n the beginning
was m y end. Evil, sheer evil, continued t o h u m ominously thro~tghthe
air. Behind the windshields in those rows of parked cars were scores
of expressionless faces. Can you tell m e please, operator, who just
called m e accidentally, because I should very much like to speak with
that stranger again. By executing an endless succession of fmward rolls,
I came to regain m y sewe of mental stability, and m y leetcire will explain
how tumbling, gymnastics and the like are keys to psyclzological health.
W h e n the roof collapsed, I awoke, prematurely ending the most pleasurable, and relevant, dream I ever had. She was twice m y age and yet
not all too old for me. Fully coupled, w e chugged ahead, through the
worst storms of driving snow and sleet, wind and rain, that either o f
us had ever experienced. He always zoore that talisman around his
neck, for as a yoccng man he discouered, at great personal distress, that
it and only it controlled his equilihrinm. W e repeatedly advised him to
come down o f f that cross, but he just as persistently refused all our
entreaties. The Treasury agent testified that he and his partner had
reconnoitered the premises, detected the familiar odor of fermenting
mash, which became stronger as they drew closer and weaker as they
drew away; so that when they heard the clang of pipes and the hiss
of steam, they knew they could legitimately burst in on the illicit still.
Now small fowl flew screaming over the yet yawning gulf, as a sudden
white surf beat against its steep sides and then collapsed, the great
shroud o f the sea rolling in as it rolled five thousand years before.
T h e best marriage, in m y experience, is the least marriage. Once again,
good deeds dispel bad rumors. Scraps of paper regularly fall occt of m y
pockets, telling the true s t o ~ yof m y life a,? the!/ lie along the floor. She
never turned around again, leaving m e with only an image o f fleecy
blonde hair disappearing into a crowd. My major di.ficz~lo/in writing
this story will be in keeping the paper dr!/ of tears. Moth-eaten, he
nonetheless arose from his slumber to do battle with the monster.
His tripartite name, like that of other blz~essingers, was prefaced by a
description of hk physical infirmity, follocoed hy the name of a fncit,
and then that of a President. "Eureka," he screamed, remembering all
too well what inventors are supposed to exclaim upon making an earthshattering discovery. W e r e he not so terribly prone t o accident, he
could have earned a black belt at seduction. He did not know in advance
that this new life would not be given to him for nothing, for h e would
have to pay for it dearly in terms o f depletion and suffering. This
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sentence seems as distant, if not as illzrsory, as m y m e m o y of the
following events. I am now one of many men walking on one o f many
roads to one of many places; yet all paths seemed to cross precisely
where I've been. My mother never told me that gramps tvozcld soon
die so soon. Ravished and ravaged, she sank into a deep dark sleep.
The peril of a pirate's life is a homesickness that, even after all these
years at sea, aflicts me almost ever!! evening. .Arising from the dead,
he walked upon the earth in peace. Once he finished applying his
make-up, I could see why he was so .spectacrrlnr nr Puck; the aura of
his new face literally lifted m y ~pirit.~.
His masterpiece finally finished,
after years o f interminable labor, he considered taking poison or emigrating to Florida. That lady insulting me had to he the murderer, I
thought, because her face reminds me of those on the "wanteff handbills
I always make a special point o f checking in the Post Ofice. I t was clear
at the beginning that their love mould last a long, long time. Reading
hm always been my greatest source of plea.strre, sex of cour.se excluded,
and m y greatest source of edification as well, hecatrse it was through
print that I discovered both my spiritual essence and social identity.
In ripping o f f the last page, he realized that not only the calendar but
time itself had come to an end. So endlessly hara.wed by the demands of
m y social life, I re,solved upon my thirtieth hirthrEn!/ t o terminate all
m y friendships and devote m!lself erclusiuell/ to private pursuits. Insisting that m y fortunes would inevitably improve, she tnrned around,
putting her crystal ball into a bag and pulling a shawl over her
shoulders, and disappeared into the fog as stealthily as she came. Out
of the ground popped a jolly green giant, addressing me by my rightful
name, so that I could always regard him as a friend and comrade. Into
the mire sank all of m y new fortune, leaving me as impoverished as
before. EIe found nothing w o n g with his present life and no mistakes
in his past, but recognition of this infallihility hagan mysteriously to
haunt him. Gravity ancl grace are essential in any emergency; one without the other is inadequate. W h e n we heard the news, all of us prospectors converged upon a single spot; such a crowd would eventually
genera.te conflict. In spite o f an endless succession o f girl friends, not
once had h e been in love, or had any of his lovely ladies brought him
tnle happiness. W h y szrch a t m i b l e fate slzozrld have befallen m y blameless life I can't explain, but please be patient, my friends, while I
recount the thousand and one events that preceded it. His soul swooned
as he heard the snow falling faintly and faintly falling, like the descent
o f feathers, upon all the living and the dead. X marks the spot where
w e began to attack, Y marks where our efforts were decisively repulsed, and Z is where the buried gold was discovered, to everyone's
astonishment. They resolved to regard their hazardous love patiently,
needing only a while of secrecy before obtaining their respective di-
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vorces. In circles and circles he was forever traveling, yes, dizzy and
dizzier from seeing the same things over and over and over again. The
waves washed over me, driving m e and m y hard-earned treasure to
the bottom o f the sea, which swiftly and ineluctably returned t o its
familiar serenity, leaving no telltale signs. You never know what might
happen t o a white man walking down a Harlem slde street i n tlae
middle of the night, so I can scarcely say I was particularly surprised,
or alarmed, b y m y misfortune. This is the end. Increa,vingly chronic
sleeplessness made him constanthl aware of submerged anxieties: but
it was also the source of his atuesomely fertile imagination. Flipping o f f
the flashlight, I never saw those bodies again. I felt as good and high
as the clouds after pitching sixteen no-hit innings, especially because
no one seemed t o suspect that electricity had literally been flodng
through m y Tight arm. Not everything hut nothing-absolutely nothingwas m y prize. My name is familiar t o practically every educated person
i n this country, yet b y no criterion carld I be considered a national
celebrity. T h e Nubian cleared the table, dispensed his magical potion,
retired his instrument and took himself away, leaving us all alone for a
night o f inexhaustible joy. Exhibit A is m y false teeth; exhibit B, her
padded bra. He passed away surrounded b y the women made famous
through sleeping with him. He ran one mile on Monday, t w o miles on
Tuesday, three on Wednesday, four on Thursday, five on Friday, six
on Saturday, and seven on Sunday, every day of the year. In periods
of extended crisis, essential services break down, unrepaired. Something
was suddenly askew with the ground under m y feet. T h e sauce poured
out blop, blop, pause, blop blop, pause, blop. People have been telling
me for years that I look like George Washington. After ten years o f
concentrated literary study, he still hoped t o write a perfectly contemporary story. In the spring a young mule's fancy often turns t o
thoughts of love. W h a t time is it father? Not until the tragic accident
did I have suficient time to set down my thoughts on the raising of
seventeen children. Everyone fell to the floor where they had previously
lain. Lady is only character good who pregnancy from consciousness
felt in save terror grey hopelessness it with creates the masses the as
knew there no no any yet was baby heir wragby heir wragby shuddered
dread. T o ba or not to be, that is still the question. Our first steps into
the underworld revealed domains far stranger than anything I'd previously imagined. As they talked, it became clear that they had decided
to remain in the pits. My father insisted that he knew what it meant
to be young and in love, but his comments on m y own misery rcuealed, to me at least, that he might as well have been a virgin. I have
seen the future and it works. Tntropy" is a term customarily used t o
measure the transfer of information in a communications channel; its
metaphoric possibilities are boundless. Her outlook was decidedly ex-

Clemson University Digital Press

SCR 14.1

Digital Facsimile

temal, mine internal. I n need of ready cash, I applied for a loan thrice
as large as any I ever had before. The cause of our disaster was our
inability to believe that the dark hole in the wall was indeed just a
dark hole. Literary politics in America differs from European in lacking
a single self-perpetuatin.g establishment, n~stomarily located i n the
capital city and closely linked to the maior publishing houses and
reviewing media. He could sing those same few songs for hours at a
stretch, intimidating an audience with his incomparable capacity for
endurance. W h a t time is it now, I asked at the beginning of our pioneering voyage? Until now m y mother got angry with me only when I
played football; surely this new outburst must have been caused b y
something else. Living in New York since birth, I've learned to vanlt
turnstile,^, .steer clear of teenagers, wnlk with m!y head on a swivel, hail
a cab in foul weather or in a had neighborhood, and nadgate the subway system i n the middle of the night; these talents are, I expect, ingrained, much like mtlscular rejfexes. Regret had talent words several
who now writers told similar reasons longer took courses writing looking would that ever out them two enemies one friend writing is I did
not know what it was, but it seemed to have eyes that focused. Here,
as elsewhere, it was m y considered intention to write about the psychodynamics o f m y family without ever mentioning myself. There were
so many important places for us to see before leaving-the opera, the
hospital, the wax muserim, the incinerator, the dog pound, the whorehouses, the beach, and the art school. Nonetheless, I treated her idndly.
Of all my loves, I remember best the first and, of course, the last.
Those peculiar rhythms, those spectacular images remain in m y head.
Choo, choo, cha cha, humpf humpf, goo goo, rumble rumble, hubhle
bubble, lee lee, pits pits, bitter bitter, cEn cEa, utter utter, u h uh, bug bug.
That was the last time he heard the melody on which their love was
based. Though stasis was his preference, circlimstnnces embroiled him
in constant activity. No, no, she screamed, m y life has not come to an
end; it is still continuing. I t is my intention to reveal the whole tnith;
1 want to tell everyone all the truths I know. He reversed his step and
walked back into the city that had turned him out. I have a little
shadow tlmt goes in and out with me, and everywhere my shadow goes
I a m sure to be. He learned how dark "darkness" can be. W h o are yon?
Yet another sudden mishap terminated our long-planned adventure.
The continued exacerbations of my life further exacerbated thnt which
had already been exacerbated. He who does not speak receives no
answers. He liked sitting on good stoops, letting bahies grasp his finger,
leaning over fences t o pick blackbewies, watching college girls playing
tennis, lovlcing down into brooks, smelling steaks on charcoal grills,
watching children entering a circus, making the first footprints on a
snow-covered wharf. W h a t is the question. W h a t distinguished her from
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represent, i n sum, a marvelous tribute to man's inventive capacities. I
put on m y flannel pajamas, as well as m y socks and mittens, pulled the
four blankets over me, took three pills, turned the radio onto classical
music, stuffed m y ears with wax, covered m y eyes with a mask, and tried
to catch a few hours fitful sleep before morning. The fact that she was a
lively, loquacious girl with hay-colored hair, shapely legs, large highnippled breasts and sparkling brown eyes made her crooked teeth look
aW the more incongruous. Not to this day have social-psychologists discovered a Jewish child who suffered from parental neglect. It was the
worst of times, i n the worst of seasons, in the worst of all possible places;
yet John felt obliged to overcome all of theye disadvantages. Notwithstanding the terrors of the time, a night o f seduction was nothing but
the greatest pleasure. He dreamed of encountering his long-deceased
father stately erect, with crucifwres hanging from all of his appendages.
An ancient W a h ingery l e f f me kroniklee unnabell to spelll. I came
home after a year abroad to colle~tm y baseball glove, m y football
cleats, and my hockey stick, only to discover that my father desired them
all the mole desperately than I. Yes, yes, yes? he repeatedly inquired,
and still was her answer a resounding no. Assigned to infiltrate the hippies, he tried to establish credibility by seducing every chick he met,
thereby bagging two birds with every one shot. The final initiatives were
his, check-mating m e i n a quick succession o f devastating moves. From
hid b7illo scalp to his webbed toes, from his elephantine ears t o his enforested calves, from his woolly armpits to his swollen knees, he fashioned
a self-image that could be visible from miles away on any beach.
Harassed and hung+y, she easily consumed enough food for three men.
Geniuses, i n m y observation, are not born but made. Frustrated in m y
desire to kill, I began to think about making money. The switch of the
house lights made eveyona instantly aware of a succession of inexplicable incongruities. By now yon should know how I came t o live at the
bottom of the well, where m y best and closest friends are fish. The key
idea in my "social philosophy" is that kisses are sweeter than wine.
S-M-I-T-H is how you spell m y name, Smith, and don't forget that it's
S-M-I-T-H. No one who knows what I know would dare contradict m?j
version of these events. Everybody, let's get stoned. Test an illusion, he
was always reminding me, if only to be sure. Stalked b y Eskimos,
Negroes and Indians, I fclt stark naked in m y whiteness. Though
scarcely the firs6 mathematician to studrj the horses, he knew from the
beginning that he could develop a truly foolproof scheme. That's w h y
I am forever tying strings around m y neck-to make sure I remember
all those details I'd otherwise forget. Her body was dark where it shotcld
have been light, and strikingly pale where most of zts are dark. AU o f
m y old friends were famous, each in his own way; yet I alone, among
the gang, have never been able to concentrate m y reputably abundant
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intelligence and energies in a profitable manner. I n a modulated multito& murmur, his mechanical mouth melodiously masticated his morning
meal matchlessly. They danced for hours, exchanging nothing more than
physical proximity, a few sympathetic glances and occasionally intimate
touch. Abra told Cadabra to find a cadaver tonight. At the bottom of
the crackeiacks box was the answer I had so long been seeking. His
automobile was forty-two feet long and two and one-half feet wide,
seating all fifteen members of his famil!/ comfortably. Asking m e all
those revealing questio~isreally wasn't at all considerate, you know;
only m y inherent masochism enabled me to answer them. They laughed
when I sat down to play, but their laughter swiftly turned t o hisses, and
then outrage and anger, followed by flying objects and finally physical
attack. All paths suddenly converged upon a single spot, bringing each
o f our individual adventures to a spatially identical halt. T h g h wealthy
from birth, he cadged soda bottles for nickels at the grocery store, reused all the manila envelopes he ~eceived,scavenged old clothes from
his dieting friends, lived without a phone and even, t o his eventual
pail, shoplifted sporadically. Reaching the end of the story, I closed all
the books and immediately trailed off to sleep.
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TWO POEMS BY MELVIN WALKER
LA FOLLE'ITE
PEN GHU: A VISION OF ISLANDS
Now there is a vision of islands,
Unsubstantial,
Misted in distance,
Flat ribbons winding the seams of a fathomless ocean,
Misty dream world flat island
Universe that one would reach out and touch but cannot.

I was there,
I have seen the island's flesh,
Felt the pulpy heart pumping beneath the sandy breast,
The hot, sun-cracked rocks of isolated longings.
And now, there is a vision of islands only,
Daring the viewer to believe the dreamI was there,
I insist,
I swear,
I protest,
I was there amongst the placid island cattle and the sparse flowers,
Only for a day was the search completed and the flat is&d said:
You cannot believe your eyes,
Those who have never visited me
Do not know my longings,
Those who stay tied with iron feet to continents
Do not know the secrets of islands . .

.

There is a vision now of islands only
In the stream of the hot world,
At once a vision of silence and a rebuke,
For I who dared visit you dared also leave you,
Dared try, with the glue of words,
To fill the spaces between islands
As if there were a substitute for being there
On the still little flat island ribbon without a tree to its name
But rich in whales,
In birds wheeling over laughing boats
And old men singing lovesongs
To the flexing, fish-bountiful tides.
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THE MAIDEN AND THE UNICORN
Some sought to subdue the unicorn by guile,
Baiting the trap with honey, concealing the steel spring
Beneath the false radiance of an insincere smile-But unicorns are not deceived by any earthly thing.
Others there were who thought the unicorn
A fit trophy for the den of power,
Who raged against him, till the beast by violence tom
Would whimper in the blood-stained glade and cower.
And still, he would not be caught; the powers that be,
Pelplexed and angry, that a mere beast should overcome
Them, resigned. By default, the guerdon fell to me.
In all simplicity, I gave him myself and offered him freedom
And lo! he laid his fierce head on my knee
With all gentleness and humility.

11.
Winged horses, cosmic hares and great white sacred elephants
Stand aside when the unicorn and I
Ride by; the establishment rants
To no avail; the other maidens sigh.
The season's oddest couple, we are strangely envied,
An item for prurient thoughts and bizarre desires,
Eternally captured and forever freed
From jealousy's torments, from purgatorfs fires.
Eat your hearts out! you who do not know
The true secret of freedom is giving love
And asking nothing back. The unstrung bow
Is stronger than violence, softer than the dove
Whose brooding wings beat down all arrogance
And give the dancers room to do the dance.
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DIALOGUES FROM THF CATHEDRAL AT CHARTRES
ROBINHUNTMCCORQUODA~

"Your photo-posters are not pretty," said Gilda to Gilles. "Why
would you take a picture of the great cathedral of Chartres in black
and white with a dead branch in the foreground?"
"I put my heart in that photo."
"Something of yourself?"
"Yes."
'Where?"
7 put my heart to hang with the prophets, most of whom were
martyrs."
'With the prophets on the South Porch?"
"Yes, with -thek."
'What kind of film do you use?"
7 use Plus-X, Tri-X, or Microdal-X."
"But Microdal-X is a developerl"
"Oh, no1 . . . well, I guess that explains the absence of art in m y
work."
"Paper?"
"Kodabrome R C."
"Dip?"
"Brawn."
'%ilters?"
"Gelatin."
"Comment-vous appelez-vous, monsieur?"
"GiIles."
"After Gilles, the famous clown of the past?"
"The same."
" A U ~your
"Gilda."
"Want to work with me?
'What?"
"Do you want to work with me?"
Gilda put her hands on her hips and faced Gilles straight on.
Without lowering her eyes, she looked at him for a long time. "Gilles,"
she said at last, "I have wanted to believe the best about you, but after
this, I cannot."
"Gilda, I only wanted you to help me make photo-posters to sell
to tourists. I meant nothing bad, but forgive me, if my approach was
distasteful to you-I wouldn't hurt you for the world."
"Okay."
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'Will you work with me?"
'What!"
"Do you want to work with me?"
2.
In the square before the great cathedral of Chartres, Gilles and
Gilda set out the photo-posters. Tourists lined up to buy them.
"How much?"
"Thirty francs each."
"That's highway robbery!" (The ancient highway is from Paris to
Chartres. )
"The cathedral was hard to photograph," said Gilda. T h e r e was
so much rain that we had to take the pictures from little mounds in
the center of a wheat field. Time and time again, our tripod slipped on
the damp furrows."
"A farmer insisted that we get off his property," said Gilles. "He
leaned against our equipment and broke our birdie. Finally, we had
to offer him the picnic chicken."
"I held out the leg," said Gilda, "But he took the breast."
The pilgrims could have cried for her. "It isn't only that the bloke
humiliated you," said a man to Gilles. "It's that he took the white meat
and embarrassed your bird."
A woman stepped in front of the crowd. T h i s farmer would have
struck at the hen house and let the fowls fly1 He would have left the
birds in misery."
"He refused the leg."
"He pulled at the softer flesh with fingernails which were dirty,
dried, and cracked."
"He did it here in the shadow of the cathedral of Chartres where
these innocent, young people were trying to take a few pictures."
"Chartres rises out of a hill and is beautiful."
"I don't know what you see in it. It's just another church to me."
"I walked to the north side; hearing it, I fell to my knees."
"Hearing what?"
"The closing of the camera shutter."
"The farmer grabbed the cold hen and pulled away the sldn,
pulled at the white flesh, tore at the bones, and spoiled the picnic."
"0heaven, just to tear at the bones," murmured a man who was
selling lace.
"I may throw up my profession of photography," said Gilles. "I
may leave it just short of one of those spires, resting there, limply, like
a lasso which had missed its mark."
Gilda thought that she'd better break the tension, so she turned
to the audience of tourists: "Have you beard the one about the emigrant
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who reposed too long on the wharf and missed his boat to the New
World? Running his fingers over some barnacles that had attached
themselves to the pier at Le Havre, he dreaded the moment when he
would have to tell his sister and mom about how stupid he'd been, and
how the money they'd saved for his ticket (years of lacemaking) had
gone to waste."
"Thank you for telling this story, honey," said one of the men.
Gilda smiled. "Anyone could have told it," she said.
"I may have to sit down here and put my head between my h e e s
to stop this dizziness," said Gilles.
"Poor man."
"Never you mind," said a British woman, who was speaking for her
group of tourists. 'We'll take all the posters you have there, and for the
price you ask."
"Goodness."
"He should have taken the dmmstick."
"He should have been happy with the dark meat."
"I have always hoped for the leg."
'Yes, you once asked Papa for it. He refused and you cried."
"You take the black wing, Sister.' "
"'Dam it!'"
"I hate myself for saying it and I know that I should be more
discreet," said an Englishman who'd won his trip to France in a d e .
"But I still prefer the breast."

3.
Anna, a pilgrim from Marseilles, picked Gilda out in the crowd.
"My neighbor, Monsieur Bec, fell in the bathtub," she said. "For two
days, no one knew he was there."
"Bec, the artist painter?"
"Yes."
"Did you discover him?"
"No, it was San Francisco's Alfred Frankenstein who discovered
him and who first praised his work. Bec has never yet been recognized
by major critics in either Paris or Loche, and it makes me so mad."
"Who discovered Monsieur Bec in his bathtub?"
"His son."
"His next-door neighbors didn't miss him?"
"Apparently not."
"Was there anything in the papers?"
"Man Found in the Bathtub After Two Days."
"How did Monsieur Bec feel about his ordeal?"
"He never complained, not for a moment."
"How did he feel about his neighbors after that?"
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"Forgiving."
Ssn't that wonderful? There are those who live by the rules."
'When the time comes, some stand it on their feet."
"They stand up to be counted and are glad."
"You can always count on these types at a later date, to bear still
more suffering without whining. They seem to have a soft, resilient
core, and they do not resist evil because i t cannot do them harm."
"But it's not good for anyone to try to rehearse and to plan ahead."
"Some of us act the part of the confused coward just when we
most want to be brave."
"Take, for instance, Napoleon or Saint Joan."
"I prefer Saint Joan."
"Tell me all that you know about her."
"She was betrayed by her own people."
"Have you read her biography?"
"Do you mean to tell me that she wrote a book about her own s e W
Gilda blushed with the shame of having made an error. 'l meant,
her autobiography," she said. "I always get those two words mixed up."
"Don't feel had, Gilda. Many of us neglect the disciplines and have
to pay for it in our embarrassment.-Have you read it?"
"Yes."
"Don't lie."
'Well, I've read Part I."
"You were right to tell the truth, darling. Your confession &icany
ll
you through."
Gilda sat down on the park bench under which Anna was lying.
She told her of how she had once pulled back the jaws of a neighbois
dog and had saved her own dog's neck. Anna's eyes moistened. She
put her hand over Gilda's. She was thinking of the neck, and the courage
it took to disengage it.
The women watched the patterns of shade changing on the sidewalk. When a vendor passed, they bought ice cream, then shared an
evening paper that they had found in a wire trash can.
"Gilda, are we our neighbor's keeper?"
"Probably."
Darkness began to fall over the park.
"I would have helped my neighbor," said Anna.
"But you didn't."
"I would have broken down the door and rushed to where I heard
his sobbing."
"You didn't."
"I would have pulled out the plug, let out the water, and wiped
the dirty ring from the sides of the tub."
'You didn't."
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An American tourist on the way to his hotel sat down with them.
"Injustice anywhere, is injustice everywhere,' " he said.
"Who said it?"
"I did," said the tourist.
"Whom are you quoting?"
"Martin Luther King. And I know a lot of other good sayings as
well. I can quote Bonhoeffer, Heidegger, and Kierkegaard. Just ask me.
Go on.-And if Gilles comes around, tell him that I know all these things.
Please."
'What's in it for us?"
"You will live under the stars."
W h y you-l" Quickly, Gilda tore two branches from the privet
hedge that was behind the bench, stripped them of their leaves, and
switched the stranger's ankles and legs until, yelling and crying, he
moved away into the darkness.
The lights were turned on. The great cathedral was illuminated:
its saints, its martyrs, and its holy spires.
"Anna," said Gilda, "The stars on top the cathedral, how were they
constructed? Instnict me."
"Let me read to you from this brochure that the guide has just
sold to me:
'The thirty-four-foot stars were constructed of native Texas stone.
Between the two spires, a form was assembled to hold the stone
slabs. Each slab measures a foot square and is three inches thick.
Reinforced concrete was placed on the stone. Then another form
was built and more concrete was poured. In places, the process
was reversed. The facing, of course, is all in stone. When the
enormous imposing stars are lighted, their reflections in the pool
below are pictures unto themselves.' "
"Stupid!! You bought the wrong brochure1 You're reading the one
from the San Jacinto Monument."
Rut a tourist who'd overheard, called the brochure "real literature"
and wanted it to be distributed to the crowd. "Les Qtoiles, o ma foil
Those beautiful stars!"
''I
love to hear French spoken here at Chartres."
"I prefer to hear it spoken at Maxim's in Houston," said the tourist.
"It makes me feel like a somebody."
"At Maxim's, I always order the watercress salad with the house
dressing, the crab meat sautbed in butter, and the cotelette de veau,
Cordon Bleu."
"Me too."
"Have you ever tried the oatmeal at One's a Meal? You can go
to a movie at the River Oaks Theater, then walk across the parking lot,
and eat something that sticks to the bones.-But don't eat too much
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popcorn in the show and don't drink too many colas because they
will take your appetite, and you won't enjoy-."
"Let's get back to the stars.-In Momma's room, there were many
beautiful things, not the least of which were some silver stars which
an artist who was more than a friend to Momma, had painted on the
ceiling. When you were lying on your back in Momma's bed, you thought
that you were one with Natura."
"One with nature! Please don't intermingle the Latin linguae with
English, darlin' . . . now, perhaps you and I should walk around the
park at the back of the cathedral, and you could tell me something
about yourself."
well, I dunno . . okay,
"Are you sure you want me to? .
if you're sure."
"But begin with Momma. I'd like to hear more about her."
"Le plafond de la chambre de maman. . . ."
7 u English, darlin'."
"But Momma prefers that I speak in French for perfection."

..

.

4.
In order to do work on their photographs, the printing and the
enlarging, Gilles and Gilda chose the cathedral crypt. There, they'd have
the darkness they wanted, and no one around to bother them. For a
while, the work went very well, but then a cathedral official named
Marie Verneuil came around the comer and told them to get out of the
crypt.
"Why?" asked Gilles.
'Visitors are not allowed in here!"
"Then why the sign, Visitors Welcome'T"
"Visitors are not allowed in the crypt after the termination of
scheduled tours."
Gilles turned to Gilda. "Gilda," he said, "I thought that you said
we could be alone here, that this would be all ours, a !&d of studio,
a place to do our art?"
"I'm real sorry, honey."
"Just get out of here," said Marie Verneuil, "And take all of this
junk with youl" She stopped to look at the enlarger. "What is this
thing that is blocking the doorway?"
"Our enlarger."
She paused and began to smile. "How interesting," she said. 1 like
the bellows."
"Is this the first time you've ever seen one?"
"Yes."
"Let me show you how it has the power to blow up the negatives."
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Gilles put his arm around Marie's waist, pulled her close to him, and
kissed her mouth as if she were the only woman in the world.
But Marie jerked away from him. "Just get out of the crypt," she
sobbed.
"Not until we've finished our enlargements."
Marie cried softly. "How many are left to do?"
"Five or ten."
s her skirt. "Okay, but hurry it up!"
She pulled at the w ~ k l e in
"Sure thing."
Gilles took his handkerchief and wiped the tears from her cheeks.
Gilda let her use her mirror and a Kleenex, so that she could wipe
away the smears of lipstick from her face.
When she had left, Gilda got water from the well where the
atrocities had taken place. Suddenly, Gilles cried out, "Gilda, help mel"
His hand was mashed between the frame of the enlarger and the stones
of the crypt. Later, he would have to press hard on an artery to control
the bleeding.
"Gilles, how did yon do that? How in the world did you trap your
hand like that?"
"Just move the enlarger, Gilda. I'll give you all the details when I'm
free."
Gilda asked Gilles to turn away from her, so that she could tear a
clean, white ruffle from her petticoat with which to hind up his lacerated
hand. "The Huns put the burghers in that well, Gillesl" She ripped away
strips of soft cotton. "They pushed them down there when they were
still alive."
"Hurry with the ruffle."
Gilda asked Gilles to turn away again so that she could lift her
skirt and tear off the lace decoration of her panties. "Gilles, the burghers
of this town were brutally murdered!"
"The ticking of the metronome, the rinses, and the bath," said the
dazed Gilles. The blood was getting away from him.
"The smell of the soaking solution, always reminds me of the salty
surf around the Mont St. Michel."
"Yes
but hurry Gilda."
"And it reminds me of Galveston Island: the causeway, Stewart
Beach, the Bishop's Palace, Gaido's and the Galvez."
"Hand me the selenium toner."
"Here."
"Fooll You've given me the Scotch Photo Mountl"
"I'm sorry Gilles, and I'm especially sorry for what I've just done."
"What have you done?"

. ..
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"I have broken your Brownie Darkroom Lamp. I hit it with my
elbow, and it fell to the stone floor and broke into pieces."
'Watch your step, Gilda!"

5.
Anna borrowed Gilda's binoculars to see the details of the rose
window. "There's a lot of blue in it, but there's a lot of red, too."
"Can you make out the individual figures in the pictures?"
"Yes, I can."
'What do you seer'
"I see a bad-off child."
"What else?"
"A crying mother who seems to want help."
"Does she find it?"
Anna was following the picture-story with her glasses. "Yes, she
does find it. I see it now."
'What was the problem?"
"She had thought that time was passing more slowly than it was,
so while she was watching television or talking to her girl friends on
the phone, she let chances to snuzzle and cuzzle her child go right on by."
"But one life is a sigh in the universe, a drop in the pond, a grain
of sand on the beach."
"Not to this mother I was just telling you about."
"Did she ever throw her baby against the wall?"
"If she did, I don't see it in the pictures."
"Spare the rod and spoil the child. I'm for whipping them when
there's too much whining."
"I could kill you for saying that!"
"I'd rather be dead than wrong!"
"I'm only telling you what I see in the window. I was translating
from the attempts of medieval artisans to express themselves and their
times."
"Stick to the blues, Anna."
"There's a lot of blue in the windows, and there's weeping too."
"Alors, I am crying."
"Me too, I am crying."
'We are both crying."
"But to outsiders, we may seem to be French students who are
studying our English verbs."
"Outsiders may find us wanting in sentiment too."
"Uh-huh."
Tour-guides, speaking in their own languages, walked through the
cathedral with groups and pointed out the beautiful things. "The Blues
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of Chartres," they said. "Let's study the Blues before getting back on
the buses."
Gilda, holding her ears shut, kneeled on a prayer-bench. "A new
coat from St. Laurent," she chanted. "A Mercedes car to take me
around, a stack of science fiction books to help me while away my
heavy hours."
Someone came from behind her and put his arms around her
waist. "Guess who?"
"Gilles."
A storm gathered over La Beauce, then struck at the cathedral
from the north. "Gilles," cried Gilda, "The martyrs are being thrust
against the South Tower, and their cages are ringing with the bells."
"They will have the Blues . . get it, Gilda? They will have the
Blues of Chartres, ha, ha."
Gilda sat down on the damp stones. "Gilles," she said, "put on
your clown suit and amuse me for a while. Make me laugh, honey.
Then, my sweetheart, I'll blow you kisses."
"No."
"Gilles, you promised to kiss me at the summit of the belfry, but
now you say that you have vertigo and cannot climb. Once out on the
roof, you think you may lose your nerve; even crawling, you dare not
try it. You say that other tourists on their way to the belfry might easily
walk npright on the eaves and pass you by, and you'd be humiliated."
She took his hand and kissed it. "I feel let down, of course, but I understand what it is to he afraid. Also, what if you get out there on the
eaves? Maybe you couldn't get back. Frozen with fear, you could
go neither up nor down."
"But you're disappointed."
"I only regret what could have been and isn't."
"Can you love me after this?"
"Gilles, put on your clown suit and make me laugh. My life is as
empty now as the well in the crypt is empty, and I am in pain because
I think that a skeleton bone from one of the burghers is piercing my
soul. Won't you put on your suit?"

.

6.

Gilles beat on the locked crypt door. Marie Vemeuil was on the
other side. "We must make more photo-posters," he told her. "The
tourists are crazy about our work."
"Go awayl"
"Listen, Malie What-ever-your-name-is .
"Marie Vemeuil-Verneuil, like feuille."
"If you open up the crypt and let us work, we can make lots of
money. There could be something in it For you. Please, hon."

. ."
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"Please, who?"
"Please, Marie Vemeuil."
"No!"
W a s it because I called you hon?"
"Nol"
"Then just let us get our equipment."
"It's not here. I had my man transfer it to Franpise Beaugibier's
shop across the square."
Well, that's the meanest, the most despicable, the lowest . ."
"It's a grain of sand."
"A sigh coming out of a dark hole."
"It's the evil of women: weak, perverse, and unclean . . . not you,
Gilda."
7.
Fran~oiseBeaugibier offered them a room without windows. "You
can set up in here," she said.
"Is your electric current one-ten or two-twenty?'
One-ten."
"That suits us. We're American, you know."
She looked at them, frowned deeply, and nodded. But Gilda was
delighted to be recognized. 'We love your countryl" she said.
Gilles tapped his wallet with an index finger. "By the way, Miss
Beaugibier, what's in this for you?"
"Half the profits."
"Too much!"
"Half!"
He turned to Gilda. W e have to accept," he said. 'We need her
darkroom. But I'm sorry to have gotten you into a scrape as had as this,
Gilda." Suddenly, Gilles began tearing at his trousers and coat, and
turning the pockets inside out, exposing the bright, orange linings.
What's up, Gilles?"
"The negative1 Someone has removed it from my suit1 I don't understand. I thought that I had it. Where can it be? Impossible. No one
could have lifted it off me without my awareness. It's a horrible, mean
trickl"
"Go ahead and cry," shouted Fran~oise."But when you get through,
take all this junk out of my shop! What a fool I was to believe in you
youngsters!"
Franpise's servant came in with a tray on which there was a
bottle of absinthe, but he had brought only one glass. 'Why don't you
pack your grips and go back to the Statesl" he said. Then he poured a
drink for Francoise and gave it to her.
"May I have some of that absinthe?" said Gilles. "I need it to calm
my nerves and to take care of this disappointment."

.

'.
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"No," replied Franqoise.
Then Gilda pointed her finger at Franpise and howled. Tears came
to her eyes from laughing. "Oh, Franqoise, they call you, Miss Beaugibier.
Francoise Beaugibierl Oh mercy, forgive.me, but that's certainly not the
right name for youl"
"Get her out of here," said Franqoise to Gilles. nl kill her if you
don'tl" She turned to Gilda. "Rentrez Texas, putainl"
"GiIles," said Gilda, "Is she telling us to go on home?"
8.
Anna raised her skirt and showed her scars. "I'llnever get these off,"
she said.
"I could kill the ones who put them there," said Gilles, squinting
and looking up at the stars.
T h e n you'd have to kill all the German males who are over thirtyfive."
"Could you identify the ones who did you wrong?"
"Sure, their names are written on the wind that comes off the
River Eure and on the stones of this church."
111 round them up if you like, Anna, and if the idea appeals to you,
you can throw mud at the flat-bed truck to which I shall have them
,
, shackled. There'll be an eye for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth."
"No," said Anna, weeping. "Forgive and forget."
Gilles and Gilda needed to relax. They sat down on the park bench
under which Anna was lying. "This is it, gals," said Gilles. We're down
and out in the heartland of France."
Gilda laughed and checked her make-up in a little broken piece
of mirror that she'd found in the gutter. "Gilles, you've become a very
wicked lunatic," she said. "I'm sure that we have funds. Sweetheart,
don't tease."
"No, honey, this is the time of the assassins. No one is spared."
"Then give me one kissl" said the frightened Anna. Gilles climbed
under the bench and kissed her.
"Please, Gille~,don't wony us unnecessarily," said Gilda, who was
running a comb through her thick hair, rouging her cheeks, and replacing her pale, pink lipstick with a blight red.
Talking of the atrocities of war, Anna and Gilles moaned, clutched
their bellies, and tore at their clothes. They went over and over all
the stories that they could remember, then they leafed through Anna's
box of photographs: the dungeons at Loche, the dead on the field,
, the bucket with ships of flesh in it, the suffocations, the murders of
children.
"In Sicily, my cousin stepped on a rotten corpse, and it exploded
on him."

Clemson University Digital Press

SCR 14.1
62

Digital Facsimile

THESo-

CAROLINA
REVIEW

W h a t did he do?"
"He read his breviary until the trouble died down."
W h a t trouble?"
"The trouble was that the stench made him question his presence
there."
"Where?"
"In the Mediterranean Theater on Waugh Drive. The popcorn was
rancid and the ice cream had gone sour."
"Ha, ha. Oh Gilles! And to think that I thought you were telling
me a true story about your cousin. You're not a clown for nothing,
Gilles. Now I'll know forever that bad things never happen. Life is
just a swirl of parties, hnggings, and good food! Thank you for reminding me, honey."
"Anna, if I hadn't already committed my life to Gilda, I could
learn to love you. But Gilda, well-" He looked over at the beautiful
girl who was checking the seams of her stockings to be sure that they
were straight and that there were no runs in them. "Gilda is my girl."
Suddenly Anna looked terrified. She stopped smiling and held her
hands over her ears. What's the matter, Anna?"
"I hear bells!" she said. "A horrible ringing of bells, and I am taken
with pity for the sufferings of the martyrs! Make them stop, or I shall
go mad!"
"No, Anna. You've mistaken the bells of the ice cream man's cart
for those of the steeple. Look over there just at the side of the bakery
shop. See? The ice cream man is pushing his cart toward us." Anna
smiled again and wiped her tears on her apron.
"Remember," said the ice cream man. "Before your death, say you're
sorry."
"Suppose a bomb hits the bus you're in, blacks you out, and you
never see the light again. That happened to my penpal in Nairobi."
No answer. The ice cream man pretended to be counting his change.
"Is this our last day on earth?"
"Frankly, I can't foretell. I don't have the gift of prophecy."
"How about buying each of us an ice cream sandwich, Gilles?"
"I'm broke."
Then Anna, speaking in French, begged the ice cream man to give
them each a free bar of ice cream, an Eskimo Pie, or an ice cream sandwich. No, he told them that there would be no handouts, that he had
to make a living like everyone else, and that it was no use begging of
him, at least, not as long as he was in charge of the cart. He hurried
away, bumping his wheels on the paving stones until he had disappeared
behind the sacristy. Anna, Gilles, and Gilda could only look at each
other and hug onto one another. They were together before the great
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cathedral of Chartres without a franc or a nickel among them, and the
acids in their stomachs were beginning to bum.
"I love you, Gilles."
"Do you love Marie Verne~dl?"
"I love you, Gilda."
"Can you love Marie?"
"I love you, Anna."
"A woman like that? Never!"
"I love you, Gilda."
"Gilles, if you really cared about our hunger, you'd sell your camera."
"I love you a lot, Gilda, but I will not sell my camera. Never."
"I love you."
"I'm hungry."
"Je vous donne, vous tous, ma affection et mon amiti&"
"Thank you."
"Pardon me, GiUes," said Anna. "You've made a mistake. 'Affection'
takes the masculine pronoun because it begins with a wowel."
"Don't you mean a 'vowel,' Anna? You said 'wowel.'"
"AfIection takes the female by surprise and knocks her down as if
by a bolt of lightning."
"It takes our breath away," said Anna.
"Gilles!" cried Gilda, 'Why don't you take a photograph of Anna's
breath in the cold air? Maybe you'd win a contest with it and make us
money for dinner."
But a guard passed by them and waved his hand. "Put away the
camera, kids. I t costs a franc-6fty for a permit to take pictures anywhere
around God's church."
"Gilda, our next series of photographs will be taken of the San
Jacinto Monument. I'd like to huny along now and get that done."
"You mean that you want to leave France and go back to the United
States? Let's at least stay a few days to say our goodbys to the vendors,
the shopkeepers, and the tour-guides-those who have been friendly."
"No, honey, we must leave here immediately. The reason that I
stress the rush is that I have just read in the newspaper that, because
of subsidence, a lake has formed around the monument and that, by
summer, it will have fallen on its side. I'd like to get a good shot of it
before it goes down. I want to have proof in a photograph that it was
a wonder of the world and not just another expensive and tragic
mistake, an ill-conceived venture of enthusiastic, but misguided, inexperienced, local engineers."
"But the monument is 6fty years old; I think that it did well to
have lasted."
"Gilda, think of the age of this magnificent cathedral."
"Think of Mont St. Michell"
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"Now you're on my wavelength." He hugged her and walked with
her for a while. "Let me catch my breath," she said. "The idea of going
home is too new to me."
"Let me give you a hug."
W h y sure." They stopped in front of the priory.
"Maybe you've been getting sick with only that gauzy burnoose to
protect you from the dampness and cold."
"No, Gilles, I'm all right," Gilda began to pick up the equipment.
She was stuf6ng it into a canvas pack. "But I realize now, how bad I
feel, how serious is my dhpaysement. Let's go home, just go!" Her voice
was catching in her throat.
An Irishman stretched out his arms toward Paris, made his request,
and was answered. He picked up his briefcase and started for business
in that city. With her Nikon binoculars, Anna saw him do it. A father
took his child's last crust of bread and ate it. Anna saw him. A mother
hushed her baby's cries; she saved it from the soldiers, but smothered
it in doing so. Anna read about it in a scrap of newspaper that had
blown under the bench.
"Hey, Gilda," said Gilles, "I think we should make our photoposters of the San Jacinto Monument to include the estuary of the
San Jacinto River plus the thriving San Jacinto Inn. We'll make a fortune
on the tourists from Guanjuato, QuerAtaro, and Mexico City." He blew
on his camera lens, then wiped it clean on the soft, orange collar of
his satin suit.
"Okay, but let's stop in a caf6 and get one last petit-noir and a
croissant."
"No, I don't want to waste any more time."
"There'll be no more delays on my account, huh?"
Out of the holes in the steeple emerged the cannons they'd always
known were there. Would they be killed before they could reach their
beloved Gulf Coast? Gilda fell to her knees on a private street east of
the cathedral. "Oh, les beaux, les beaux, the pretty monuments," she
cried, looking up at the steeple. "Scenes of gloire and de tant d e beaut&!"
The cannons retreated.
"Maybe we'll see a French tanker anchored in Galveston Bay," said
Gilles. 'We'll wave to the captain and make him think that we're
French students doing a sojourn in Texas. He'll raise the flag and fire a
salute."
^How about Fran~oiseBeaugibier?"
"It's open season on the likes of her. You'd never see such selfishness
in America."
W h a t about me?" asked Anna.
"Okay, Anna, you can come too."
"Thank you."
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"But do you speak English? It's hopeless in the U.S. if you don't."
"No, but I can read a prayer book."
"In Chambers County, that's all youll need."
"But Gilda, the monument is in Harris Countyl"
"Chambersl"
"Harris!"
"Chambers!"
"Harris!"
"Ouch!
Harris it is!"
"I know enough English to read a prayer book," said Anna.
'When the sun comes up over Galveston Bay, that's all you'll need."
'When the moon arises over Padre Island, it's all you can say grace
over."
'You'll need it for a hurricane at Seabrook or a cyclone at Aransas
Pass."
"For the fog at Rockport or at any harbor."
Whenever you're out a ways at sea, you'll need it."
'You'll need it if you've bought a cottage on Nassau Bay."
"I have the book in the pocket of my pinafore," said Anna.
'When the high waves hit the sea wall, that's all you need."
'When the radios are out and all communications are down, it's-."
"Here's our train, Anna. Let me help you off that stretcher. Let me
help you in."

...

NOH DANCERS
Words are pale-faced Noh dancers
Moving through space
Silently
Stately
Measured to fit the space
Measured to fit the music
Measured to fit the thought
But they cannot rise
Like the hand
And make it all nothing
Emptying the stage of thoughts
Like dancers
Moving through space
Silently
Stately
Leaving the costume
Folded on the floor
While the dancers become as they were
Naked then nothing.
MARTHAP
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HIGHTOWER AND TENNYSON I N

LIGHT IN AUGUST
MARIO L. D ' A v m
The psychological characterization of Gail Hightower is so truthfully rendered that one may think he is taken directly from a type of
humanity that Faulkner knew first-hand. Rut the real world of Mississippi
does not alone inform F a n h e r ' s imagination; the literature of the past
has a strong influence on his art.' Through literary origins such as
Macheth we understand The Sound and the Fury. My intention here is
to explore the literary sources in Tennyson which throw light on the
character of Hightower, deepen our understanding of Faulkneis artistic
method, and help clarify the moral vision of the novel, a core of which
is the "redemption" of Hightower.
Faulkner's reading clearly influenced his imagination. H e describes
the process of writing as a borrowing, or robbery, from other sources,
maintaining that "the writer's only responsibility is to his art." He is
''ruthless," possessed, and "anguished" in the fulfillment of his "dream,"
doing anything to get the book written. "If a writer has to rob his
mother, he will not hesitate; the Ode on a Grecian Urn is worth any
number of old ladies." This dashing avowal makes a point: the writer
absorbs and uses the literature of the past for his own ends.
Suggestive and appropriate names abound in Light in August.%
Hightower, as his name implies, is aloof and contemplative. Repudiating
his ministerial calling-he reeks of unwashed "mansweat" and stale
clothes, rather than the odor of sanctity (which in the Church is a
traditional fignre of a charism)-he reads his Tennyson and is a merely
passive spectator of life from his high study window. Afraid of life,
he found the seminary a sanctuary from it, and Tennyson a comfort:
He would flee from [darkness], to walls, to artificial light. "Yes,"
he thinks. "I should never have let myself get out of the habit of
prayer." He turns from the window. One wall of the study is lined
with books. He pauses before them, seeking, until he finds the
one which he wants. I t is Tennyson. I t is dogeared. He has had it
ever since the seminary. He sits beneath the lamp and opens it.
1 Michael Millgate, The Achievement of William Faulkner (New York, 1963),
pp. 288-292, indicates the extent of past writers' iduence on Faulher. He "was
more actively aware of American and European literary traditions than any other
important American novelist of this century."
2 See '"An
Interview,' by Jean Stein vanden Heuvel," in Aspects of Fiction:
A Hnnd:~ook,ed. IIoward E . Hugo (Boston, 1962), p. 215.
8 Sce Hyntt H. Waggoner, William Faulknec From J e f e r m to the World
(Lexington, 1969), p. 112. William Van O'Connor, The Tangled Fire of William
Fat~lkner (Minneapolis, 1954), p. 73; I ~ n Howe,
g
William Faulkner: A Critlcd
Study (New York, 1962), pp. 63-64, discuss the allusiveness of the names in the
novel.
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I t does not take long. Soon the fine galloping language, the gutless
swooning full of sapless trees and dehydrated lusts begins to swim
smooth and swift and peaceful. It is better than praying without
having to bother to think aloud. I t is like listening in a cathedral
to a eunuch chanting in a language which he does not even need
to not ~ n d e r s t a n d . ~
The unreal, withdrawn quality of Tennyson's poem is a comfort to
Hightower, for his is like the life and style described in the unnamed
passages-that is, gutless, sapless, dehydrated and withdrawn. He is
the eunuch in a cathedral, chanting in sterility. He prefers poetry instead of prayer, romantic withdrawal instead of involvement. I t is impossible to identify the poem Hightower reads; I would suggest, however, that of all the poems by Tennyson concerned with isolation,
languor, passivity, self-contemplation, and disaffection with this sort of
life, The Lady of Shallott seems a most appropriate parallel figure on
which the character of Hightower might he limned. Like Hightower
she too is isolated behind a "casement" in one of "four gray towers"
(25, 15). Her withdrawal from reality is attended by a curse: "A curse
is on her if she stay" (40). Like her he "watches the street" from his
"hidden . . . study window" (52). Both are unable to involve themselves in the life of the street. Hightower waits in the dark; in the
allegory of Tennyson's poem the Lady's withdrawal is plagued by
shadows of the world, or the Platonic realm of abstractions (like those
that bedevil some of the major characters of the novel) and not the
real world itself. She craves the latter, saying, "I am half-sick of shadows"
(71). Likewise, Hightower lives in an unsatisfying world of shadows.
We find him
thinking of how when he was young, a youth, he had loved
darkness, of walking or sitting alone among trees at night. Then
the ground, the bark of trees, became actual, savage, filled with,
evocative of, strange and baleful half delights and half terrors. He
was afraid of it. He feared; he loved being afraid. Then one day
while at the seminary he realized that he was no longer afraid. It
was as though a door had shut somewhere. He was no longer afraid
of darkness. He just hated it; he would flee from it, to walls, to
(300-301)
artificial light.
Like his counterpart in Tennyson, he shuns the real, natural world of
shadows for an abstract, synthetic world of mind. His light is like the
4 Light in August (Random House: New York, 1959 [19321),p. 301. All snhsequent page refe~encesarc to this edition and will follow quoted assages in my t e x t
5 Faulkner read and echoed Tennyson in certain novels, anR indeed, originally
entitled Light in August "Dark House," an allusion to the tragic house of Hallam in
In Metnorinm. See Millgate, pp. 313,n.2; 318,n.15.
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Lady of Shallott's "woven sights" in her magical mirror, which represents
the fabrications and illusions that take her "Wthe silent nights (66).
Similarly, Hightower's are the obsessive abstractions of war, religion,
and history. The essential point of the parallel with the Lady is that,
like her Platonizing mode of life, Hightower has idealized the past, the
"phantom hooves" (70) of war, Confederate heroism, and their relationship with religion; he has positively fed on illusion of his family's
heroic past, which, like his marriage, turns out to be inglorious. Like
the young Joe Chrisbnas before his vision of reality among the cracked
urns, Hightower contemplates an ideal world of truth and beauty, a
world, however, removed from the struggle and strife of life. It is
di5cult for both to accept the flawed, earthly conditions of life; but they
must accept those broken urns. Hightower's transformation comes when
he can accept Byron's commitment and help bring new life into the
world. He leaves that ideal of a world dogmatically controlled by codes
of right and wrong (based on church and law) and can join Byron and
an accommodating universe, when he understands his friend's vision that
"ripeness is all." Like the references to "The Lady of Shallott," the
allusions to Keats's Grecian Urn convey Faulkner's moral vision of the
kind of happiness man may attain of earth. That is, it helps convey the
philosophical tenor of the novel.
If Hightower is a dead man honoring the dead and ignoring the
living, he discovers his self-deceptions and mnst, like the Lady of
Shallott, cast off plaguing shadows and attempt involvement, first in the
life of Byron and Lena, and then all humanity, presumably. H e mnst
pull down his high-towered hermitage and enter life, much as the Lady
did in leaving her island tower of illusion. Like her, Hightower is not a
doer and fears the consequences of entering the real world; it may also
destroy him as it does her, when she finally chooses to defy the curse
on her, and descend from the tower, having been attracted to Lancelot
and the warm life of lovers.
While Hightower's withdrawn life is like the Lady of Shallott'sit is interesting to note that he regards his life as passively womanishthere is a self-absolption that borders on madness. If Faulkner has invited ns to look to Tennyson to find the mirror of Hightower (or his
preferences), a further illumination of his nature (and, indeed Faulkner's allusive craft) may be found in Mnud. Like Hightower, the speaker
in Maud is a morbid, deranged soul who is also obsessed by death and
lives in flight from "the cruel madness of love" (IV, x). Having neither
hope nor trust, he resolves: "I will bury myself in myself' (I, xix)
so as to live a philosopher's life of passionless peace "far from the world's
clamor of lies." The speaker in Maud seems the youthful portrait of
Hightower. He is twenty-five, the exact age when Hightower's life and
mind were wrenched out of joint by a failed marriage; he too is
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obsessed and guilt-ridden by a bloody past that saw violence of brother
against brother. In short he is "sick, sick to the heart of lifee (X, ii)
and speculates on what he shall be at fifty, if he i~ a hopeless alien at
twenty-five. R e m e m b e ~ gthat Hightower is exactly fifty years of age,
one might read the following passage from Maud as both an anticipation of the character of Hightower and his agony in the twenty-five years
after his alienation, and his disillusionment with love, growing out of a
betrayal of fidelity:

Ah, what shall I be at fifty
Should Nature keep me alive,
If I find the world so bitter
When I am but twenty-five?
Yet if she were not a cheat,
If Maud were all that she seem'd
And her smile were all that I dream'd,
Then the world were not so bitter
But a smile could make it sweet. (V, v )
For the speaker in Maud and Hightower, the world's lies and their
lovers' lies make life a cheat. Both men are at odds with themselves and
their fellow man. Tennyson's here is "at war with myself and a wretched
race" (IV, ix) and condemns the sinful potentiality in man's nature that
puts the race in confusion:
This huckster put down war! can he tell
Whether war be a cause or a consequence?
Put down the passions that make earth hell1
Down with ambition, avarice, pride,
Jealousy, down! cut off from the mind
The bitter springs of anger and fear1
Down too, down at your own fireside,
With the evil tongue and the evil ear,
For each is at war with mankind! (X, iii)
This hatred of man's self-destructiveness anticipates Hightower's similar
regard for man:
Listening, he seems to hear within it the apotheosis of his own
history, his own land, his own environed blood: that people from
which he sprang and among whom he lives who can never take
either pleasure or catastrophe or escape from either, without
brawling over it. Pleasure, ecstasy, they cannot seem to bear: their
escape from it is in violence, in drinking and fighting and praying;
catastrophe too, the violence identical and apparently inescapable
And so why should not their ~eligiondrive them to crucifixion of
themelves and one another?
(347)
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These voices of social consciousness in both Teunyson and Faulkner
are agonized became their inflamed meditation does not lead to action.
Only in selfless action can they be redeemed-the speaker of M a u d in
a just war, and Hightower in human involvement. Without this dedication men live in detachment, as Tennyson's persona asserts:
Be mine a philosopher's life in the quiet woodland ways,
Where if I cannot be gay let a passionless peace be my lot,
Far-off from the clamor of liars belied in the hubbub of lies.
(IV, ix)
Since Hightower's life is a living death, it would be deftly appropriate for Faulkner to suggest Hightower's derangement by alluding to
the asylum thoughts of the speaker in Maud. He imagines himself dead
and in his grave and confuses life in a madhouse with the world.
Dead, long dead,
Long dead!
And my heart is a handful of dust
And the wheels go over my head,
And my bones are shaken with pain,
For into a shallow grave they are thrust,
Only a yard beneath the street,
And the hoofs of the horses beat, beat,
And the hoofs of the horses beat,
Beat into my scalp and my brain,
With never an end to the stream of passing feet,
Driving, hurrying, marrying, burying,
Glamor and rumble, and ringing and clatter;
And here beneath it is all as bad,
For I thought the dead had peace, but it is not so
To have no peace in the grave, is that not sad?
But up and down and to and fro,
Ever about me the dead men go;
And then to hear a dead man chatter
Is enough to drive one mad. (V, I )
The image of horse hooves and the clatter of militia and wheels that
haunt Hightoweis memory resonate with all the searing agony of
Tennyson's possessed lover in Maud, and seem informed by his sick
vision of the world:

It was as if he couldn't get religion and that galloping cavalry and
his dead grandfather shot from the galloping horse untangled from
each other, even in the pulpit. And that he could not untangle them
in his private life. .
(56)

..
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Thoughts of "galloping cavalry and defeat and glory" and "galloping
horses" (57) are repetitive and obsessive. Just as Hightower agonizes
over the impending and then actual mutilation of Joe Christmas and
over his complicity with humanity in that carnage, so too does the
speaker in Maud anticipate the murdcr of Christ and the destruction of
the church by its leaders: "But the churchmen fain would kill their
church/As the churches have killed their Christ" (V, ii). Must Hightower witness this kind of killing to be redeemed to life by repudiating
it and helping Mrs. I-Iines and Lena Grove (and Byron) to new life?
If Tennyson's Maz~dand The Lady of Shallott provide an avenue
for exploring the lyric quality of Hightower's madness, his reclusiveness, and regard for the world, they also seem to inform us of Faulkner's
complex moral vision. Hightower's madness is a result of a failure in
love and a distrust in the cardinal virtues. Comparing the texts of Tennyson's poems and Light in August, we can conclude that Tennyson is
both an important influence on Faulkneis language and characterization,
and also marks the degrees of Hightower's progress from death-in-life
to participation in life. As Lena's baby is about to be born, and as Joe
Christmas is killed, Hightower himself is reborn to the world; after
leaving him reading his "dogeared Tennyson" (300), we find him asleep
in the very next episode; the "open book lies face down" (342-3). He
is never to return to his Tennyson and his fascination for the vicarious,
artificial inward life of Maud's "gutless swooning," and "sapless trees,"
and "dehydrated lusts" (301) because this reading is no longer "better
than praying without having to bother to think aloud" (301). One fault
the speaker in Maud finds with his age is its failure to pray. But with
Lena and her baby present, the moment of Hightower's change in
spirit after twenty-five years-in effect his redemption-is marked by
a shift in his choice of books: "Neither is the book which he now
chooses the Tennyson: this time also he chooses food for a man. It is
Heny N" (383). The play has to do with responsibility, high purpose
and action. It is Hightower's new canon.
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MOSES
though slave born, accustomed to casting no shadow
when god spoke to me
i was like a sperm released in a womb
or a young man newly ordained with a college degree
who has to impregnate the world in a day
besides, i was eighty, thankful
god is an equal opportunity employer
frequently selecting old men
and simple women for histolic jobs
you know the rest, how
after much circling i would have reached
that to-someone promised land
if i hadn't struck the stone for water
when god said speak to it;
doubting, after forty years of success,
can get you killed
as i climb this mountain where ill die
i stumble, self-condemned that i waited
two-thirds of a lifethe
to begin work;
wasn't god always prodding me
fight pharaoh now
get going on your miracles?
today the lord spoke, saying
"no one will find your grave";
but his meanings multiply
he loves words, fondling all their nuances
in mysterious places
hidden to man;
i must walk faster
it may be i'm on the way up.
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SANCTUARY: PERSONAL FANTASIES AND
SOCIAL FICTIONS
JOHNE. BASSETT
Admitted by Faulkner to be a potboiler prior to its final revision,
Sanctuary embodied to contemporary critics the "cult of crnelty." To
later readers it has seemed Faulkner's most bitter and violent novel,
misogynous and nearly ni11ilistic.l Generally it is perceived as a lesser
work, stylistically and technically conventional, in between several radically innovative and profound novels to which it is only supeficially related. Actually Sanctuary does reflect the major personal and literary
concerns of Faulkner around 1930, and stems as directly from Flags in
the Dust and The Sound and the Fury as does As I Lay Dying. It has
the same compact structure as As I Lay Dying, with mythic implications,
a central journey, and the mixed tragic and comic perspectives that
temper horror with humor.
Sanctuary develops further some of the characters from Flags in
the Dust, but its most direct thematic links are to The Sound and the
Fury. Both Sanctuary and As I Lay Dying, in fact, were composed
within a few months of each other in 1929 and 1930. In As I Lay Dying,
as in the story of the Compsons, Faulkner used a single family, though
from a different social class, explored again sibling c o d i c t for the
mother's love, maternal betrayal and faulty parenting, and the substitutions made for the loss of love. Both novels are also concerned
with the nature and limitations of verbal communication and verbal
fictions. Sanctuay goes in a different direction, but one also leading
out from The Sound and the Fury. Faulkner again considers man's
search for a blissful state of wholeness that has been lost, a sanctuary,
a refuge. He explores the myth of virginity, the fear of sexuality, the
dichotomy in which women are either madonna/virgins or sexual objects. Both a personal fantasy for Horace and a social fiction in Jefferson,
such a dichotomy is symptomatic of the dream of lost bliss, which is of
course not really lost because it never existed. The myth provides a
safe simplification against the complications of a sexual world, a changing world, a corrupt world; and it also helps destroy threats which
are reminders that corruption is not external but truly in one's own
self and community. Secondly, in Sanctuary Faulkner provides an explicit social dimension intersecting with his personal and psychological
themes. Through both the story of Temple Drake and the humorous
1 Albert Guerard argues that Faulkner converts his own basin misogyny into
successful art. See "The Misogynous Vision as High Art: Faulkner's Sancfuary,"
Southern Review, 12 (1976), 215-231. A recent discussion of the bleakness of
Faulkner's vision is James E. Miller, Jr., "Sanctuary: Yoknapatawphds Waste Land,"
in Zndioidual and Community: Variations on a T h e m in American Fiction, ed.
K . H. Baldwin and D. K. Kirby (Durham: Duke Univ. Press, 1975), pp. 137-159.
Miller relates the humor in the novel to the horror.
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chapters on Miss Reba and the Snopeses, Faulkner expands the conflicts beyond the familial parameters of his previous books. At the same
time, however, Sanctuanj also develops further certain familial patterns.
Of all Faulkner's works this one seems most to move outside of such
contexts. Brothels, bootleggers, and cornrpt politicians are another world
from decaying genteel families or even struggling yeoman families.
Anxieties felt by the main characters, however, particular losses and
reactions experienced by each, ultimately do go back to familial relationships. Almost every major character in the story is either deprived
of one home and searching for another, or is retreating to some variety
of parent-figure or fantasy-substitute, Faulkner also draws parallels
between domestic and social corruption, violence, and loss.
Horace Benbow at the beginning is in flight-like Huckleberry
Finn-from an uncomfortable domestic situation. He is trying to return
to that idyllic childhood home where, he remembers, he and Narcissa
happily spent so many years. Though forty-three not thirteen, he is
actually much like Huck, unwilling to grow up, fleeing social confinement, and searching for origins. Huck supposedly lights out for the
territory, but his real thrust is temporal not spatial, back to a time before a boy in his area had to be "sivilized." Horace, like Huck, meets
up in his flight with all sorts of evil, cruelty, and conuption, and is
also an ineffectual protector of a social outcast who is a victim of injustice. Just as Huck ends up at a place, the Phelps Farm, very much
like the one he fled, Horace will return at the end, tail between his
legs, to the unsatisfactory domestic life he fled.=
By the end of Flags in the Dust Horace is somewhat like the author
himself. A sensitive man of artistic impulses married to a divormk who
brings a step-daughter to the marriage, he is adusting to bourgeois life.
In Horace's case, however, the step-child is a cmcial part of the arrangement, for in this house would be both kinds of female, creating the
desired wholeness: Belle, the object of his lust, and Little Belle, the
pure virgin. Horace's unhappiness is to learn that reality has no such
neat abstract categories, that his pigeon-holes for women do not suffice,
that "evil" is not an entity that can be separated from the processes
of normal human existence but rather a word that describes aspects of
the processes and may be inseparable from a relative point of view.
As Sanctuary opens, Horace confronts evil in its starkest formPopeye. Like Satan aggressively observing new entrants into Hell, he
is enough the stock villain to establish the fictive nature of this world.
Despite all the commentary on naturalism or realism in Sanctuary,
2 The implicit identification of Gowan with Horace is also significant. Both are
with Narcissa, and find in Temple
ineffectual. Both are frustrated in relat~onshi~s
a kind of substitute. In the future Gavin Stevens replaced Horace as the talkative
intellectual in F a u h e ~ ' fiction.
s
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Faullaer emphatically draws attention to the fictionality of this novel,
which is more a pessimistic moral fable than a realistic novel. He opens
with a grotesque character in an allegorical situation that lasts "for two
hours." He continues with exaggerated descriptions, bizarre occurrences,
and extreme behavior; but yet, as in so many novels, he combines nonrealism wth realism to create a special intermediate space not limited
by the parameters of verisimilitude but not reassuringly safe from
reality like romance. Horace is Everyman entering upon an allegorical
experience with Evil hut learning it cannot be so abstractly externalized.
When Horace walks with Popeye to the Frenchman's Place he sees
Ruby Lamar. In .spite of the circumstances he promptly creates a fantasy
centering on her: "You are young yet. . . . You have your whole life
before you" (16-17).3 Only then does he notice she has a child; but
before long, in another fantasy, he is quixotic protector of this damsel
in distress. Meanwhile he has loquaciously confessed to the gathered
bootleggers his reasons for running away. Ostensibly he has left Belle
because she forces him to fetch shrimp every Friday from the depot,
a reminder of his fignrative castration. He also leaves, however, because
of Little Belle.' Although he first envisions her as a pure little girl, each
spring the grape arbor and hammock becomes fused in his mind with
the growing Little Belle, whose 'voice would be like the munnur of the
wild grape itself" (13). When she introduces new boy friends to Horace
she does so condescendingly: Paul, "'It's just Horace'.
And I
couldn't have felt any more foreign to her flesh if I had begot it myself."
Four days earlier he rebukes her for picking up a college boy on a train.
She retaliates, "'What business is it of yours who comes to see me?
You're not my father. You're just-just-.
. . . You're a fine one to
talk about finding things on the train1 You're a fine onel Shrimp!
Shrimp!"' (14). She apologizes, but too late as Horace watches her
dissimulation in the mirror.
Horace feels betrayed by change and progress, which he associates
with that mirror revealing the truth and with the Mississippi land which
has been transformed into cash and dollars. He cannot even find "a
hill to lie on for a while" that would be for him a sanctuary. So, finding
a rouge rag behind Belle's mantel, he retreats to Jefferson, to his childhood home. The old house is barren and empty, kept from sale by
Horace in a pathetic attempt to retain the possibility of returning to

...

3

All references to the novel are to the Vintage Books Edition (New York,

1958).
4 Parallel actions in the opening chapters am rarely discussed by critics. In
the first two chapters Horace figuratively brings Little Belle to Goodwin's still by so
obsessively discubsing her. After a transitional chapter ill the Sartoris house with
Gowan cuurting Narcissa while Horace looks on, Gowan carries Temple to the Old
Frenchman's place. The lines of the novel's action are thereby established. The endings are also parallel-Horace's pathetic telephone canvenation with Little Belle
and Temple's bored yawn, by her father, in the Luxembourg Gardens.
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childhood; hut of course he cannot go home again. Narcissa, as blandly
serene as ever, has a son of her own and no need to mother her brother.
So he turns to another fantasy, involving Ruby Lamar and Lee Goodwin.
Horace would prefer to bring Ruby to his own childhood home,
and thereby reestablish a lost world of mother-child love. On the other
hand, he is ambivalent and like Narcissa recognizes the threat Ruby
and Goodwin represent to a serene world. Wilfully blind to the argument that an expensive city lawyer would have a better chance to free
Goodwin, Horace seems as bent on Lee's destruction as his salvation.
Like Quentin Compson he argues himself into a comer; but the Horaces,
like the Jasons, can rationalize their self-destructive impulses and thereby
displace injury onto another, as the romantic self-enclosed Bayards and
Quentins cannot. The self-fulfilled prophecy of his own failure behind
him, Horace returns to the only home left him-with Belle--but not
having learned much. The pathetic final telephone call to his wild stepdaughter is a reminder of that, as surely as Taliaferro's final call in
Mosquitoes indicates he has learned nothing.
Horace begins in search of a Little Belle who does not exist.
Then he substitutes a quest to restore the lost Narcissa. He discovers
a second substitute, Ruby, whose reality is far from his fantasy. Tilting
at windmills to help her and her family, he finally undertakes a search
for Temple Drake. On this quest he is forced to face an unpleasant
truth about Little Belle and himself; unfortunately, he has limited
ability to assimilate the facts of life. He perceives his world in accordance
with his own fantasies, not external objects of his senses. As in Faulkner's
other novels, knowledge is not separable from the perceiving subjecthis personality, past, and fantasies. Sanctuary pessimistically extends
this theme to a cultural level. Because of basic human drives, natural
self-interests and the will to survive, and also such cognitive relativism, "injustice" and "conuption" are not only predictable but natural.
Anything validatively "true" about Lee or Ruby or Temple is finally
not as "true" as their function in the cultural fictions and fantasies of
their socia1 world.
Narcissa and her fellow guardians of respectability hound Ruby
Lamar &st out of the private dwelling, then out of the public, out of
every sanctuary so that her only refuges are the jail and the cabin of a
feeble-minded woman. They are partners to the lynch mob, even if
Aunt Jenny insists the mob are "just Baptists." Narcissa forbids her
brother to associate with people so disreputable as Ruby and Lee; but
Horace is almost willingly led to failure. Whereas Horace attaches
himself to words and a fantasy divorced from reality, Narcissa disregards the noble words but creates and controls a fixed social matrix
to which she brooks no threat. Despite her protests of respectability,
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Narcissa like Temple Drake is motivated not by morality but by a drive
to control, to have power over the world around her.
As Narcissa dominates the men of her world, Temple thrives on
manipulating college boy, townie, Tommy, and Red. She causes at least
three deaths and still at the end has her father. But if Temple is like
Narcissa she is identified with Little Belle. In nausea after returning
from Memphis, Horace "gave over and plunged forward and struck the
lavatory and leaned upon his braced arms while the shucks set up a
terrific uproar between her thighs" (216). Repulsed superficially by
what Temple reports and the association of it in his mind with his stepdaughter, Horace fantasizes the violation of the two become one with
himself in a suggestively compromising position. The girl, Temple-Belle,
is ^bound naked on her back on a flat car moving at speed through a
The car shot bodily from the tunnel in a long upward
black tunnel.
slant." In addition to the common associations of such an image, it is
s i g d c a n t that Horace had left home because his step-daughter had
picked up a man on the train. Horace slides between references to
Temple and Little Belle (Narcissa too) without transition (161); and
again the photograph-"the pale whisper of her white dress, of the
delicate and urgent mammalian whisper of that curious flesh which he
had not begot and in which appeared to be vatted delicately some
seething sympathy with the blossoming grape"-calls to mind "a kind
of quiet horror and despair." The face is "suddenly older in sin than
he would ever be." The sexual truths of what Horace learns about
Temple, suspects about Little Belle, and fears about himself both repulse and attract him: attract because to possess the daughter-figure in
this way would be to create with her a timeless two-person world,
repulse because sex is the agent of change and denier of the possibility
of such a world.
Temple in the original draft had not been so important a character.
In a significant revision Faulkner reduced Aunt Jenny's role and expanded Temple's, reduced the importance of the Sartoris home and emphasized the story of the lost Mississippi coed. Temple is an extension
of Miss Quentin Compson, and a more cynical version of the epicene
teenager going back to Pat Robyn, Cecily Saunders, and Wrennie
Martin of "The Big Shot." Actually she is Faulkner's final version of
the epicene "heroine," a type of young woman that haunted his early
imagination. She and Little Belle are the last two teenage girls of their

...

6 The typescript of 'The Big Shot" is at the Alderman Library in Charlottesville. I appreciate the help offered by the staff in the Manuscript and Rare Book
Roams there. Now, of course, the story is available in Joseph Blotner, ed. Uncollected
Stories of William Faulkne~(New York: Random House, 1979). For discussion of
Faulkner's revisions, see Joseph Blotner, Faulkner: A B i o g r a p h ~ (New Yark:
Random House, 1974), I, 675.
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class to appear in Faulkner's novels, at least until Linda Snopes emerges.
At the same time Faulkner was ridding himself of a personal obsession,
however, he was also satirizing a cultural myth. At times seen as a
vindictive portrait of the young Estelle Oldham who deserted Faulkner
in 1918, Temple may well be the last version of that '%etrayal."R
Her first appearances-running into the waiting car of a "townie" and
swirling around the college dance floor-also locate her in the convention of the 1920s flapper drawn by John Held and Scott Fitzgerald.
Red hair and bold painted mouth, cool predatory glances and wan
gestures, she would seem to owe her conception even more to Zelda
Sayre, another Southern belle whose father was a judge, than to Estelle
Oldham. This portrayal of a sentimental middle-class ideal as seEsh
bitch, for whose purity men are killed and women like Ruby Lamar
abused, says farewell to an age as clearly as "Babylon Revisited" and
A Farewell to A r m do; and, as in those stories, the cultural theme is
closely intertwined with personal anxieties and concerns.
Temple Drake, though selfish and irresponsible, is nonetheless an
innocent and a victim also. She has the innocence that is identical to
ignorance; she is a victim because she gets in over her head in a strange
situation. She accommodates herself, however, and illustrates the paradoxical but natural tie between innocencelignorance and evil, which
Twain had so insistently dramatized in "The Man That Corrupted
Hadleyburg." Temple is also, like Horace, another ironic Huck Finn.
A good-bad girl fleeing confinement in a dormitory known as "the Coop,"
she goes off in search of adventure. Whereas Horace is-seeking an edenic
sanctuary, she seems to be looking for experience. In effect, however,
the quests of these two children of judges are similar; they intersect
and both characters return to a domestic situation that is the best their
world can offer them. Belle is the closest Horace will come to the idyll
Horace imagines with the mother/sister figure. Temple begins in fight
from a "Coop" in which her fathedjudge has placed her and, after a
bizarre experience with a grotesque father-substitute, returns to that
father. The novel concludes with a "honeymoon" between father and
daughter, after an extended nuptial experience with surrogatesPopeye
as father-protector, Red as lover-substitute, and Horace as father-con6 The novel, begun prior to the maniage, was finished during the least unhappy
part of the marriage. It was finished before, but published after, the death of
I?aolkneis infant daughter Alabama. Horace's desire to keep his step-daughter an
unaltered child 9.i lilie Quentin's wish for a timeless sanctuary with only his mother
and himself, or his sister and himself. It is also not unlike Faulkner's own desire
later to hold Jill in childhood, to continue the girlhood Easter egg hunts into adoIcscence, to dote on her in ways more appropriate to a younger daughter. See
Blo:ner, Fntr!kner, I, 1228. Also consider Sanctuary, p. 16: "'When you many your
own wife, you start off from scratch . . . maybe scratching. When you many somebody else's wife, you start off maybe ten years behind, from somebody else's scratch
and scratching.' "
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fessor. Even Temple's perjury at the trial, while dramatically confusing,
is psychologically clear in terms of the substitution of Lee, the man she
had wanted to violate her virginity, for Popeye, the man who did and
yet could not.
The entire sequence at the Old Frenchman's place is a bizarre
ritual of deflowering the chosen virgin with even a corncob to celebrate
the pagan rite. The virgin's protectors in this elaborate ballet, Gowan
and Tommy and Lee, are ineffectual; but then they feel the same desire.
Tommy feels that hot "acute surge" within him as he curses "durn them
fellers"; and Ruby b o w s that Lee is not really protecting the girl, but
just wants to "finish the trick" himself. The sequence reflects the situation
in Jefferson, where the guardians of morality externalize, and if possible
drive out, an "evil" that is really within themselves.
Temple, of course, arouses the men's lust instead of escaping.
Flitting back and forth, she runs to the boundaries of house and grounds
but returns each time of her own volition. Unable to pray to God the
father, she can merely whimper, "My father's a judge," again indicating
her association of paternal protection with sexual challenge.? She actually plans no more than a half-hearted and coy defense against sex
with the father-figure of the house; hut instead of the virile Lee Goodwin, the impotent Popeye violates her.
When assaulted, Temple seems not to know what has hit her. Her
energy is expended on fantasies. As later reconstructed for Horace, the
episode consists only of the bedroom scenes from the night before.
Temple imagines herself a boy, a queen in a chastity belt, a bride in a
coffin, a middle-aged schoolmistress, and an old man with a long white
beard. All contradict impending intercourse, but none describes her
sexual attitnde. First, all are consciously and deliberately created postures, described, in the brothel, "in one of those bright, chatty monologues
which women can carry on when they realise that they have the center
of the stage; suddenly Horace realised that she was recounting the experience with actual pride, a sort of naive and impersonal vanity, as
though she were making it up" (209). It is a made-up posture, whether
on the spot or in retrospect. Secondly, between such images she recounts both her taunting challenges to Popeye to touch her, or else
reveal his cowardice, and repeated reminders of her father's position.
The anti-sexual images suggest that the desired relationship is taboo,
7 In telling the story of her own father's murder of boyfriend Frank, Ruby
anticipates the killing by Popeye, the substitute father, of fist Tommy, Temple's
ineffectual protector, and then Red, as well as Judge Drake's complicity in Goodwin's death when he carries Temple out of tho courtroom. The story of Ruby and
Fmnk is also slightly suggestive of Blotuer's description of F a u h e r going to Lemuel
O!clham to seek Estelle's hand in marriage and failing. See Blotner, Faulkner, I, 194,

019-620.
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just as her father's judgeship is a reminder of the figure who punishes
transgressions.
Throughout these Memphis scenes, Faulkner's inversions suggest
that not the professional prostitutes but the respectable virgins may be
corrupt. Though the violation of Temple may warrant a lynching, she
and Narcissa and Gowan and their ilk are the real problem. Miss Reba's
brothel, like Goodwin's still, exists in response to middle- and upperclass demands. Sanctzmry is in part a satire on prohibition and similar
sexual laws and mores, centered upon the alcoholic and sexual drives
of Gowan and Temple respectively. Miss Reba's home, like Ruby Lamar's,
would be happier without the damages wrought by intruders like
Temple. Reba, to be sure, has her own fantasy of a lost past, a parody
of the others. She recreates her relationship with the late Mr. Binford
by means of two dogs. When drunk and reminiscing she hurls furniture
and crockery at them as she once had at her beloved. Sober she has
sense enough to live in a real present.
Virgil Snopes and Fonzo, coming to Memphis for barber school,
by a humorous series of mistakes become tenants in her brothel. Hicks
from the provinces, they make elaborate excuses to keep their respectable
landlady from learning they have gone out to sin. They could have had
it all 'at home"; hut like the respectable Jefferson residents of whom
they are a parody, they cannot see "evil" under their own roof but go
elsewhere to find it. They are harmless, but not so innocuous is their
relative Clarence, who exploits the "evil" in Memphis to. his own
advantage and makes trouble for Reba in the process. As elected
Senator and ambitious politician, Clarence is also a commentary on
Judge Drake. Like Popeye, a voyeur, he looks through keyholes to
make his profit. Horace pays for the information, and so does the
Memphis lawyer. Since Horace generally meets Clarence on a train,
be cannot avoid associating him with the general image of sexual
corruption connected in his mind with the railroad. Miss Reba must
forbid Clarence entry just as when she learns the truth about Popeye
she must evict him. Brothels like respectable towns must exercise
proprieties and banish violators: "Me trying to run a respectable house,
. . . and him trying to turn it into a peep show. . . A young man
spending his money like water on girls and never going to bed with
one. It's against nature" (248). Her home must be regular enough for
Myrtle to bring along Uncle Bud. He is protected by the circle of
madams just as little Bory Sartoris is sheltered by Narcissa and her
church 1adies.s

.

R The brothel is only half the Memphis scene; the Grotto is the other half. A
spcnkeasy designed as a cavern, it is another false sanctuary. Revolving around the
crzp table, the bar, and Temple's lust, the scenes there dramatize elementary human
drives that can either foster conuption or be managed in humane ways. There is
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As Lee and Ruby are pariahs and scapegoats in Jefferson, Popeye
must be excluded from Miss Reba's-for sins reprehensible to her world.
When he dies, it is because he is in position to serve a certain function
in some small-town jail not because of anything validatively b e .
Throughout the novel Popeye's significance has shifted from the d e gorical to the literal level as the meaning of "evil" has been transformed,
as "evil" has changed from abstract entity to functional aspect of all
human communities. As character rather than symbol, Popeye is also the
betrayed child, physically crippled by syphilitic conception, deserted
before birth by his strike-breaking father and later by a thieving stepfather. His caretaker is a pyromaniac grandmother who teaches him
his first compensation, setting fires in the house before he learns, at four,
to walk and talk. His mother's wish is to lose her child (she leaves
him in a car) or have him perish in the major codagration which
she herself could have set as easily as the grandmother. By the time
Popeye is five he has graduated to mutilation of live birds and cats,
before an institutional period teaches him to mask cruelty in respectability so as to avoid reprisal. Unable physically to enjoy sex or alcohol,
he succeeds by exploiting these drives in others to his own self-aggrandizement.
Popeye's bmtal treatment of Temple is his final compensatory
revenge against the mother, his ambivalence toward whom surfaces
in his annual visits to her in Pensacola and deceitful tales of his successful career as a hotel clerk. Popeye is Jason Compson in caricature,
avenging himself by means of cruelty to the sexual sister/daughter for
both his inadequate sexuality and his social failure. In an unpublished
story, "The Big Shot," Popeye had been a gunman under the ambitious
bootlegger-contractor Dal Martin and the driver of the car that kills
Martin's daughter. By using Popeye independently of Martin in Sun*
tuay, Faulkner can turn him into the perverse father-figure for Temple
and also a foil for Horace, who would reestablish an edenic sanctuary
with Little Belle as Popeye would destroy the sanctuary-temple. His
fantasy of childhood is hellish, the inverse of Horace's; there is nothing
to regain, only to destroy. His visits to mother are like Horace's retreat
to Narcissa and Reba's canine fantasy; but whereas those are returns
to an idyll, Popeye's trips are annual refuelings for his compensatory
~ i o l e n c e .Like
~
Horace he does procure an adopted daughter. I n a
pattern like Jason and Caroline raising Miss Quentin, he and Reba
&ally, however, not enough control of the revelry there even for a funeral to be
conducted. The co5n in the dance hall, the black pall on the crap tahle are upset
so that participants can get on with the games.
3 See Joanne V. Creighton, "Self-Destructive Evil in Sanctuary," TwmOieth
Century Literature, 18 (1972), 259-270. On Faulltneis handling of Popeye also
see T. H. Adamowsld, 'Taulkner's Popeye: The 'Otherr as Self," Canadian Review
of American Studies, 8 ( 1977), 36-51.
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become parents to Temple. He guards her confinement (as part of his
compensation) as Jason does Quentin's (necessary to his financial compensation). In kidnapping Temple, moreover, he can both exalt the
woman through lavish purchases and debase her through crude sex and
sadistic beatings. Although Popeye is hardly Faulkner himself, h e does
perhaps represent Faulkner's most extreme characterization of bitter
compensation for female betrayal. The obsessive concern in his fiction of
this period with distorted mother-son and father-daughter relationships
suggests an overwhelming concern with betrayal, just as the motifs of
impotence and castration, emphasized by critics as separated in time
as Lawrence Kubie and John Irwin, reflect a preoccupation with fantasies
of power and fears of helplessness and failure.'" Faulkner's own denigration of the novel, in fact, indicates an effort to detach himself from
a work that in its brutality ova-extended the hostile, as against the
compassionate, aspect of his ambivalence toward self and family.
loLawrence S. Kubie, "William Fanher's Sanctuay: An Analysis,"
Review of Literuture. October 20, 1934, pp. 218, 224226; John Irwin, Doubli a
Incest/Repdltion and Revenge (Baltimore: Johns Hopkins Univ. Press, 1
~78.
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HISTORY AT NORTH STAR
The stony field was never fanned
and this town failed, in the hills
its twisted timber never felled, schoolmarm
forked and useless, digger pines reaching
every way but straight. It's something
in the hearhvood starts the grain to
spiral and lean.

the music is ended
the dancing is over
surrender ymw partner
the moon is gone down
In her yard the hollow elm is a tunnel
to the sky; a pair of pack rats nest
in the roots, an earring casually left
tarnished at the burrow mouth.

the music is ending
the dancers are weary
reach for your partner
the moon in ymsr eyes
It's the female spider weaves,
spiral of hunger spanning any
opening in the wind-winterkill
branch, doorway without a door.
And it's the old man breaks
the web unknowing late on a
quiet visit to the empty rooms.
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the music is ooer
the dance nearly ended
look to your partner
the moon goes now
But the north star never sets,
is always there even at dawn
when it's too light to see.
They said they'd never be hack,
yet snow begins billowing
to HI the empty web,
constellation of the moment here
like breath on the frozen pane,
or what the old man sees at the end
of Main-North Star burned in mind.

the mwic is ended
the dancing is ooer
m n d e r your partner
the moon is gone down
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ADDIE BUNDREN'S EYES
AND
THE DIFFERENCE THEY MAKE
ROBERTJ. Kmss
And since you know you cannot see yourself
So well as by reflection, I your glass
Will modestly discover to yourself
That of yourself which you yet know not of.
Shakespeare, Julius Caesar
Edmund Volpe, in his consideration of William Faulkner's As I
Lay Dying, hesitates little in declaring the theme of the novel to be
the "individual's awareness of his own identity. The theme, simply
stated, presents the mystery of 'I Am' against the unfathomable state
of 'I Am Not,' 'I was."'l Volpe derives his thesis principally from
Darl's preoccupation with his own existence as revealed in those lengthy
philosophical soliloquies which have driven commentators to distraction.
He maintains, moreover, as have others, that Addie, too, lacks identity,
that "her sexual frustration manifests itself as a need to achieve a sense
of identity, feel the reality of being alive, by a total immersion of her
identity in the identity of another person" (132). Volpe does not, however, show the relationship between the two lacks, that of the mother
and that of the son.
Irving Howe, in what is not otherwise a psychological interpretation
of the novel, provides this crucial connection when he observes that
"in their struggle for self-definition, her sons discover that to answer
the question Who am I? they must first consider, What was my mother
and how did she shape meY2 As psychologists know, mothers shape
their sons, confer on them an identity in many ways, but probably the
first way is merely by gazing at them. By means of the simple act of
looldng, mothers begin to create the identity of the neonate; the eye,
therefore, is all-important.
SigniEcantly, several critics have noticed the prevalence of eye
imagery in As I Lay Dying, Melvin B a c h a n counting over Hty references a and Peter Swiggart claiming that Faulkner uses the image to
"illustrate the basic distinct emphasis throughout tlle novel between
the outer world of human action and the inner sphere of self-conscions
e m ~ t i o n . "Joseph
~
Reed, too, follows this line of reasoning, believing
1 Edmund

Volpe, A Readeis Guide to William Faulkner (New York: F m r ,

S a w and Girowr, 1964), p. 132. All subsequent references are to this edition.
2 Irving Howe, William Faulkner: A Critical Study (New York: Random House,
1951). p. 132.
3

Melvin Backman, Faulkner: The Major Y e m (Bloomington: Indiana Uni-

versity, 19GO), p. 61. All subsequent references are to this edition.
4 Peter Swiggart, The Art of Faulkneis Nooek (Austin: University of Texas,
1962), pp. 127-28.
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that "seeing, looking at, watching, of course, relate directly to the insideroutsider, objective-st~bjectivequestioning." "dr6
Bleikasten, however,
goes much further, declaring eyes the central symbol: ". . The language
of thc eyes obviously engages Faulkner's interest more than any other.
I t is in their look that the characters' secret lives are concentrated,
their hopes and anxieties disclosed, and it is primarily through their eyes
that they communicate with one another." a "Everything happens as if
the eyes had taken over from the other senses" (71). "A look can become
a weapon of formidable power; it can lay bodies and souls bare, cutting to the quick, probing into the best-kept secrets. Yet if it is most
often an inshument of defense or aggression, it can also be a privileged
means of understanding and communication" (72).
If eyes are so significant in this novel in which the sons' identities
are shaped by a dominant, domineering mother, it might b e possible
to find a relation between the two, eyes and identity, with Faulkner
intuitively exploiting the imagery to substantiate his theme. Fortunately,
modem depth psychology, and particularly the work of Erik Erikson
and Margaret Mahler, provides the means to do so.
Identity, psychologically speaking, has been thoroughly investigated
in our time by the eminent analyst, Erik Erikson. Although all of his
writings are intimately concerned with the problems of identity, it is
in "Identity and the Life Cycleni that he has distilled their essence.
Personal identity, he says, "is based on two simultaneous observations:
the immediate perception of one's self-sameness and continuity in time;
and the simultaneous perception of the fact that others recognize one's
sameness and continuity. What I propose to call ego identity concerns
more than the mere fact of existence, as conveyed by personal identity;
it is the ego quality of this existence" (23). And further, the

.

sense of ego identity, then, is the accrued confidence that one's
ability to maintain inner sameness and continuity (one's ego in the
psychological sense) is matched by the sameness and continuity of
one's meaning for others. Thus, self-esteem, con6rmed at the end
of each major crisis, grows to be a conviction that one is learning
effective steps toward a tangible future, that one is developing a
defined personality within a social reality which one understands.
The growing child must, at every step, derive a vitalizing sense of
reality from the awareness that his individual way of mastering ex5

Joseph W. Reed, Jr., Failknois Nawative (New Haven: Yale University,

1973), p. 95.

Bleikasten, Fnulkneh "As I Lay Dyind', trans. Roger Little (Bloomingreferences are to this edition.
7 Erik H. Erikson, "Identity and the Life Cycle," Psychological Issues, Monograph 1 (New York: International Universities Press, 19591, Volume 1, Number 1.
a An&

ton: Indiana

University, 1973), p. 70. All a11,sequent
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perience is a succecsful variant of the way other people around
him master experience and recognize such mastery. (89)
The first step the growing child takes is only a metaphorical one,
of course, that of opening his eyes and beginning to perceive the world
around him. That world, for the neonate, is, in one word, mother.
Ideally the infant learns basic tmst from the consistency, continuity,
and sameness of care provided by the mother. Mother, once an outer
predictability, shortly bccomes an inner certainty, a sense that the
world is a good place where one's needs are provided for. "Hopefully,"
as Robert Coles has put it, "the infant is held and fcels held, craves
food and finds his appetites satisfied, looks and sees in return his mother's
eyes."
It is in the mother's eyes, then, that we find the link to identity,
for it is in their reflection that one seeks confirmation of one's existence,
the initial sense not "of who I am but that I am." Margaret Malder's
research with infants has shown that the symbiotic relationship between
mother and child is "optimal when the mother naturally permitted the
young infant to face her-that is, permitted and promoted eye contact,
especially while nursing (or bottle-feeding) the infant, or singing or
talking to him. This brings to mind that Freud (1895) thought 'masses
in motion' to be the first percept; we now know that the hunuzn face
(en face) in motion is the first meaningful percept and is the memory
engram that elicits the unspecific, so-called social mile."^
The infant, it would appear, finds himself literally mirrored in
his mother's eyes and apparently constructs a series of connected notions:
(1) the infant-child in the mother's eyes (that is, the actually observed
reflection); (2) the infant-child in the mother's eyes (that is, as she
sees him); ( 3 ) the primitive self-observation, the earliest mirror of self;
and ( 4 ) the gradually developing Fense of reality-what I really am,
as compared with what the mirror tells or seems to tell of what is my
i d e ~ t i t y . "Optimal
~~
mirroring-the child gazing into the eyes of a
loving and accepting mother-aids him in consolidating his own identity
because it enables him both to see himself as a separate entity and to
realize the existence of a separate object out there, an "I" vs. a "not-I."
Poor mirroring, on the other hand, creates problems of a distinct nature.
Almost thirty years ago, Lawrance Thompson detailed thoroughly
the functions of mirror analogues in The Sotand and the Fury, which
appeared but one year before As I Lay Dying. In his consideration,
SR
t.
e.r.t. C o l e Erik H. Erikmn:
of
His Work (Boston: Atlantic.
.n.
~ ~ . ~The
.
. . Glnwth
~,
Little, Brown and Co., 1970). pp. 166-67.
0 Margaret S. Mahler and others, The Psychological Birth of the Huntan In*:
Sumbiosis and Zndividuntia (New York: Basic Books. 1975).. DD.
.. 45-46. All subsequent references are to this'edition.
10 Paula Elkisch, "The Psychological Significance of the Mirror," Joumnl of
the Ammicm Psrjchoonalytic Association, 5(1957), 241, n.9.
~

~

~
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he demonstrated how "Faulkner has adapted the ancient literary mirror
device and mirror principle to his own peculiar purposes, as a means
of reflecting various kinds of correspondences, antitheses, parallelisms,
analogues-even as a means of illuminating certain thematic concerns
which are implicit throughout the total action." l1 Thompson remarked,
as well, upon the persistent recurrence of eye imagery and the words
"eyes," "looking," and "seeing"; these he saw, however, as representing
"the analogue between simple physical vision and conscious moral
vision" (113). Although much the same might be said of As I Lay Dying,
I would like to show that, in addition to these, there is a demonsbahle
emotional vision (or blindness) prevalent in each of the novel's main
characters that Faulkner explicitly conveys through eyes and their functions. Addie's favorite, Jewel, offers a convenient departure point.
That Jewel is her prize, Faulkner reveals both in his name and
the event of the novel's opening paragraphs. Though Michael Millgate
correctly notes that Jewel's walking right through the cotton house as
Darl circles it on the worn path reveals "the rigidity of Jewel
opposed to the flexibility and circuitousness of Dar1,'"z h e fails to
observe something equally important. Though Darl is the second oldest
son, born soon after Cash and about ten years before Jewel, unlike the
brothers who precede and succeed him, he is absolutely unloved by his
mother-a fact which lies at the core of his problems. Faulkner symbolically delineates Addie's preference for Jewel and his succeeding to
an older brother's favored position when he has Darl note that "Although
I am fifteen feet ahead of him, anyone watching 11s from the cottonhouse can see Jewel's frayed and broken straw hat a full head above
my own."13 And, after each copes with the cottonhouse in his fashion,
"in single file and five feet apart and Jewel now in front, we go on up
the path toward the foot of the bluff' (4). Further, it is in this passage
through the cottonhouse that Faulkner introduces the eye imagery.
Here he has Darl observe of Jewel that "still staring straight ahead, his
pale eyes like wood set into his wooden face, he crosses the floor in
four sirides with the rigid gravity of a cigar store Indian .
(4).
The triple references to wood, in the eyes and the Indian, are the first
of a series of metaphors and similes that serve multiple purposes. One
of these, plainly, is to identify Jewel and Addie as being most closely
allied. Jewel, his eyes, or both are described as wooden in a t least
nine instances (4, 17, 18, 89, 97, 116, 156, 173, 221), and the images

...

. ."

1'Lawmnce Thompson, "Mil~or Analogues in Tlze Sound and the Fuw,"
Faulkner, ed. Robert Penn Warren (Englewood ClSFs, N. 1.: Prentice-Hall, 1966).
p. 109. All subsequent references are to this edition.
1 2 Michael Millgate, The Achievement of William Faulkner (New York: Random
House, 1903), p. 105.
1" William FauUmer, As I Lay D~ling (New York: Vintage, 1930), p. 3. An
subsequent references are to this edition.
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Faulkner chooses to characterize Addie on her deathbed link her distinctly to this, her favorite. Cora Tull observes, for example, that "under
the quilt she makes no more of a hump than a rail would
(8).
Jewel himself remembers "her hands laying on the quilt like two of
them roots dug up .
(14). And Dr. Peabody notes that 'beneath
the quilt she is no more than a bundle of rotten sticks" (43). It is
noteworthy that Faulher never describes any other member of the
family in metaphors of wood with the exception of Cash, who, if he
is not loved by Addie, is apparently at least not hated. After he is
pulled from the river, half-drowned, his leg re-broken in the semisuccessful crossing, Darl labels him, lying on the bank, as "pole-thin
in his wet clothes" (149). Significant, too, in this regard is Cash's
inevitable association with wood, since he is the builder of the co5n
in which Addie is trnndled about, and is repeatedly called a "fine
carpenter" (4, 15, 23) by both family and friends.
In all, nine of the sixteen eye metaphors referring to Jewel speak
explicitly of wood. The remainder refer to other hard, often white,
materials: "marbles" (94), "pieces of a broken plate" (120), "bleached
clips" (138), "bone-white" (178), "marble" (181). Two anomalous
similes stand out: "His eyes look like spots of white paper pasted on a
high small football" (203) and
his eyes in which the glare swims
like two small torches" (208). Perhaps the first egregious simile must
reinain forever a mystery, but the exceptional nature of the second can
be explained by its being understood literally. The glare is the actual
reflection of the fire Darl has set to bum Gillespie's barn and his mother's
corpse within, and the image is reality as Darl describes it-mirrored
in another's eyes.
Jewel is further identified with Addie in having, like her, only a
single monologue in the series of 6fty-nine that make up the hook.
In it he blatantly discloses his feelings for his mother in the brief
fantasy with which it terminates. Sick of everybody's waiting for Addie's
impending death and angry at the sound of Cash's adze hewing the
cof6n wood, he protests, "It would just be me and her on a high hill
and me rolling the rocks down the hill faces and teeth and all by God
until she was quiet and not that goddamn adze going one lick less. One
lick less and we could be quiet" (15). Remarkable in this is the son's
sexual possessiveness toward his mother expressed in violent terms.
Olga Vickery has noted how his fantasy appears to impel, if not compel, Jewel's actions thereafter: "He imagines the two of them defiantly
and violently isolated from the world and its interference. Most of
Jewel's subsequent actions are, in effect, attempts to make this fantasy
a reality and so to claim exclusive possession of Addie."14

. . ."

. ."

". . .

14 Olga Vickery, The NooeIs of WilNam Faulkner (Baton Rouge: LSU Press,
1Q59),p. 60. All subsequent references are to this edition.
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Backmau, too, observes that "the love between Addie and Jewel
was the central fact of Addie Bundren's life. The children born before
and after Jewel, with the possible exception of Cash, figured much
less in her emotional life'' (59). Copious textual evidence demonstrates
this, from the comments of people outside the family-though Cora
Tull bizarrely misunderstands (23)-to Addie's own description of
Jewel's difficult birth. 'With Jewel-I lay by the lamp, holding up my
own head, watching him cap and suture it before he breathed-the
wild blood boiled away and the sound of it ceased. Then there was
only the milk, warm and calm, and I lying calm in the slow silence,
getting ready to clean my own house" (168). The pacific tone of these
last few words contains all the tenderness Addie displays in her long,
bitter diatribe against life and love, and the breastfeeding and mirroring here contrast sharply with what she has just revealed about her
other two older sons: ". . . I refused my breast to Cash and Darl after
their time was up . . ." (167).
Virtually all commentators have acknowledged Jewel's relationship
to his treasured horse to be a displacement of his attempt to possess
his mother. Vickery, for example, declares that after Jewel is forced to
trade his horse, his feeling returns to Addie, and he thus does not rescue
her coffin from the river, but does from the fire (61). Addie, of course,
knows that this favorite son will be her staunchest defender even after
her death, and in her ambiguous reference, when speaking with Cora
Tull, to "He [who] will save me from the water and the Ere" (160),
she proclaims Jewel her only salvation. Faulkner has prepared the
reader for this declaration and indeed for these specific hazards. He
describes Addie's eyes only four times, each an instance of either fire
or water: "Her eyes are like two candles when you watch them gutter
down into the sockets of candle-sticks" (8); her eyes touch ". . like
the stream from a hose touches you, the stream a t the instant of impact . .
(43); "Her eyes look like lamps blaring up just before the
oil is gone" (44); "her eyes . . . the two flames glare up for a steady
instant. Then they go out as though someone had leaned down and
blown upon them" (47). With this last image, the mirror of her eyes
darkens forever.
As he has with Addie, Faulkner continues this mode of characterization with the remaining members of the family whose eyes he
describes. (Neither Cash nor Vardaman is ever referred to with eye
imagery, though the latter seems obsessed with his fish's eyes, a matter
to be taken up shortly.) The first image used to refer to Anse, for
instance, comes from Tnll, who says, "His eyes look like pieces of
burnt-out cinder fixed in his face, looking out over the land" (30-31).
In this simile, the reader immediately recopizes the aptness, describing

.
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a weak, shiftless, toothless father dominated, driven, and cuckolded by
a bitter, vengeful wife. This wife herself, the first time she sees him
close up when he arivcs at the school house to propose, characterizes
him as ". . . driving his eyes at me like two hounds in a strange yard"
(163). Although the meaning of this image is unclear, it would seem
to indicate the anxiety Anse is trying desperately to control in confronting this remote woman with an offer of maniage.
Dewey Dell's eyes also, in the two references to them, tersely
depict both her and her plight. The first instance occurs just prior to
her intercourse with Lafe and the resultant pregnancy. In a sort of
dual metaphor, she indicates the mutual seduction of the cotton-picking
scene. "And we picked on toward the secret shade and our eyes would
drown together touching on his hands and my hands and I didn't say
anything" (26). Here, evidently, the drowning indicates the sexual
fusion and the loss of self within another, but, as well, her idenacation
through the symbol of water with her mother Addie. No other character's eyes but Addie's are referred to in water imagery. It is this fundamental identification with her mother and the latter's hatred of pregnancy and birth that explain Dewey Dell's irrational pursuit of an
abortion, even to the point of having intercourse with MacGowan, the
drugstore soda jerk, in a magical attempt to undo her state. Nowhere
in the novel does she ever offer a single reason for wanting to terminate
ber pregnancy. She is, after all, old enough to marry, perhaps past
prime by backwoods standards. Lafe may he unwilling, but we are
never told that, and, if he can raise ten dollars for the abortion in a
neighborhood where three dollars is the going price for a two-day trip
and the load of wood that Darl and Jewel fetch, he can probably afford
to support Dewel Dell in the manner to which she has been accustomed.
I t would appear, though, because of the identification with Addie-indeed, with Addie's death, she becomes maternal surrogatsshe will
pursue the abortion and brook no interference. This brings us to the
other reference to her eyes, made by Samson when he suggests delay
in their trip and consequently in Dewey Dell's reaching her goal: "If
her eyes had a been pistols, I wouldn't be talking now" (108-09).
That she is capable of violence we discover when, after Addie's burial,
she leaps on Darl first, for burning the barn, "scratching and clawing at
him like a wild cat" (227).
As mentioned, Faulkner makes no direct references to Vardaman's
eyes, though he does show the little boy's concern with the eyes of
the fish he catches. After throwing it to the ground, "'he turns it over,
the under side caked over with dust where it is wet, the eye coated over,
humped under the dirt" (29). And once again, "he turns it over with
his foot and prods at the eye-bump with his toe, gouging at it" (30).
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Faulkner describes the fish as being "gapmouthed, goggle-eyed, hiding
into the dust like it was ashamed of being dead .
(30). Because
this is the fish Vardaman will shortly identify with Addie (one of his
monologues consists solely of the five words "My mother is a fish" [79]),
it is probable that he is concerned about the imminent clouding of her
eyes, about his not being able to see eye to eye with her ever again,
as suggested by his attempt to prod the eye to life once more by nudging
it with his toe.
On Darl, the most troubled and least loved of the sons, we see
the lack of mirroring have its most drastic effects. Many of these are
evident in his incestuous attachment to Dewey Dell, the maternal
surrogate. "Like Addie, she faithfully fulfills the woman's role of caring
for the family";
"she is the mirror image of her mother"'" and
%belongs to Faulkner's mammalian fertility symbols." These are typical
of critics' views. Darl's mocking and denial of Dewey Dell, Leon Seltzer
has noted,l8 stem from Dewey Dell's likeness to Addie, i.e., that these
are Darl's attempts to defend against his need of and desire for Dewey
Dell as maternal surrogate. Irwin, too, observes l9 that F a u l h e r implies an incestuous attachment between, at least, these two siblings,
as with Quentin and Caddy in The Sound and the Fury. In his masterpiece on this subject, Dm Inzest-Motiv in Dichtung und Sage, Otto
Rank has pointed out that such brother-sister incestual attraction i s a
common substitute for child-parent incest: what the brother seeks in
his sister is his mother.20
This attraction-repulsion of Darl for Dewey Dell is easy enough
to demonstrate, going far beyond his little telescope with its "woman
and a pig with two backs and no face" (244). I t is clearest in the repeated references to Darl's eyes and the metaphor therein. In at least
five instances, his eyes are described as "full of the land" ( 2 5 ) , at one
point three times in one sentence by Anse (35). Here as elsewhere,
the land, the earth, is used as a maternal symbol with the implication
that Darl has eyes only for his mother. The signi6cance opens up with
Dewey Dell's disclosure of the way Darl looks at her as they near
New Hope: "The land runs out of Darl's eyes; they swim to pinpoints.
They begin at my feet and rise along my body to my face, and then

. ."

16 Sally R. Page, Faulkner's Women: Chnracterization and Meaning (Deland,
Florida: Everett/Edwards, 1972), p. 119.
16 David Williams, FaulknerS Women: The Myth and the Muse (Montreal:
McGill-Oueen's University Press, 1977). P. 110.
1 7 ~ieikasten,
p. 76.
'8 Leon Seltzer, "Narrative Fonction vs. Psychopathology: The Problem of
,Dad in As I Lag Dying,* Litmature and Psychology, 25, 2, (1975), 57.
1"ohn T . Irwin, Doubling and ZncestlRepatition and Revenge: A S g e c u I a t i ~
Read'ng o/ Fnulkner (Baltimore: Johns Hopkins, 1975), p. 53.
2oOtt0 Rank, Dm Inzest-Motio in Dichtung und Sage (Leipzig and Vie-:
Franz Deuticke, 1912), p. 465.
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my dress is gone: I sit naked . ." (115). Further, Darl allows himself
to entertain sexual fantasies about his sister at several points, but only
defensively. After the river crossing, as she maternally stoops and tends
the injured Cash, Darl says, "Squatting, Dewey Dell's wet dress shapes
for the dead eyes of three blind men those mammalian ludicrosities
which are the horizons and the valleys of the earth" (156). Despite the
mockery of Sudicrosities" and the denial of "dead" and "blind," the
image certainly implies Darl's universe is bounded by his sexual attraction to his sister-mother, particularly to her nnrturant breasts. Similarly,
at the outset of the journey as Dewey Dell mounts the wagon, Darl
sees 'Xer leg coming long from beneath her tightening dress: that lever
which moves the world; one of the calipers which measures the length
and breadth of life" (97-98). The cold precision of the geometrical
figure is obviously intended to empty the image of its sexual passion,
but the question still remains: What lies between the calipers' legs?
And the answer is still: a dewey dell. Moreover, like the breasts which
were the "horizons and valleys of the earth," the calipers here gauge
the farthest extent, the boundaries of Darl's interests and needs.
Because of these interests and needs, it becomes necessary to reexamine for a moment the references to Jewel and his eyes as "wooden."
Nine references to Jewel in this way appear, and with the sole exception
of 'one by Dewey Dell, all are made by Darl. Since Darl is the least
stable, least reliable of the multiple narrators, we must question whether
Jewel really is wooden or, as Edmund Volpe suggests, whether the
image actually reflects Addie's rejection .of DarLZ1 Although Volpe
doesn't use the psychological term "projection," he clearly intends it.
Darl, thus, rendered wooden, stiff, lifeless, by his lack of a nurtorant
mother, projects these unbearable qualities upon the favored son who
did receive whatever nurturance this disturbed mother was capable of
mustering.
Volpe sees, as well, in these references, and in Vardaman's identifying his mother with a fish and constantly redefining his relationships
("Jewel is my brother"), "the dependence upon emotional attachments
and upon the identity of others for our own sense of identity" (133).
That Faulkner knows this is particularly evident with Darl, who is
constantly questioning his identity (e.g., 76, 95) and states openly,
at one point, that he has had no mother and therefore has no identity:
"Then what is your ma, Darl?" [Vardarnan] said.
"I haven't got ere one," Darl said. "Because if I had one, it is was.
And if it was, it can't be is, Can it?"
"No," I said.
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"Then I am not," DarI said. "Am I?"
"No," I said.
I am. Darl is my brother.
"But you arc, Darl," I said.
"I know it," Darl said. "That's why I am not is. Are is too many
for one woman to foal."
(95)
Faulkner's intuitive understanding of the function of eyes in mirroring and the establishment of identity shows in many characters' repeated statements about Darl's "queer" eyes. Only halfway through
the ilovel does anyone disclose in what special way they are queer.
Then, Tull, at the riverside with the family, describes Darl. "He is
looking at me. He dont say nothing; just looks at me with them queer
eyes of hisn that makes folks talk. I always say it ain't never been what
he done so much or said or anything so much as how he looks at you.
It's like he had got to the inside of you, someway. Like somehow you
was looking a t yourself and your doings outen his eyes" (119). Here,
in the final sentence, is mirroring in miniature. It is significant that this
explanation should occur exactly at this point, since the results of the
crossing, in a way, symbolically recreate each son's relationship to the
mother.
Backman has observed (63) that Jewel emerges with the coEn,
that is, retains the mother for himself; Cash, who can't swim, jumps
for the horse and is dragged out by it, the mother substitute, to safety;
Darl, as is fitting, kies desperately to grasp and hold onto the coffin,
but comes out empty-handed, the mother lost to him yet once more.
Noteworthy in the river passage is not only the common symbolism
of water as mother, but of the water here as having specific characteristics: "The water was cold. I t was thick, like slush ice. Only it kind of
lived" (131); "I had not thought that water in July could be so cold.
I t is like hands molding and prodding at the very bones" (151).
Probably Faulkner implies here Addie's emotional coldness, the lack
of love that was "like hands molding" and, in Howe's expression,
"shaping" her sons, creating their identities. Fittingly, it is Darl who
voices this simile of the "hands molding," Darl, the son who goes
"crazy" and must be taken on the train, handcuffed and under armed
guard, to the asylum at Jackson. Many critics have speculated on the
nature of Darl's insanity, some of them at great length.22 No one, however, has seen Darl's problems as inextricably linked with his inability
to find an identity, i.e., to see himself as loved and lovable, a worthy
being, because of lack of proper nurture through mirroring. No one,
that is, except his brother Cash. Cash is the only character within the
novel who speculates on Darl's illness, and he comprehends it, appro22

See, for example, Leon Seltzer, cited above.
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priately, in terms of eyes, looking, and seeing. Both he and Darl know
the power of eyes from the moment just prior to the river crossing
when Darl glances at Cash, and "he and I look at one another with long
probing looks, looks that plunge unimpeded through one another's eyes
and into the ultimate secret place where for an instant Cash and Darl
crouch flagrant and unabashed in all the old terror and the old foreboding, alert and secret and without shame" (135). Cash, after Darl's
arrest, attempts to uuderstand his brother's predicament. He persuades
Darl that he would be better off in Jackson but then has second thoughts.
"But I aint so sho that ere a man has the right to say what is crazy
and what aint. It's like there was a fellow in every man that's done
a-past the sanity or the insanity, that watches the sane and the insane
doings of that man with the same horror and the same astonishment"
(228). He thus defines mental illness in his own way in terms of
"watching." Similarly, in trying to puzzle it further, he comes to sig~ f i c a n conclusions:
t
Sometimes I aint so sho who's got ere a right to say when a man is
crazy and when he aint. Sometimes I think it aint none of us pure
crazy and aint none of us pure sane until the balance of us talks
him that-a-way. It's like it aint so much what a fellow does, but
it's the way the majority of folk is looking at him when he does it.
But I dont reckon nothing excuses setting fire to a man's barn
and endangering his stock and destroying his property. That's bow
I reckon a man is crazy. That's how be cant see eye to eye with
(223)
other folks.

...

Not being able to see eye to eye, apparently, has been Darl's
problem from the first time Addie set eyes on him to the last time
we see him. Edmund Volpe, with whose thesis we began this exploration, would seem to be correct. As I Lay Dying does present "the
mystery of 'I Am' against the unfathomable state of 'I Am Not,' 'I
Was"' (132). Poor Darl cannot even find confirmation of his own
existence, of the sense--in Mahler's words-not
"of What I am but
that I am." Eyes and their functions are so prominent throughout because mirroring, as Mahler says, is "the bedrock of mental
Darl's mental life, having apparently little or no foundation, is essentially fragile and fragments under the strain of having to bury the only
mother-however good or bad-he ever knew. Faulkner thus masterfully conveys at great length and with monumental complexity what
motherless
he has elsewhere tersely labeled "the tragic complexity of
childhood.'' s4

...

197.
Yo&: Random House, 1942), pp. 13CL31.

25 Mahler and others, p.
21 Go Down, Moses (New
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THE SADDEST THING
HENRYH. Rom
And the saddest thing is hard to explain. The saddest thing is
d s c u l t to begin. But it's not his tale and I confess not being any stray
voyeur feebly peering into his life; knowing very little of his childhood. Nothing of adolescence, some stuff, of course about the later
years. Godl Wow! the later years. . .
Loitering in the kitchen. Pulling the light switch off. However
staying in the kitchen. Leaning against the icebox, up to no good. Thinking. Not thinking. Refusing not to think. Meekly thinking. Summing up
plenty. No smug truths. No smug anythings. Clicking off. Snapping off
a light switch. Letting the phone receiver dangle off the hook.
We've exchanged hundreds of letters and postcards. I've saved only
a few of his stamped missives. He's boxed all of my exchanges, but
he's boxed and filed many other writers' letters. Called it private annuities to fall hack on in the truly later years. Fifty major university and
private libraries have made formal inquiries re the collection. For he,
mere editor (his disparaging label), had years before (20 years before)
stumbled upon, floundered then founded (again his narrative) the now
famed (deservedly, my blurb) The American Fiction Journal.
No artful picking up of any bruised conversation during this
twilight time in late August. Dirty rays of sun play dumbly on the
walls. Dark enough. Will be much darker. See how correct children
and others are, to fear the night. Soon, all alone in the dark in late
August.
I, the writer, arrogant talented ambitious (my truest labels) wrote
back to him during his sour moods, "Face it, youll never be mwe
edito~,you're the best, the onZ?g proprietor of the only fiction halfway
house in the land. Rest easy and don't feel sorry for yourself during
work hours. As an editor and yrs. truly as a writer, are t d y superior
folk." Other times, who can say? Who wants to say?
Buzz of a phone, stnffed into a kitchen cabinet. Flashing back
to a thousand miles away where he must have mumbled cursed heIched,
then stumbled back to a sweaty sofa. Finished that drink, wondering
what just happened, already forgetting the call itself and the sQange
unfamiliar (my) voice. Back to his nicked cabinet for a refill. Dozing,
dozing, yet restless; someone's called. Something's happened. But in
an hour he will sleep the deep sleep of the maimed innocent.
Then I veer off to sports (always the best deflective subject) sex
(the next best) and literary gossip (good, but not great). An occasional
phone call is made, but letters dominate, but never a personal meeting.
Believe it or not. He, in the rnidwest lodged, mired there. I, me, in the
East, barely able to venture out of the house to walk the dog and get

.
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a paper. And once acclaim and money rolled in my kids waked the
dog and the papers are delivered. We are good, loyal friends in many
ways, have shared defeat, triumphs, scandals
but have never met.
And only twice did we even go to great lengths to attempt a confrontation, and both times severe snowstorms screwed up and ruined our
chances.
But I won't be able to sleep tonight. Why even try. I'll just lie
there waiting for morning. Knowing the phone is off the hook, afraid
to put it back on the hook. Sure my flashback is correct, the incident
is over for him, he'll have forgotten. But his broken, slurring lines jab
relentlessly at me--"Tell me agaitl, who do you think you are?

.. .

L*

LI

* *

I know parts of his story very well. He began the magazine to
provide a vehicle for himself, grease entry into the corporate literary
world, but when other manuscripts arrived his eye heart and hand (an
editor must have the singular coordination of a skilled baseball player)
pushed aside shoved hard away his meagre (again his adjective) fiction.
And he produced (and is still producing) a consistent overload of
original short stories. First (still) backed by grants and friendly patrons
and the distribution always clever and widespread. And the Journal
due to the quality (dare I take a how, too, yes I do bow) became
famous and influential. I became famous because of it and him. I
acknowledge my debt freely and happily and at least once a year repeat
my thanks in a letter to him.
He, hanging up sweaty and dazed. We could pass each other on
any street in the world, our features so unclear to the other.
My stories have been in at least one issue a year for twenty years.
I am, in short, the Journal's leading contributor and he says (writes)
olten "my best, most loyal friend."
Journal is famous. So is he. So am I. Proud but bitter about his
literary fate, still bitter ("Irony hangs over me like a tormented cloud").
Also he says (writes) "Irony gives me a headache and therefore sleep
always a problem. Napping isn't, but ah sleep! I drink until the irony
fades, the cloud floats away and I am left in a room with a massive
lousy-functioning TV picture tube--and there is a dumb spitting noise
that fades out then back then out, and so I do nap."
I, his only friend (his words) and he, so important (to me)
hanging np sweaty and confused and frightened. Afraid because I've
entered where only jagged truths abound. Finally privy to a friend.
And both of us unequal to the meeting. The long distance relationship
failing this time, to be long distance enough

...

...

*

*

*

a

Me, waiting to pounce with my good news. A famed prize, the
famed prize awarded for my volume of collected stories and he'd pub-
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lished more than half of those pieces. The best of them had been
published in the Journal, and he'd forced them out to the uneasy attention of the world and made people pause and read. How correct
to call him, first, with the news. Please don't let him remember. Don't
let him call back, the phone remains off the hook, but please don't let
him remember. Don't permit him any impulse to get through
to explain. Why? Took time for him to even utter an audible sound.
Of course, then a slurring scary diffuse gibberish. "You're who what
huh huh huh?" Laughing, out of syxc with any possible picture.
But he bothered and pestered critics and my work toas noticed
absorbed and praised. And I wrote and he published my tales. And
during those hours we were (are) superior people. Folk. Correct he be
the first to hear my news. He, alone ( I knew that, the second marriage,
a bust, too) and me alone (I know that, too) in a big, rotting house,
with a dying dog and cat. A little melodramatic tableau but not untrue.
The first, slurring hello and we were both lost . .
Right. My mother, the most frightened of lost women, warned me
so often, "You can never know people and shouldn't." "Trust no one,"
she was also fond of shouting. And her children in fact betrayed her
trust, put her in a nursing home rather than deal with her head-on as
a house guest. I can hear her now, "Trust no one, confide in no one,
not even family." Her private tune was, "You can't be too careful," and
"I've always hummed along OK."
Why did I call.
Why did I never see him.
Why has he never visited me.
Of course I think of him (dare I say my friend) alone in a
disheveled apartment. A sweaty and stale crypt. My editor whose eye
has never lost its intensity. And I, who have written honestly and wen.
He alone.
I alone.
No different.
"All is relative," my mother whispers.
Who is the saddest.
What is the saddest thing.
Can you hold it, see it, feel it, touch it. Caress it. Know it.
I clutch my prize. Define the saddest thing as a truth, always
known but avoided. Mislaid. But now it's too late.
It's simply the saddest thing.
And now it's over.
And that is the saddest thing.
And that is the saddest thing.
And it happened, just once and it's over.

...
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THFWE POEMS BY LYN LIFSHIN
IN THIS HOUSE
the woman starved
for sun eats
an orange under
the covers listens
for snores to tell
her she ought
to be asleep
the painter
feels too young
eclipsed by
wildly verbal
women like the
moon over East
Hill Ledge. All
of them could
be Shakers in
little huts in
a hive. One
dreams of making
something delicious
as honey pulling
apricot light
into a place it
can be used to
bend the night
One is dreaming
of China cooking
rice in his
bed hoping no
one is listening
The one who
listens weaves
moths into a dress
she'll wear to
town to sit in
Ruby's Cafe
wings in her head
sheer enough to
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show what she
is but still
mysterious as the
lives of the others
in a Japanese house
with paper thin
walls where no one
hears what they
hear when they
don't want to

IN THOSE TEN YEARS
he forgot what it
was to lie with
a woman's hips
pressing moons
in his night.
I would undress in
dark rooms with
his watch close,
the only hands he'd
let that close.
He cooked on a
hot plate ate raw
fruit when he
tried to whisper
love a rasp that
sounded more like
'leave" a sound
no one could
identify like a
song bird raised
without hearing
the songs of his
species who makes
incomprehensible
sounds never
heard in nature
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YOUR NEXT LOVER
will burn the
poems I left
in the pocltet of
that old leather
jacket and mix
the ashes in a stew
where you swallow
unwittingly what
you otherwise
wouldn't
now she gets more
assured. Removes
my stain around your
heart like a tattoo
it's painful and it
leaves a scar
but she's already
into it makes
plans to redecorate
to disguise the
old rooms she
twists herself
around you like
the way she says
I twisted your
nights twisted you
around my life
there is a lot of
dirt and she
knows it
a lot of decaying
things so shell
plant what she
has to take
over the whole
house like
squash
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THE DISPENSATION
BOBEVERETT
It is June when my sister Anne decides to return. I don't look forward to her arrival, knowing that I11 have to help her with the suitcases, the boxes of china, and the bed. Anne keeps coming and going,
married and unmarried.
Waiting, my mother cleans Anne's old room, replacing two pinkshaded lamps and a maroon rng; my brother moves back into my room,
and for a while, my fader sits on the porch and does not drink.
At night in the park, I say to my girlfriend, Sue, who does not h o w
Anne, "My sister is coming home; she's finally leaving that fool of a
husband. You don't know the half of it, but she's always leaving some
man. She's just too pretty for her own good."
The one she is leaving now is fourteen years older than she is. He
is a very big man, who enjoys the sound of his voice. Larry fills whole
corners of rooms with his size and his pomposity. He is big enough, one
would assume, to fill other places.
I h o w of these things. When I walk Sue home from the park, we
stop inside the tunnel that runs beneath the highway. Here, I put my
hand under her t-shirt and clutch one firm, upturned breast. At the
same time, I force my other hand inside her jeans, into the pocket
between her legs.
At skteen, I know a little bit about women, their size and shape.
The day Anne leaves Larry and comes home, I go to the kitchen
to meet her. My father, brother, and I stand in a huddle beside the
refrigerator; my mother and little sister lean against the counter.
With a suitcase in one hand and a dog at her heels, Anne walks
into the room, dressed in blue jeans and a white silk top. Though she
is pale and thin, she is still beautiful in a way that we cannot deny
or dismiss. Not of any particular type, this beauty is a delicate configuration, which any unnatural alteration, the straightening of a tooth
for instance, would rnin.
Her entrance now is a flourishing of this beauty. Standing in the
center of the kitchen, weighed down with her suitcase, she bites her
lip and looks around the room, embarrassed. No one says a word. We
fidget and listen to the refrigerator hum, like people in an elevator.
Finally the dog, a black and white cockapooh, scratches the cupboard door beneath the sink, and my little sister, Patty, laughs.
And then Anne, smiling, says, "She's hungry. That dog of mine is
always hungry."
Patting my little sister's head, my mother says, We'll feed her, and
the boys will help you with your things, and well talk about you and
Lany later."
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That night, however, Anne locks the door of her bedroom and stays
behind it all the next day. When she finally comes downstairs to supper,
she feeds the dog from the table and sits indifferent throughout the
meal, smoking. Halfway through dinner, my father sets his knife and
fork down and shakes his head. His eyes are red, and when he speaks
to Anne, his tongue is thick.
'Would you like something to eat?"
Anne hardly looks at him and does not say a word.
After the meal though, she does talk to my mother. Putting on my
tennis shoes in the porch, getting ready to go to the park, I overhear
them. Anne still sits at the table, while my mother washes the dishes.
"It was terrible, Mom. We slept in separate bedrooms, and late a t
night when he was drunk on his J & B Scotch, he would pound on my
door, and Missy and I would sit in bed and shake."
"Forget him,"my mother says above the sound of running water.
"Forget him; you're only twenty-three."
"AU right," says Anne. "I'll forget Lany. I'll try; youll see."
"Good. Call that S.O.B. a mistake and be done with it."
No one likes Larry. That is obvious, even though we have pretended to like him a t times for Anne's sake when it was the only thing
left to do. The day he came to meet my parents, and a t the same time
to ask to many Anne, he told a story. I t was the kind of story a politician
would tell, admitting one wrong deed only to boast of a greater, good
one.
Briefly: when Larry was eighteen, he lent his car to his brother on
his brother's twenty-first birthday. That night his brother totaled the
car, put a woman in the hospital, and spent the night in jail for drunk
driving. The next day Larry broke his brother's arm against a tree.
Larry's father threw Larry out of the house and told him never to come
back, which he never did. A civil engineer now, Larry is a self-made
man.
The postscript to this story, though he would never tell it, is this:
"Before I met your sister, I lived alone and spent my time driving my
Corvette through Kalamazoo, looking for women."
No, I do not like Larry. And now I am glad that she has come
home and talked to a lawyer. The entire family wants her to start over
and leave Lany once and for all. Actually, we would like to blame
him for everything, but we cannot forget Anne's thoughtlessness, her
adultery after three months of her first marriage, or her one week engagement to Larry. We cannot forget her first husband either, the beautiful wedding, and our disappointment.
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And so during the next three weeks, Anne hides in her bedroom, as
if in penance for these things. But this isolation or penance brings no
comfort or contrition, and when she comes out of her room, she is irritable and gives useless advice as if she had suddenly come of age within
the last hour.
To my brother washing his car, she says, "Haste makes waste."
To my father, the unmade man, "You need exercise. You're mining
yourself."
I t is even worse though, when Anne stays inside her room. Then, it
is as if there is someone sick in the house. I come to think of her as
her radio and her footsteps, as the sound of her fashion magazines
flipped through at three in the morning. All her possessions take on
significance. The cosmetics, the small plastic boxes, the gold cylinders
that lie scattered on the sink, glow unnaturally. The black body suit
hanging on the doorknob, shrunken like a glove, becomes a vague, yet
startling metaphor.
One warm and fragrant night, my brother sitting on his bed says,
"The problem with Anne is that she is spoiled, not in the usual sense.
She just wants everything to be nice . . nice, nice, nice. There are
happy people in this world, and she expects to be one of them."
These words break the stillness of our room almost accidentally.
He, like myself, would rather appear simple than foolish, but in this
matter, he has something to say. He remembers when there were no
boyfriends, fiancbs, and husbands. Mark is teaching me the things I
ought to know, things I might never learn for myself. In the afternoons,
I play his records, Van Morrison, Jimi Hendrix, and the Grateful Dead.
I try to convince my friends that these are good records.
One day, I speak to Anne alone. She walks outside behind the
garage, wearing a white terrycloth robe. In the sunlight she clutches
the robe at her neck and walks tiptoe through the grass in her bare feet.
I am standing with a hose in my hand, watering the tomato plants that
grow beside the garage.
As she crosses the lawn, she says, "There he is, the gardener."
I shrug my shoulders as she stops beside me and looks down at the
puddle I am maldng. The puddle is brown and foamy. The tomatoes
hang on the plants like green golf balls, shiny and hard. My mother,
who is the real gardener, usually waters the tomato plants, but today
she is feeding Anne's dog and fixing my father's lunch.
7 wanted to talk about Dad and Mom with you," Anne says. "It's
terrible, isn't it?"
I nod my bead and stare at the water running out of the hose.
Each tiny silver of light is an object in itself. Secretly, I believe that

.
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the myriad reflections in a stream of urine are dead cells leaving the
body.
"It's hard for Mom. He's drunk and sick, sick and drunk.''
Again I nod my head, though I ask myself what does she know?
United against Larry, my parents get along better now than six months
before when Anne was "happily married."
And so I look at her and say, "Nobody can do anything about it."
"Maybe."
When she turns, the robe splits momentarily, parting between her
breasts. As she walks away, I remember a night three years ago when
I walked into the bathroom and saw her flash in front of me, naked
before she slammed the door. Her skin was wet and glistening under
the fluorescent light; tensed, almost in a crouch closing the door, she
seemed like a statue or a photograph come to life.
At the park, I say nothing to Sue of Anne. We sit beneath a willow
in the twilight and watch the soccer players from a distance. With their
black-spotted ball and striped shirts, they play until dark; then I walk
Sue home, and though I am getting tired of her, and I think she knows
it, I become more urgent in the tunnel, until there is a time when I
force her hand into my pants, and watch her eyes as she becomes
familiar.
And so the summer continues, and I am left to wonder what it is
that I am learning. Gradually, Anne improves. She looks for a job and
sometimes goes to mass on Sunday with my mother.
But then the unexpected occurs. I t comes on a day when I go to
Muskegon with my parents to visit my grandparents, driving on the
new highway that Larry himself helped design. On this day, Anne stays
home--she does not want to see Grandma and Grandpa who have been
married fiftyone years. But this is not the case. When we come home
early, we find her station wagon loaded with her things, the letter lying
on the table. I stand behind my parents as they read the paper plate.
Dear Mother,
Larry called and I am going back to him. I love him. I am
smy.
Anne
P.S. I know what 1am doing.
My mother running through the house finds her coming down the
stairs dressed for traveling in the white silk blouse and blue jeans, a
hat box in one hand, a canvas carryall in the other. My mother's voice
resounds in the stairwell.
"Are you crazy? What are you doing?"
"I'm going back to Larry," she says.
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"Going back behind our backs!" My father climbs the stairs. My
brother and I and my little sister come up behind him and stop at the
!anding.
"I am going back," says Anne and attempts to walk past my mother
and fader, who tben, gracefully and suddenly of the same mind, grab
her by the arms, one on each side, and drag her up the stairs. Kicking
and shouting, she ascends unnaturally, facing forward, floating backwards all the same. The hat box Aies up into the air tben tumbles down
the stairs. Finally, my mother and father drag her away from the bannister, and we on the landing hear the bedroom door slam and something smash on the floor.
My brother and I look to our little sister who sits on the landing,
sobbing.
"Go downstairs, Patty, and watch television. Don't think about it."
Then we unload Anne's car and put her things in the basement.
If before it seemed as if there was someone sick in the house, it
seems now as though someone is dying. Anne does not sleep; she does
not leave her room. My parents knock on her door to see if she is all
righ-she tells them to go away.
This lasts for a day and a half, then she starts coming downstairs
in the middle of the night for food. I begin to hear my mother and
Anne talking in the kitchen. They speak quietly at first and sometimes
cry, but then they shout and threaten one another.
"Anne is not in her right mind," I say to Sue on the telephone,
breakhg a date. I am limp and not in my own right mind-violence
and passion in a family like a tremor in the earth.
At night I dream that I am falling out of bed. My hands are tied
and I am unable to stop or alter the motion, shoved magically by some
unknown, unseen power. In my dream, Anne stands near me, watching,
wearing the white terrycloth robe with nothing underneath, a vein, I
notice, sprouting on each temple.
One morning, she comes out of the bathroom with her face stiU
wet from washing, and I think of the girl from the Palmolive ad and
know that photographed or real, it is all an illusion, and I wonder if
she knows this and can see through Larry's brandy and scotch, his talks
on modem art and Ernest Hemingway.
At the dinner table now, my parents hold conferences. I n the
kitchen that smells of frying, and above the beans and franks and lemonade, my father says, "We can't do anything with her. She insists on
going hack to Larry."
These conferences are necessary, for my brother, little sister, and I
avoid talking to her and refuse to talk of her among ourselves.
"She just won't listen. She's spoiled," my mother says.
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"I hope you all learn something from this," says the unmade man.
Day by day, however, my parents weaken, as if tired from the cries
of a colicky child, until one supper, indeed above Missy's whining
beneath the table, my father says, "And so your mother and I have
decided that if she wants to go back to Larry, then she can go. Maybe
it's the best thing, who knows? After all, she's supposed to be an adult."
Then my mother stands and carries the dishes to the sink, banging
them on the porcelain, and as she wipes her hands, and, we our mouths,
she says in a strained voice, "Pray for her because this time she will do
it all by herself. She doesn't want any advice; good, she won't get any.
She doesn't want any help; good, she won't get any."
The day she leaves I wake to the sound of drawers opening and
closing, hangers pushed along a clothes rod and dropped on the closet
floor. Across the room, Mark sits on his bed, smoking. Seeing that I am
awake, he says, "It shouldn't take too long; she packed most of her
things last Sunday."
Then, as he does every morning, he stubs out his cigarette and pulls
the drape cord beside his bed. Light fills the room and then a mild
fragrance enters, the pause between the two like a flash and its report.
With this light, the clothes, books, and newspapers become distinct.
The remains of an overturned ashtray become visible, lying on the
wood floor, ground into the hook rug. Whenever Anne comes into our
room, she walks on tiptoe glancing from side to side.
"I'm not lifting a damn thing for her," he says now, a lesson in
justice.
Going downstairs, we eat cereal at the kitchen table and watch as
she begins to leave.
She says nothing as she moves up and down the basement stairs,
suffering under the weight of the boxes, the suitcases, and the bags.
She wears rouge and lipstick, her hair in a bun.
Throughout breakfast, we pretend that we do not notice anything,
even that she is leaving. My mother and father sit in the livingroom
and look down the hall. Nothing is said. Her comings and goings are
silent catastrophes, moments wherein Consequence stands in the room
like an added, unnatural person. Even she is aware of this, slamming
the door, bumping through portals, chipping the woodwork. Her possessions, I realize, multiply in direct proportion to her marriages.
And then she is gone, leaving the dog behind without having said
anything, not a word or a gesture of love, sneaking off when all are
present in recompense, one might suppose, for having been caught
before.
"She's leaving now!" Patty cries from her bedroom.
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We run to the porch in time to see the tail of her old station wagon
rumble away, a blue cloud lingering on the street like fog.
Months pass. One day reading The Great Gatsby, I remember a
girl I once loved. And so in a passion of remembering, I leave Sue.
Before I go, I tell her that I love her for the first time. This is not a lie,
nor is it a way of easing what is to follow. I t is the truth-I do love her.
But love, at this point, cannot compete with romance.
Afterwards, drunk for the first time, she calls me from a party and
asks, "Is there anything a matter with me? Why don't you want to see
me?"
"No," I say, "there's nothing a matter with you. I just don't want to
see you. I tried to explain it before."
"Well, I just want you to know. . . I want you to know that you're
an asshole . . . I just want you to know. . . ."
I hang up the phone, trembling, slapped in the face.
When Anne enters the hospital, we drive to see her. I t is winter,
and from the hospital room, we overlook a long, rolling lawn covered
with a foot of tired, crusty snow. Now we know that she will never
live with Lany again. Beyond the obvious broken rib, I wonder who
broke who within that two-bedroom apartment?
My mother and Anne are sitting in hvo straight chairs. Anne's face
is as pale and drawn as the white robe she wears, which is beginning
to fray along the cuffs. Under the robe, beneath the nightgown, there
are yards and yards of tape.
My father, never one for waiting rooms, emergency rooms, or visiting hours though he wears the look of death and a long interment in his
eyes, leads my brother, and my little sister, and me to the cafeteria.
When we return, both my mother and Anne are crying, and as we
walk through the door, I hear my mother say, "I know it's too early to
talk about it, but you're welcome to come home afterwards."
When they see us, they smile; and though their faces are red and
they blow their nose in a flutter of Kleenex and their mascara runs, and
though the picture they form would never appear in Time or Newswaek,
or even a photo gallery, they are at this precise moment blooming.
Blades of grass, swollen and branching with seed, like staffs of wheat.
It is time.
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SIGNING TEE SYLLABLES:
THE POETRY OF KARZ, SHAPIRO
RICHARDJACKSON

I
"Life is the nonrepresentable origin of representation"
-Jacques Demda, "The Theater of Cruelty and
the Closure of Representation"
"The non-translatability of poetic language is not just a pretension of romanticism, but an essential tract of the poetic."
-Paul Ricoeur, The Rule of Metaphm
"Real art has the capacity to make us nervous. By reducing the work
of art to its context and then interpreting that, one tames the work of
art. Interpretation makes art manageable, comfortable."' So writes
Susan Sontag in "Against Interpretation," an essay quite sympathetic
to Karl Shapiro's perennial combat against the increasing "encroachment of meaning" and "content" into poetry. Shapiro's strategy for
thirty years now has been to expose our critical emphasis on the representationality of poetry. This expos6 focuses on the failure to risk transgressing the rehearsed meanings and traditional valuations imposed by
our culture on an accepted canon of texts, and in fact questions the
validity of the canon itself. Poetry, for him, should follow the lead of
non-representational painters such as de Kooning, Rothko and Pollock:
"the death of allegory (though it survives in surrealism), of representation of things or figures for the sake of representing, bnt especially the
abandonment of symbols and symbolic objects-all these were moves
away from the secure world" ("The True Artificer," PW, 250). Ideally,
then, the poet should be like Shapiro's blind piano tuner, "Building
bridges from both sides of the void,/ Coasting the chasms of the
harmonies," a man who moves as dangerously between jobs led by his
wife, a man who, when his tuning is complete, "plays his comprehensive
keyboard song,/ The loud paradigm,/ The one work of art without
content" (''The Piano Tuner's Wife").2
Now, this questioning of the representationality of poetry has become, of course, an increasingly important gesture in contemporary
thought. Jacques Demda, for example, suggests that representation is
a slavish form of repetition, a re-presenting or re-presentation of a
metaphysical content that is assumed to remain constant, timeless, unquestioned, and thus ideal. In fact, suggests Derrida, such content
is always an absence, an evasive "trace" that can never really be repre1 Susan Sontag, Against Znterpmtdion (1961; rpt. New York: Dell, 1969), p. 17.
2Karl Shaplro, Collected Poems: 1940-1978 (New York: Random House,
1978). p. 322. Further references to the poems use this edition and are included in
the text
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sented in language.s By its very nature, then, the theory of representation is reductive; in itself it represents an attempt to bracket off an
authorized meaning or set of meanings from the free play of language.
Henry Miller, in Shapiro's estimation, accomplishes this freedom in his
naturalistic prose. The response that Shapiro would have poetry make
is to deploy a subversive language at the very level of the word:
The fallacy is that of meaning, the treatment of poetry as language.
One might, in the jargon of the age, call it "the understanding
fallacy" or "the semantic fallacy." Poetry is not language; its raw
material is language, but from this point on the poet goes in one
direction, while the critic goes in the opposite direction. The word
in poetry is not a word in any already existing sense; and I call it a
"not-word."
This "not-word" suggests a sense of constant emergence from language,
a sense of what Demda calls a decentenng, a movement away from
any logical presuppositions that were thought to control the meaning
of language but which are in fact determined by language. It is a
movement away from the closed hermeneutic circle of so much contemporary thought. But the actual definition of what constitutes a "notword," as a negative concept, can never be given (and hence Shapiro's
continuous repositionings and revaluations of his stance)-it is always
the mark of an absence, what ordinary language cannot give over, the
ghostlier demarcation, the trace, that gives poetry its power. The
central problem of Shapiro's "poetics," then (an anti-poetics really, in
its being against canonized poetry and against itself as any systematic
program), emerges in the function of the "not-word." What force does
it have? What violence can it do to traditional poetry? What status does
it have in Shapiro's poetry?

"the formless, mute, unsignifying region where
language can find its freedom."
-Foucault, "The Order of Things"
At one level the "not-word" makes a kind of silence, "a quiet like
a cathedral close/ At the soul's center where substance cannot dwell/
And life flowers like music from a bell" ( T h e Interlude"). It makes
a use of language that withholds itself in order to reveal itself more fully,
the way the cathedral's quiet is revealed as something like the bell's
music. In a similar way, Shapiro's poem "The Child Who Is Silent"
3 Jacques Dem'da, Of Gvmmatology, bans. 6. C. Spivak (Baltimore: Johns
Hopkins University Press, 1976), p. 66ff. (Originally publirhed in France, 1967.)
4 Karl Shapiro, In Defense of Ignorance (New York: Random House. 1960),
p. 270 ("What Js Not Poettf').
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uses a language more remarkable for its absences, its silence, than its
discursive content:
The child who is silent stands against his father, lovingly looking
up at him as if to say without a trace of defiance: I will
speak when I have decided. He marches around the table
smiling intelligently, now and then deigning to say something,
perhaps "locomotive." I t is somewhat frightening, a kind of
r e b d to grownups. The doctors smile and shmg. If the parents
are womed they don't display it. It's only like living in the
last house at the edge of the subdivision. There's a bit of farm
left and a highway beyond: if someone should rattle the back
door in the night
There is a child of two minds who
says nothing and who is drinking it all in. Obviously happy,
very much loved, handsome and straight, laughing and playing,
withholding that gift we all abuse. In that room is a tower
of books with their backs to us, eloquently quiet too. Man is
a torrent of language, even in death. But visitors use longer
words. The little philosopher goes about his business.
This is the town where the railroads ended, the wagon trains formed
in the dry gray grass. It's this frontier of speech we are always
crossing. The locomotive is ridiculously dying, lumbering off
to the deep clay pits to settle among the mastodon bones. The
piano is thinldng of Mozart. On the very top, legs crossed, at
ease, sits the blue-eyed boy who holds his peace.

...

The word 'locomotive," withheld and uttered almost by chance, crosses
the boy's frontiers of speech and establishes a world in the poem
through the poet's response. What is crucial here is the way the second
paragraph refuses to analyze any symbolic associations evoked by the
word, but rather develops the image, the signifier itself. There is a
suggestion implicit in the development of the poem that the world the
boy draws around the word and the world the poet draws around it
are analogous, and that these worlds are supplements to the sterility
of the "grownup" world, are at once a "frontier" and "ridiculously
dying," are always in need of new beginnings. But there is no sense
of closure in these suggestions; they are available, but not pressed,
and their "meanings" are very much muted by the physical pictures,
the nearly impenetrable, enigmatic sigdiers of the second paragraph.
"Locomotive," then, becomes a prototype of the "not-word" in its movement beyond the typical meanings it has in speech; it initiates a whole
world, opens up an always unexhausted set of relationships.
It is this peculiar ability of the "not-word" to go beyond language,
beyond the mere meaning of the word, that is the source of poetry's
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ability to supplement actuality and to create a history beyond its
changes and its shifts in meaning. Thus Shapiro, in his poem "The Old
Poet," describes the power of the poet's writing, the profound silence of
his inscription:
In his own city he renames the streets, the ships, the bars. History
comes to his hand like a tame pigeon. One of his sentences hangs
in the square like the plume of a volcano. Real speech, real life
are unwritten. Only these lines have a tendency to remain forever.
I t is in this context that, in 'Words for a Wall-Painting," he exclaims:
"Tbis is the place to sign my syllables1 Of deep relief on tiny tiles
of sound,/ And may my words still stand when the wall falls." What
is curious here is the emphasis on "syllables," the "tiles of sound"
(actually, the clause "I love yon"), rather than on words, on the "thinguess" of the inscription-what it does for the love as a gesture more than
as a meaning. On this level the poet feels "the physical reality of words,"
the "sensory quality" of his own locutions, the "not-word" as thing.=
The poet's words thus become entities that the imagination delights in,
not simply vehicles through which the intellect arrives a t certain conceptions about the world.
Such a sense of delight in the "thingness" of words is the underlying motivation in "The Bathers." The poem describes a man and
woman who enter the surf as if into a primitive world of origins
where they are "willed by water,/ Weightless and far gone in forgetfulness," where they are "blissfnl in primeval tears,/ Forgotten even
by the sea itself,/ That rocks them absently." Forgetfulness here suggests something like the Nietzschean casting off in order to begin, to
rigi in ate.^ What is cast off here is language, words, the "power of
speech" so that a new "physical reality" of the word, the "not-word,"
can emerge:
They lose even the power of speech;
They must go back to learn;
They make the di5cult return
Where nets of water hold them, feel their legs,
Cast ropes of coldness round their bellies,
Trip them, throw gravel at their ankles,
Until, unpredictably, the entire sea
Makes them a path and gives them a push to the beach.
5 Karl Shapiro, The Poety Wreck (New York: Random House, 19751, p. 250
("The True Artificer").
6 See Will To Power, Sect. 55, also 479, 618; Goy Science, 310.
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And they lie down between the yellow boats
Where the sun comes and picks them out
And rubs its fire into their sea-pale flesh,
Rubbing their blood, licking their heavy hair,
Breathing upon their words with drying fire.

The force of the lovers' words here is primitive, sexual, cosmic--not
simply reflective of but participating in the entire movement of the sea,
their blood, their breath. The poem's movement becomes an incarnation
of the bond between the two lovers. The poem itself becomes what
W. K. Wimsatt once called a "verbal icon," a term that stresses this
material aspect of the poem's medium as much as its connotative power.
The truth of the poem, then, lies in the force of the "not-word" to
disperse, to initiate new worlds, new perspectives, to continually add its
own U p h y ~ i ~reality"
al
to the actuality of the world and thus to be always
changing it. "Poems, flowers of language, if that's what you are, grow
up in the air where books come true. And you, thin packet, let your
seed fly, if yon have any."
I11
the interest which the mind attaches to words
not only as symbols of the passion, but as things,
active and eEcient, which are of themselves part of
the passion."
-Wordsworth, "Note" to "The Thorn"

". . .

At this point a number of serious questions present themselves.
In some essays, and Shapiro makes no pretense at consistency, he
emphasizes the symbolic and the metaphoric-the referential quality
of language: "A good image is a good picture, a proper likeness, a
physical truth, and a symbolic truth," he exclaims in "The True Mcer,''
an essay in which he emphasizes the metapholic and metamorphic
power of language.? Of course, we can understand with Louis Rubin
that the basis for Shapiro's varying stances rests on very pragmatic
ground: "The kind of poetry Shapiro defended (and in doing so, explained) was the kind of poetry he was attempting to write at the
time."8 But we must ask ourselves if there is one larger, gradually
evolving concern of Shapiro's that could reconcile these differences. Is
there any way the proclamation "Metaphor has to go, the symbol has
to go" can be productively related to the emphasis on symbol and
metaphor described just above?
We can begin by considering Shapiro's careful q u f i c a t i o n to the
proclamation I just cited from 'Tn Defense of Bad Poetry." Shapiro goes
~

7 The Poetry
8 Louis

Wreck, p. 251.
Rmbin, The Cu.rious Death of the Novel (Baton Rouge: LSU Press,

1967).p. 37.
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on to say, "myth has to go, except, as Camus says, myth 'with no other
depth than that of human suffering, and like it, ine~haustible.'"~
How is this sense of depth achieved and how does it differ from the
kinds of "meaning" Shapiro combats? I t is helpful in answering this
question to refer to Paul Ricoeur's discussion of poetic referentiality.
Using Roman Jakobson's notion of "split reference," of the priority of
the "poetic function" over any "referential function," Ricoeur suggests
that "the meaning of a metaphorical statement rises up from the blockThe entire strategy
age of any literal interpretation of the statement.
of poetic discourse plays upon this point: It seeks the abolition of
reference by means of self-destruction of the meaning of metaphorical
statements, the self-destmction being made manifest by an impossible
literal interpretation."1° But what this blockage or self-destruction of
the "referential" in favor of the "poetic" accomplishes is "the negative
condition of the appearance of a more fundamental mode of reference." l'
This mode of reference is broader than the word or even the sentence;
it involves a "suspension" of a primary "meaning" in order to allow
the physical, iconic nature of the "not-words" to form the basis of a
"reality" that is di6cult to penetrate:

...

Language takes on the thickness of a material or a medium. The
sensible, sensual plenitude of the poem is like that of painted or
sculptured forms. The combination of sensual and logical ensures
that expression and impression coalesce within the poetic thing.
Poetic signification fused thus with its sensible vehicle becomes that
particular and "thingy" reality we call a poem.12
Now for Ricoeur, as for Jakobson, the poetic "meaning" is ambiguous-and there is always a hermeneutics that can uncover it, but for Shapiro
it is unnameable. For all three, though, "poetic" referentiality is not a
mimetic but a creative enterprise, as we have seen in Shapiro's sense
of the way the poem establishes a new world by adding itself to the old.
Now if we return to his essay "The True Artificer" we find Shapiro's
sense of the 'howledge" or "meaning" in poetry fairly in line with
Ricoeur's: "Poetic knowledge is at its best profound and manifold,
but poetic artifice demands that this knowledge be made to transform
the poem into an immediate perceptible whole."
few paragraphs
later he distinguishes between the closed referential system of philosophy and the open referential work of the poem: "Poetry creates a total
B Kar~hapiro,To Abolish Children (Chicago: Quadrangle Books, 1968), p. 72
("In Defense of Bad Poetry").
loPai11 Ricoeur, The Rule of Metaphor, bans. Robert Czerny (Toronto: University of Toronto Press, 1977), p. 230.

Ricaeur, p. 229.
1"icoeur, p. 225.
11

13 The

Poetry W~eck,p. 261 ("TheTrue M c e r " ) .

Clemson University Digital Press

SCR 14.1

l k POETRY
~
OF KARL SHAFTRO

Digital Facsimile
115

scene only by implication. The scene within the work is whole but it
does not signify a system. This kind of knowledge is the opposite of
philosophical knowledge, which seeks a whole order of a different kind
Poetry lies eternally outside any order of things which seeks
or finds a self-contained system of ideas or beliefs."14 I t is this notion
of the "whole" which yet contains Camus's "inexhaustible" depth, that
provides a balance between a confusing proliferation of ineffable impressions and a rigid "meaning." On the one hand the poet risks being
like the man who comes out of his standardized house in "The Dome of
Sunday" only to see endlessly indistinguishable images-

...

As if one life emerging from one house
Would pause, a single image caught between
Two facing mirrors where vision multiplies
Beyond perspective,
A silent clatter in the high speed eye
Spinning out photo-circulars of sight.

,
\

On the other hand, he risks the rigid "patterns which our feelings make."
The result, in either case though, is nearly the same.
The solution to avoid either of these two extremes, as Shapiro does
in his best work, is to balance a limiting, plain style that uses numerous
colloquial expressions against an event or observation of tremendous
metaphoric or symbolic potential. The result is a tension between the
referential and the poetic, the named and the unnameable. The poem
"My Father's Funeral" is an excellent example. Like most of his poems
stretching back to the day of the much-anthologized "Car Wreck," the
poem moves from a droll reporter's tone towards a slightly incantatory
ending. Here is the opening paragraph:
Lurching from gloomy limousines we slip
On the warm baby-blanket of Baltimore snow,
Wet flakes smacldng our faces like distraught
Kisses on cheeks, and step upon the green
Carpet of artificial grass which crunches
Underfoot, as if it were eating, and come
To the canopy, a half-shelter which provides
A kind of room to enclose us all, and the hole,
And the camp chairs, and following after,
The scrolly walnut co5n
That has my father in it.
Some of the details in the poem are irrelevant or random in that they
have marginal or no function in creating "meaning" (say, the "flakes"
14

The Poety Wreck, p. 263.
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like "kisses" or the grass cmnching "as if it were eating"), and are
often dropped for other images in producing a kind of catalogue effect.
But they provide a sense of physical reality, of Camus's "depth," the
sense of a world, an attitude, that in the context of the gradually intensifying diction, seems to emerge within the confines of the poem
itself. There is a sense, then, of an epiphany that evolves in the poem
which the meaning of the words in the poem cannot adequately refer
to; they embody it. Here are the last two stanzas:
My father in black knee-socks and high shoes
Holding a whip to whip a top upstreet;
My father the court stenographer,
My father in slouch hat in the Rockies,
My father kissing my mother,
My father kissing his secretary,
In the high-school yearbook captioned Yid,
In synagogue at six in the morning praying
Three hundred and sixty-five days for his mother's rest,
My father at my elbow on the bimah
And presiding over the Sabbath.
In the old forgotten purlieus of the city
A Jewish ghetto in its day, there lie
My father's father, mother and the rest,
Now only a ghetto lost to time,
Ungreen, unwhite, nnterraced like the new
Cemetery to which my father goes.
Abbaddon, the old place of desbction;
Sheol, a new-made garden of the dead
Under the snow. Shalom be to his life,
Shalom be to his death.
For a while Shapiro searches an album, real or imagined, for pictures
that will re-presence his father, that will bring the sense of emerging
detail to a fully created poetic world. But if this catalogue technique
proves inadequate, the confrontation of these absences 'lost to time"
prompts the incantatory and powerful ending that balances old and
new, grave and garden, calling upon the evocative and phonetic power
of key Jewish words, upon the way the poet's tone and sense of discovery
"sign their syllables." The "poetic" as opposed to the "referential"
meaning, then, is here constituted mainly by these larger gestures, by
the force of language.
Such larger gestures or contexts for "poetic" meaning are evident
in most of Shapiro's poems, providing many, in fact, with a typological
quality. His well known "Adult Bookstore,'' for example, is about a
speci6c type of man who achieves singularity only through the specific
Clemson University Digital Press
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images catalogued within the poem. This dual aspect makes him the
object of both satire and compassion, who needs "Awakeners of the
tired heart's desire/ When love goes wrong." His poem "Girls Working
in Banks" depicts tellers who spend drab days that end "Out of revolving
doors into the glorious anonymous streets." Most of these poems that
satirically point out human weakness are thus founded upon a Bergsonian
sense of comedy, upon a sense of the rigidity, the predictability of the
characters' typical lives that is itself undercut by a sense of their particular, very human condition. In terms of language, the general context of "referential" meaning is always undercut by a "depth" of character revealed in the "physical language" of images that define Shapiro's
I
1
feelings.
This double focus certainly explains the proportionally large number
and the unique quality of Shapiro's descriptive poems. A poem like
"Tornado Warning," for example, gradually gathers responses that appeal to physical and mental senses and sensations ("The April freshness
seems to rot, a curious smell./ Above the wool pack clouds a rumour
stains the sky,/ A fallow color deadening atmosphere and mind"),
then describes the clouds as a collage of grotesque body parts and
diseases ("Downward-projecting bosses of brown cloud growl Lumps
on lymphatic sky, blains, tumors, and dugs"), to finally construct the
picture of a mammoth funnel cloudWe cannot see the mouth,
We cannot see the mammoth's neck hanging from cloud
Snout open, lumbering down ancient Nebraska
Where dinosaur lay down in deeps of clay and died,
And towering elephant fell and billion buffalo.
We cannot see the horror-movie of the funnel-cloud
S n d i n g up cows, crazing the cringing villages,
Exploding homes and barns, bursting the level lakes. .

.

The final effect occurs in a dimension, as Shapiro might say, that moves
away from the "raw material" of language, a dimension defined more
by what is absent, what 'We cannot see," than it is by a presence, by
a referential meaning. Of course, the "meaning" that nature's power
is ancient, like a mammoth, and as unthinkingly threatening, is available here, but it is not pressed. The emphasis remains not on any
such abstracted meaning; in fact the complete lack of any abstract
thematic statement works against such meaning, but rather the emphasis
lies on the experience of the "warning" as it evolves within the poem,
upon the experience as it is carried by the "poetic" as opposed to
"referential" resources of the text, upon, that is, the "not-word" quality
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of the language. 'In poetic language," says Ricoeur, "the sign is looked
at, not through." l5

IV
"Yes, words really do dream."
-Bachelard, The Poetics of Reverie
In the course of watching, as we did in the previous section, how
there is a "blockage," even a "self-destrnction" of the "referential" aspect
of language in favor of the "poetic" aspect, how there is a suspension or
repression of one level of language for the opening up of another, a
question arises as to the motivation, the psychology of the poet. According to Ricoeur, the three basic traits of poetic language-the fusion
of sense and mind, the density of a language that becomes "thingy,"
and the priority of the experience of language itself as what has been
traditionally called an "illusion"-are
a source of enormous psychic
activity.'e Ow questions, then, involve the relation between what has
been suspended and what is opened up. Or, to paraphrase the ending
of "Tornado Warning," what is not said, what we cannot see, what the
poet cannot see, seems to be itself a major force within the poem.
In order to amve at a clearer view of this, though, we need &st
to re-examine what the moment of the poem contains. In an early essay,
"Poets of Cosmic Consciousness," Shapiro praises a certain poetic habit
of mind-what he calls "cosmic consciousness" as he sees it practiced
by thinkers such as Ouspensky and Reich, and by the poet Hart Crane.
Of crucial importance to the method is a kind of fullness of consciousness based upon Jungian synchronicity which becomes translated, for
Shapiro, into a theory of how poetry can "arrange and even reverse ow
sense of time." l7 Later, in "The True Artificer," he says, "It may be
that it is the time element of poetry which, in fact, takes the poem out
of flowing chronological time and puts it into a time-world all its own." l8
Shapiro's poems themselves tend to concentrate large contexts of time,
the typological contexts, into the event of the particular poem. This, in
fact, is precisely the theme of the grotesque, "The Minute"The new born minute on the bureau lies,
Scratching the glass with infant kick, cutting
With diamond cry the crystal and expanse
Of timelessness. This pretty tick of death
Etches its name upon the air.
Soon, though, "The loathsome minute grows in length and length." The
movement of the poem is outward as the minute expands, as the poet
16 Ricoeur, p. 209.
1% Ricmur, p. 209.
l7 In Defense of Ignorance, pp. 302303.
8' The Poety Wreck, p. 251.
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becomes more conscious of what lies beyond, even, paradoxically,
within himself: "I with my distant heart lie wide awake/ Smiling a t
that Swiss-perfect engine room." The poem then ends "spinning threads
of fear" that are never presenced within the poem. What becomes
important, even as the poet becomes more aware of the physical "tick/
like a strange dirt" that constitutes the physicality of the moment, are
the unnamed possibilities beyond the moment. As he says in "Absences":
"Time is mostly absences, oceans generally at peace, and lives we love
most often out of reach."
Now, in the light of these "absences," we can say that the "consciousness discipline" that reveals, for the poet, a synchronic world of
expanded consciousness, also reveals "discipline" as a principle of "suspension" or "blockage." The time of the poem is thus a time of traces,
absences, the physical "not-words" beyond the writing in the poem's text:

I love you first because you wait, because
For your own sake, I cannot write
Beyond these words. I love you for these words
That sting and creep like insects and leave Hth.
I love you for the poverty you cry
And I bend down with tears of steel
That melt your hand like wax, not for this war
The droplets shattering
Those candle-glowing fingers of my joy,
But for your name of agony, my love,
That cakes my mouth with salt
("V-Letter")
What the poem marks, then, is a play of presence and absence, the
referential and the poetic, consciousness and unconsciousness, the word
and the "not-word"-"all
this love explained and unexplained/ Is just
a breath," he says later in this poem. But it is precisely the fact of
breath, that physical quality that comprises the "not-word," the whole
that is the poem however open-ended and extending to whatever
"depth," that controls, "disciplines" the poem, the moment, the poet.
In terms of the psychology of the poet, this poetic strategy allows
a complex tone to emerge in "V-Letter." m e poet allows neither the
extreme bitterness that war can produce nor the hope of victory and
peace to dominate. The "hours" that "stand in solid rows" will "Lead
to my matter-of-fact and simple death/ Or to our open marriage."
What is primarily left out of the poetic moments, what that plain style
of Shapiro represses, what the silence of the "not-word" mutes, is perhaps the bitter, extreme, caustic self that emerges in the prose whose
referential aspect is never suspended and often becomes tyrannical and
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dictatorial-for example, in such essays as "To Abolish Children," where
Shapiro takes an obviously one-sided view about the "flower child"
mentality of a decade ago; or in the decimations, from an emotional
and often irrational point of view, of literary establishment figures
such as Eliot. Such an excess, of course, would wreck a poem like
"Adult Bookstore."
Precisely such a strategy of suspension and repression governs
what is perhaps Shapiro's finest poem, "The Heiligenstadt Testament''
a stream-of-consciousness dramatic monologue conceived of as spoken
by Beethoven on his death bed. Here the bitterness of the composer
(''bust nobody"-"I
did my best to make you hate your mother") is
punctuated, even negated, by the accumulating power of the rhetoric,
and by the temporal sequence which alternates malevolent and optimistic images. And there is a sense in the poem that the very ability
to go on talking defers death, that poetic language itself provides
something tangible, his own breath, that the dying man can clutch.
Given his dead infant brother's name at his own birth and with it a
problem of self-identity, now gone deaf ("if you are deaf/ and you are
Beethoven/ what do you do'), he achieves the discipline of self-creation
through his ability to ixansfom silent sound ("I keep time by the
motion of their bows/ that way can almost hear my music"), including
his own speech that is the poem, into his own poetic world:
I altered the birdsong slightly
and made it the eagle of my pen
the same I did with the singing of peasants
my Battle Symphony my birds
where are my multiplication tables
is it true that any child can understand them
40,000 florins for Karl
let nobody say Beethoven was a fool
too late too late
the fire draws the wind
the wine has not arrived
What the "thingness," the physicality of the "not-word" does for the
poet, and this is parallel to Beethoven's tactile "hearing" of his own
music, is provide a sense of what Roland Barthes has called Jouissance,
a poetic whose "depth" subsumes the simple referential meanings of
things for a more complex response. Shapiro could very well b e addressing himself when he speaks of Poe in "IsrafelnWhat else were his codes
But diagrams and hideouts of the mind
Plugged up with corpses and expensive junk,
Prosopopoeia to keep himself at bay?
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TOPOLOBAMPO
You have a rented car in Mexico, let's say,
And the backpacker you picked up on the highway,
Swiss-German, sits up naked in bed,
Her tan continuous, her hair wbitely blonde,
Half your age;
After you sadly make perfunctory love,
She shows you small translucent scars
Beside wrist veins, watery blue in the moonlight.
There is a story about Zurich, when she was sixteen
And pregnant by a university engineering student.
Outside-The cactus flowers and the palms,
The smell of open sewerage.
And beside that Gulf of California
You lie with your hands behind your head,
Imagining that maybe you will try to speak in five minutes
And discover ourself mute,
Or worse, try to move, and be paralyzed completely.
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TWO POEMS BY KATRINA V. RINGROSE
SHADOWS ARE THE MAN
Man is skin, pulled over bones
that form him. Hair covers his skincloth making him a bear, a squirrel,
an animal spirit. He wears skins
over his own flesh
to be a bird, a dancing snake.
As a snake he slides his soul
into his snake shadow.
As a bird, he drops his soul into
a bird egg, that sits
in a bush-nest
he made as a man thinking of birds.
Man dances by fire, double-skinned,
and heat rushes his soul from him
in long shadows.
ORCHESTRA PIT
--nfter a painting by Edgar Degas
The cello neck curls up
like a thick tongue
whispering into the cellists'
ear. W h a t do you think of this,
what do you think?"
Pretending he doesn't hear, he
looks at the stage with his
left eye, careful
to avoid the oboe. Under his breath
he whispers,
"I think you're right,
just don't say anything to the violinist."
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NOVEMBER
It was mild, as falls in gardens go,
your tumble in the orchard
where we bought the apples
at a reasonable price.

The hard-fleshed apples slept late in the cold air
and the sun raked through the branches.
Too full of chances for the gambol,
you slipped in the long grass and your ankle bent
under the thrust of your rushing to earth,
full and late as the orchard.
Who could guess that the apples low in the tree
and unforbidden would betray you
to the tangle of the grass?
Yet it was mild as falls in gardens go,
though the tree is not in the head,
and the bent foot sprains at the bending.
We have seen the apples run on belts
to tumble through improbable machines.
Rags whipped them to gleaming.
I t was not from the greasy apron of the sinister grocer
that they drew their light,
as my father feared,
but from the buffed wax of their own skins.
The shine was in the apple after all.
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TWO POEMS BY JANE SOMERMUE
HEAVENLY BODIES

This first warm day
comes suddenly
because the earth turned:
the connection seems abstract,
extreme, unreasonable.
The earth turns;
the colors change subtly and
the hard little buds grip their branches;
and here we are, feeling hefty and for-real
with a trnck stuck in the mud,
confronting something
that is not an abstraction.
Then an energy,
something I'd forgotten,
both indolent and electric:
words leap like flavors in my month
To couple with an innocent man
or with all this,
the turning,
the new light on the fields,
the tight buds, surprising,
the splash of words.
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WHO WOULD COUNT ON A MAN LIKE THAT?
that people lie, hallucinate,
are late for appointments,
don't show up at all,
is a fact of life
how could you
put it in a poem?
it was my despair
and did away with what I didn't say
about your wlnerable elbows
that smug smile
his vanity and shame
it's like a kind
of rape, what you do
I can't help writing it down
don't talk to me, then.
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BACH IN THE AFTERNOON
When he hired the truck
moved his baby grand piano
through the sliding doors
onto her champagne carpet
she detected an inappropriate air
of permanence in what had been
an easy relationship of
melody and counterpoint
and when dissonance set in,
that presence in her apartment,
the gleaming Steinway,
gave unexpected overtones.
I t was bigger than both of them.
All those tempestnous crescendoes,
Liszt at midnight
Beethoven on foggy mornings.
Even when he wasn't there, he was there.
It was obviously not an affair
where he could pack his sweaters,
his toothbrush and vanish
from her life like a hit tune.
When the movers took away the piano
the space where it had stood was vast
and so much more than music.
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REVIEWS
Lloyd Abbey. Destroyer and Presemw: ShelIeds Poetic Skepticism. Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press, 1979, 171 pp. $14.50.
Nathaniel Brown. Sexunlitg and Feminism in Shelley. Cambridge, Mass.: Haward
University Press, 1979,298 pp. S17.50.
Among Shelley's major points in A Defence of Pocty is his assertion that an
imaginative writer belongs only in the most marginal sense to his own age. While
even the greatest epics super6cially re0ect the "peculiar errors" and superstitions
of the times in which they were produced, the poet regards the beliefs of his own
historical period as only the "temporary dress in which 6is creations must be arrayed,"
the accidental facts beneath which lie that writer's contribution to the eternal poem
that is evermore, to the moral advantage of mankind, being produced through
imaginative genius. Thus, Milton's devotion to an abstract and eternal principle
of beauty breaks tbmugh in his heroic p o r h a d of Satan, while DanteS freedom
from the Christian dogma on which his Diuinu Cornmedia is based appears in his
assigning Riphaeus to Paradise and in the 'heretical caprice" with which he dolffi
out eternal rewards and punishments. Readers of Milton and Dante would hardly
be unanimous in agreeing with these judgments, but Shelley's own interpreters,
hostile and favorable alike, have often been quick to accept timelessness as Shelley's
primary goal and have thus portrayed him as aloof from his own times and from
history: lwking backward only to seek analogues for his vision in the solid archa
types of Platonism, lwking forward only to envision an ill-defined millenium where
mankind will be blissfully suspended in "the intense inane" /Prometheus Unbound).
SheUey wrote A Defence relatively late in his short career-some
sixteen
months before his death-and many of the opinions stated in that credo are products
of his increasing doubts about etfecting reform in his own generation: if he could
not rally his fellows against tyranny (as Shelley consistently wished to do), perhaps
the poet could console himself with the prospect of being a timeless example for
the future. Those who have ignored these circumstances and thw have taken the
statements in A Defence as definitive lifelong c-ihnents
have effaced an equally
vital, pragmatic side of this poet, one anchored in the timebound and immediate.
It may well have suited the purposes of Victorian hem-worship and modem necclassicism to ignore the more pragmatic SheUey, but this limited vision has done
little to enhance our image of hhn as one with sigaiscant roots in his intellectual
heritage and a sense of the historical significance of his own time and what its
effects were likely to be on subsequent decades. The publication of Richard Holmes's
Shelley, the Pursuit (1974) marked a watershed in Romantic criticism, one that
heralded an upsurge of interest in the substantial practical Shelley. While some
readers found Holmes's emphasis on the activist, political side of the poet misleading,
the majority opinion is reflected in the fact that, currently, novel criticism of this
poet is appearing more frequently than that of any of his contemporaries, and
virtually all of the new readings approach one facet or another of Shelley's intellectual pragmatism. The proliferation of such criticism indicates not only that
there is a great deal to be explored in this dimension of the poet's character, but
also that, far more than is the case for other writers of his magnitude, there is so
very much about Shelley to be set right.
Lloyd AbbeyS Destroyer and Preseruec Shelleyij Poeh'c Skepticism locates the
poet squarely in the prevailing intellectual currents of his own day. General criticism
of the English Romantic age and of specific figures associated with it has long since
charted the intellectual evolution of the period's ideas on perception, art, the
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imagination, and similar topics, primariIy by exploring the twin influences of native
empiricism and imported German idealism, but Shelley has often been excluded from
ths discussion of the intellectual development of his age. Lloyd Abbey sees Shelley
as profoundly versed in and aEected by the skeptical tradition of English philosophy,
so much so that, in Destroyer and Preserver, the "beautiful but ineffectual angel"
of earlier criticism bas metamorphosed into one of the most doubting poets imaginable. Abbey finds the beginnings of Sbelley's skeptical vision early, in the naysaving second paragraph of the preface to, as well as in the text of, Al&m (18113).
and perceives h e &rain as so predominant that, by the Lime of The ~ r f u m p h
Life, he finds his subiect writing "the noetic nortraval of total Humean skenticism"
(p. 127). The basic- point of Destroyer an2 preserver is that Shelley,
from
being ready to embrace ideals of earthly reform and millenial redemption, was
almost scientifically minded and never accepted any idea as final and true, and
eventually considered all abstract concepts false and cormpting. Shelley's rapid
movement through doctrinaire phases (such as his embracing of Godwinian Necessity) in early career is well known; for Abbey, that movement is the prototype for
his entire intellectual development.
The twin smams of skeptical thinking that Abbey charts are the "empirical,"
"encouraging doubt of all dogma" (p. 147), and the "Platanic," "which doubts
imaginative vision, undermines private faith" (p. 147). The first of these is consistent throughout the Shelley canon and appears in repeated attacks on the corruptions of Christian dogma, in the stagnant tyranny of Jupiter in Prometheus
Unbound, overall in a persistent "'repudiation of idolatry" (p. 77). As Shelley
began to associate his own plans for earthly refwith more traditional dogmatic
beliefs, his vision, according to Abbey, focused more on the otherworldly "to a point
wbere the earlier social concern seems supplanted by the desire for personal, or
perhaps communal, transcendence" (p. 105)-the result being what Abbey perceives as the death-wish underlying Adonais. As "Platonic skepticism" entered to
cause Shelley to question even the prospect of that transcendence, the pattern
became complete; The Triumph of G f e ''casts severe doubt, not only on the possibility of discovering ultimate reality, but also on the validity of the transcendence
concept itself" (p. 142). For Abbey, the Rousseau of The Tdumph of Life is the
last of many Doppelganger figures that the skeptical Shelley uses to examine his
own ideas; in failing both as reformer and as idealisf Rousseau marks the end of
Shelley's quest for meaning.
Abbey's book is a healthy lesson for those who might still be tempted to view
Shelley as divorced from the ideas of his time and the disillusionments and doubts
of his contemporaries. But it should be noted that Abbey is focusing as clearly on
an exclusively skeptical Shelley as others have on a tenaciously idealislic one. A
comprehensive vision of the poet should accept both these tendencies; what makes
the ideals so attractive is their reflection against a background of skepticism, while
what allows the skepticism to be so honest is the knowledge that it comes from
one capable of millenial thinking. Further, Abbey's book is slender in mntent as
well as size; be derives much from the earlier work of C. E. Pulos, makes little
use of Sbelley's prose writings, and omits discussion of too many major poems to
give the study a needed comprehensiveness and authority. Nonetheless, the diretion of Abbey's thinking is refreshing and is one solid piece of evidence that a
~ e r i a dof healthy reexamination of Shelley bas begun.
Abbey's focus, then, is Shelley's intellectual relationship with the prevailing
tradition of English skeptical philosophy. Nathaniel Brown's, on the other band.
is a form of prophecy unlike any normally associated with the ideal f u W t i o
portraits usually drawn of Shelley's reformative visions. In Sexuality and Feminism
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in Shelley, Brown sees the poet as being at odds with much of the thinking of his
day, but not because of his residing in a timeless, ethereal paradise. Rather, Shelley's
works are prophetic of more enlightened and "modem" attitudes on the twin issues
of human sexuality and the role of woman in society, and they contradict the
beliefs of early nineteenth-century England on these matters as absurd roadblocks
to the establishment of a pragmatically defined earthly paradise. Brown makes extensive use of Shelley's prose statements, particularly A Discourse of the Manners
of the Ancient Greeks ~elntioeto the Subject of Love, a largely ignored document
that Brown employs as the foundation for his entke discussion. Sexuality and
Feminism in Shelley dips ireely into numerous works besides A Discourse, however,
and draws on its author's comprehensive howledge of present-day writings on
such topics as human sexual response and feminist politics to forge a solid, substantial argument linking Shelley with modem thought on the.% issues. Brown's
is an unusual book, something of an intellectual tour de force in comparative
sexuality, but his goal-establishing the pragmatic nature of Shelley's social criticism
-and his verve and intelligence in pursuing it make for the scholarly equivalent
of the proverbial "good read."
The "sexuality" portion of Brown's discussion establishes Shelley as a realistic,
indeed clinical obsenrer of human sexuality, the Masters and Johnson of Romantic
England. Shelley saw moral hypocrisy as among the primary aberrations of his
time, particularly when the attitude stemmed from adherence to the stagnant
dogmas so reprehensible to Lloyd Abbey's skeptical poet. Since ignorance is necessary to the maintenance of hypocritical beliefs, Shelley found that the honest
po*ayal of sexual attraction and response would by itself aid the reformation of
society. Thus, while lacking modem medical jargon and using in its stead the
passionate language of Gothic romance, Shelley draws in his works numerous
portraits of sexual relationships, ones so graphic that Brown brings them together,
in his chapter entitled "Love's Visible Link" (pp. 4 5 7 4 ) , to describe the typical
sexual experience in Shelley's works, one he finds both realistic and therapeutic:
"Shelley's attitude toward sexual i n t m r s e was for the most part positive and
healthy. Intercourse appears in his work as a nonnally joyous experience" (p. 74).
Brown also 6nds other "modem" attitudes in Shelley's treatment of sex, among
them a sympathetic if imperfect understanding of hmwxuality and a keen knowledge of the nature of romantic love. The point Brown misses is how the realistic
porhayal of sexuality is present in Shelley for more than doctrinaire w z m in the
poems, physical sex is to ideal love as skepticism is to millenialism, a component
part in a comprehensive and honest vision of life.
If Shelley's pomayal of sexuality is not surprising to anyone who has carefully
read his works unaffected by the judgments of the Victorians, his f e r n should
be even more easily acceptable; his contact with Mary Wollaonenaft alone should
remove any doubts about the direction of the poet's thinking in regard to the status
of the sexes. The nympholeptic visions of ethereal feminine principles in Shelley's
works cannot obscure the fact that p a of his plan for societal reform was a goal
not unlike what we currently label androgyny. Brown's discussion of this strain of
Shelley's thinking is convincing, and his conclusion on the subject is unequivocal:
"Steering clear of the twin fallacies of sexist depreciation and courtly flattery,
Shelley committed himself from the outset to the goal of full sexual equality . . . .
Requited was the stripping away of widespread dishonesty and self-deception on
the part of both sexes and the demonstration that what purported to he homage
to women was in reality another way of keeping them in fetters" (p. 177). Brown
is careful to show how Shelley's feminism is responsible for what might otherwise he
seen as moral inconsistency: his condemnation of prostitution, his ahhomence of
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libertinism, his ambivalence toward Lord Byron (a great poet, but the chief cd
libertines). Also, Bmwn d m not hesitate to reveal the attitudes Shelley, as a
product of his time, muld not bring himself to revise-spdcally, his insistence
on the need for traditional feminine beauty (p. 172), his opposition to mntraoep
tion (pp. 198-99), and his belief that the time for woman's &age had not yet
am'ved: ". . Shelley was opposed to votes for women under existing sodal conditions" (p. 197). Nonetheless, Bmwn sees more that belongs to our century
than to Shelley's in the poet's "androgynous" vision; the writer, after all, became
a prophet in a sense that even he might not have anticipated.
Semulitg and Feminism in Shelieg is marred by two persistent attituda that
I find offensive. The &st is Brown's arrogance about contemporary beliefs; any
time a sexual description in SheUey can be compared to one in Mastew and Jobnson, it is automatically "gcvd," not, one suspects, because it is accurate but simply
because it is "modem" The second, a strain that becomes stronger as the study
progresses until reaching a crescendo in the concluding chapter, mnsists of rhetoric
caUing on society to move more quickly to effect the social changes in relationships
between the sexes that Brown sees prophesied in Shellefs writings. Whether or
not one agrees with B r m on these matte-d
I suspect his audience for this
book willbe in virtually unanimous sympathy-the -pet-blowing
is extraneous
and distracting
- The main virtue of Brown's analysis is its just and comprehensive
.
uncovering of a long-suppressed component of Shelley's vision: the honest and
realistic porbayal of the sexual nature of humankind. We should m u s e Brown for
his twentieth-century snobbery for the same reason we should accept, perhaps a
bit leas readily, the sketchy nature of Lloyd Abbey's treatment of Shelley's philosophic skepticism: reading both of these new studies gives a stmng sense that
Shelley scholarship has taken & in an exciting new direction, one devoted to
establishing this poet as a human being with roots in and hopes for the &nt
and ever-changing world of reality.

.

FREDERICK

w. s m N E

Clem~onUnioslsity

Stephen Spender. Mary Shrart, freely translated and adapted fmm Schffler's play.
New Haven and New York: Ticlmor & Fields, 1Q80, 97 pp. $8.95 (cloth); $4.85
(paper).
This version of Friedrich Schiller's tragedy Mary Shrart is one of the h
t
publicstions to he offered under the newly revived imprint of Ticknor & Fields-the publishers of Emerson, Thorean, Hawthorne, and Dickens. Although the
Honghton MiJ3in Company first acquired the distinguished firm in 1880, it is only
now after one hundmd years that they have decided to put the famous imprint to
use and have issued a &st list of highly pmmising titles. To judge from the cawlogue enby for Mary Stuart, the editors of Ticknor & Fields appear to be especially
proud of being able to publish the first American edition of what they declare to be
a major work from the pen of Stephen Spender. They further assert that "a classic
of the German theatre has been made into an exciting and beautiful play by one
of the best-equipped verse dramatists of the English language. The story of Scotland's tragic queen has never been better served"
Such hyperbole, however, is bound to offend long-time admirers of Germany's
greatest dramatist. Schiller's Mary Stuart is already an exciting and beautiful play
in its original form and does not need to be made into one. Having used it over
the past decade as one of the supplementary readings for my survey course in
world literature, I can personally attest to the enthusiastic response generated
among students who have read the work as part of their class assignments. S c h W s
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play, moreover, is no mere closet-drama; it fully retains its effectiveness on the
stage. Back in 1960, while attending a small mllege in New England, I was able to
witness a production by a touring company which starred the Swedish a&%
Siwe Hasso in the title role and Eva Le Gdienne as Queen Elizabeth. I enjoyed
this production so much that I managed to attend several performances of the
d a y. during- the company's
in Boston. On each occasion the
. . three-week engazemen
- audience's response was exceptionally appreciative. I must, therefore, flatly state
my conviction here and now that Schiller's play is not susceptible to improvement
at the hands of other writers. On the contrary, any attempt to revamp this dramatic
masterwork is bound to lead to deleterious results. As a case in point, one need only
mnsider the lamentable adaptation of May Stuart by Eric Bentley that turned up
in volume two of the anthology entitled Lourel Maeterpiece~of Continental Drmm
issued by the Dell Publishing Company in 1963.
What, then, does Stephen Spender do with this material? Although described
as being "freely translated and adapted from Schiller7splay," Spender's version is
essentially an abridgment of ,Maw Stuart. Schiller's text has been shortened by
approximately forty percent, and Spender uses various devices to achieve this condensation. Like most plays of its time, Schiller's Mary Shrart contains a large
number of long speeches, and these are radically reduced in length by Spender
thmugh the simple technique of deletion. In fact, most of Spender's attempts at
economy are achieved by reducing the number of lines in long speeches. He also
deletes a substantial number of ~elativelybrief exchanges between characters and
occasiondy goes as far as to eliminate a scene in its entirety. Likewise, a few
minor characters are dropped from the cast and their lines, if Gained, are assigned
to others. In one instance where lines are reassimed. S~enderauite sldIlfu1ly breaks
up a long speech of Lord Burleigh's in Act one, scene ~ e v e kby permi&
the
Queen of Scots herself to interpose descriptive phrases from time to time that
originally were part and parcel of Burleighi own discourse.
One might expect tbat the cumulative effect of so many changes would he to
alter the character of the play drastically. Nonetheless, Spendefs version still
manages to remain faithful to the spirit of Schiller's drama. Unlike Bentley, who
uses prose in place of poetry, Spender employs a form of free verse that reasonably
approximates the blank verse of the German origind Schiller, as a youthful adherent of the unbridled Storm-and-Stress movemenf wrote his earliest works for
the stage in prose, and his switch from prose to poetry while in the process of
composing his fmrth play, Don Carlos, signaled a new phase in his artistic development. Henceforth, all of his plays were to be cast in blank verse so that he
might more easily accommodate a large measure of classical restraint. This quality
is s&ciently in evidence in Spender's translation to safeguard him from the type
of critical reproach that was directed at Rob& Lowell for his version of Radne's
Phoedra or at Robert Fikgerald for his lendition of Homess Iliad and Odyssey.
However, it should be noted tbat both of these men also received much critical
acclaim for the aforementioned translations owing to the fact that Lowell provides
bis readers with many passages of highly effective romantic rhetoric in compensation for having sacdced the neo-classical qualities of Racine's play and that Fitzgerald makes amends for having diminished the epic sublimity of Homeric verse
by seducing his readers with the ldnd of sensuous beauty that one associates
with lyric poetry. One 6nds far fewer winged words in Spender's work. Although
his rendition of Schiller's lines is quite readable, Spender's version of Maw Stuart
does not strike me as being stylistically superior to other recent verse translations
of the play.
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Spender's abridgment of Mary Stuart may, on the other hand, fullill a genuine
need for a shorter version that could be used in connection with an adual stage
production of the play. Schilleis text does, after all, run to more than four
thousand lines. This is approximately the same length as Shakespeare's Hamlet, and
thus a performance of the complete work is likely to prove somewhat dram-out
for many of today's playgoers. The current version, in fact, owes its origin to the
theatre since Spender first begin to work on a translation of M a y Stuart on the
basis of a commission from London's Old Vic Company. Oddly enough, Spender
has elected to cut the numbex of stage directions within the original text by half.
I h d this gratuitous reduction in the number of stage directions b be a serious
drawback as far as the general reader is concerned. Fortunately, there is no need
to forgo reading the full complement of stage directions since there are several
excellent veme translations readily available. Perhaps the most readable of these is
the one by Sophie Wilkins that was published hack in 1959 by Barron's Educational Series of Woodbury, N. Y. Other superior verse translations are those by
Charles E. Passage (1961) and by F. J. Lamport (1969). The translation by
Passage is published by Ungar, and the one by Lamport is included in the Penguin
Classic anthology entitled Five Gennan Tragedies. All of these items, I am
pleased to report, are still in print
The tragic fate of Mary Stuart has fascinated playwrights throughout the
world from the very outset. The first drama about the Queen of Scots appeared in
1589-a play wn'tten in Latin by a French Jesuit just two brief years after her
death. Given the f a d that so many dramas have been written since then about the
relationship between Mary Stuart and Elizabeth Tudor, it is usually taken for
granted that the two queens were personally acquainted. The truth of the matter
is that they never met a single time in their entire lives. It was Schiller who first
invented the face-to-face encounter between the two queens, and it is their explosive
confrontation in Act Three of this play that has established the precedent for
subsequent dramatists who have brought the two queens together on the stage.
Moreover, in order to increase sympathy for his Scottish heroine, Schiller has depicted her as being in her mid-twenties at the time af her execution. The historical
Mary Stuart, however, was put to death at the age of forty-four. These and other
liberties with the historical record may shike one as odd considering the fact that
Schiller himself once served as a professor of history at the University of Jena.
However, he appears to be in agreement with Gotthold Ephraim Lessing's view that
the dramatist's only obligation to the past is to represent the character of a historical personage with fidelity and that events themselves may be rearranged or
even invented. In this case, the characters of the two queens certainly have the
ring of m t h . But this play is more than a vehicle for character study, and it7
ultimate concern is with the nature of free wiU. Mary Stuart, accepting full responsibility for all of her past actions, lwks upon her impending execution as a means
of atonement and t h ~ uattains spiritual freedom; Queen Elizabeth, refusing to
acknowledge that she herself must bear ultimate responsibility for the execution of
her cousin, remains in bondage. If Schilleri play were anything less than one of
the great works in world literature, it is douhtful that an author of Stephen Spender's
stature wodd have endeavored to promote its popularity by taking the time to
provide us with a translation of M a y Stuart from his own hand.
Vrcron ANTHONY
Rmwsn
Clemson Umioersity
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Raven I. McDavid, Jr. Dialects in Culture: Essays In G w a l Dialectology, edited
by William A. Kretzschmar, Jr. University, Alabama: The University of Alabama
Press, 1979,399 pp. $22.75.
Vaieties of Americnn English: Es,~aysby Raoen I . McDavid, Jr., selected and introduced by Anwar S. Dil. Stanford, California: Stanford University Press, 1979,
384 pp. $15.95.
Nearly four decades of distinguished studies in lin&stics by Greenville, S. C.,
native and Furman graduate Raven I. hlcDa%id,Jr., are represented by the 6fty-six
essays, addresses, and reviews gathered in these two volumes on dialectology. The work
of a self-styled shuctural linquist deeply and gratefully indebted to Bernard Bloch
and Hans Kurath and the labor of love of a tireless investigator whose research
stands alongside that of Albert Marckwardt, Harold B. Men, James McMiUan and
Lee Pederson in both importance and impact, these pieces, though sometimes necessarily freighted with highly technical terms, are not beyond the reach of interested
laymen and are certainly essential items for serious students of American English.
Perbsps no other linguist except Kurath has done more to bring into print a
linguistic atlas for the United States and Canada, a project launched by Kmath in
1930. McDavid bas helped, either by field surveys, interpretation of data, and
editing, with materials from practically all of the dialect areas in the nation. The
theories under which he bas worked may be argued with, as J. L. Dillard and others
have done, and the data may be disputed, mostly on the basis of tbe informationgathering system McDavid inherited and not because of his lack of energetic pursuit
of linguistic facts. His name will be written large in any forthcoming history of
American dialectology.
These essays, reviews, and addresses throughout show his concern for social,
politicd, psycl~ological,educational, and literary uqes of lingtlistics. For example, he
can praise H. L. Mencken for excellence of style, chide a pl~ilologistfor obscure
phasing, encourage teachers to listen and to learn from their students, and counsel
a learned society on how literary experts should view the findings of lingui*. This
is to say, in brief, that McDavid's defection from John Milton, the subject of his
dissertation at Duke University in 1935, simply brought to linguistics a humanist
who, like Milton, knew that language lies next to the hearts and minds of all men,
and that those who know language best are most able to value its vast and rich
resources.
JOwr L. 100% JR.
Clemsm Unioersity
Stephen Dixon. Too Late, New York: Harper & Row, 1978, 182 pp. $7.95; Quite
Cantvary: The Maqand Nem* Story, New York: Hamer & Row, 1979, 200 pp. $8.95;
14 Stories, Baltimore: The Johns IIopkins University Press, 1980, 145 pp. $12.95.
For the cognoscenti-particularly
those with a Kahnjammer-K&a understanding of the frolic and funk of urban America-Stephen Dixon has long been
the laureate of the whacked, the whomped and the wonderful who people the
country's most extraordinary ficcione, New York City. In Work, his first novel, and
No Relief, an early collection of stories, Dixon proved himself a comic but careful
chronicler of mania in megalopolis, bringing us cabbie and cop, bozo and bureaucrat
in prose quick and fine enough to be the best of works, art. His strengths, like cityliving itself were many and apparent: energy, variety, and invention. His weaknesses, equally apparent to the country mouse in any critic, were few: surface
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mistaken for substance, eccentricity for character, and material for matter. The gmd
news now is that Mr. Dixon m a i n s the ever-watchful writer-baron of the asphalt
iungle; the bad news is that, well, life in the city can be boring.
Too Late, a 1978 novel, is a dash, dizzying of pace, provoking of yawna dash through the mean streets attended by those good 20th-century villains Nightmare, Paranoia and Malaise. At the movies one evening, Art A. Aliman learns from
his girlfriend Donna that the film is too violent. She's going home, alone. She'll
meet him later. She doesn't, of come, and what follows is a horror-show of highiinks, Chaplin-like slspstick and heavy-duty auelty as our hero-narmtor-victim takes
to the streets and the phone to find a woman who, even at book's end, remains
beyond the beck of kith and ken; she's vanished into a Pandemonium of murder
and mayhem, of wist and woe. At his best, Dixon uses his plot to 6x Aa'8 plam
among and relationship to, as Mr. Rogers says, "the people in the neighborhmCfrom junky to jerk to street-comer Jesus. At his wont, Dixon wastes his considerable
skills.and eye far detail showing us what we've all seen before: Mondo Crme
cavalcade of lunacy and lass. For all its verve and m e d y , Too Late is more atlas
than novel, a sore misreading of Mr. James's notlon that "landscape is charactzr."
Quite Contrary, a 1979 mllection of connected stories, on the other hand, is
tuneful testimony to Dixods ability to exploit Gotham's hugger-mugger to the
lasting advantage of his people. Caught on what's hilled as "the cutting edge of
NYC," Mary LeBroom and Newt Leeh d e r each other ap only lovers dthrough break-up and reconciliation, through abortion and infidelity, through want
and wealth-in a chronicle, told from end to beginning (a sweet way of having
your ache and eating it tool), that works from the glory and gut of a &cter.
In this 11-story volume, Mr. Dixon, with the care and patience that seriousnm
brings, thxusts us into a relationship run at full tilt, a relationship fueled by need
and hope and dread-the right stuff thal's real and realized.
psxt of the
More recent is 14 StorieJ (actually 13, hut that's a story it&),
Johns Hop& series of poetry and fiction. His clunkers aside, of which there am a
handful, Dinon's finer efforts ("The Security Guard," 'The Intruder" and the title
story) recall the &es
of Michaels (Leonard), Barthelme (Donald), and Marr
(Groucho)-namely, passion, daring and elan. Especially noteworthy is " h e Has
Its Own Action," in which love, the peril and promise of it, hustles the w t m
at break-neck speed through a series of affairs and marriages, &ng
for a woman
who had "intelligence, understanding, and a good nature and sense of humor and
was thoroughly feminine, seemingly talented and self-suEioient and she v w much
appealed to my groh" High-order Action, indeed. In this collection, Dixon han
turned his interest from city to citizen, his stories swift with the sense of f o b ,
modem and therefore crazed, busy with the business of living and, uh, lovingin the Village, in the Streets, and in hotels without a 13th storey.
Lastly, what remains notable about even Digods lers accomplished work is
styla: pure Nighttom a Broadway-Bowery of zip, pop and map-crackly. When
he presses, when he's setting you up, when his reach exceeds his etcetera, he's cute,
self-indulgent, lay: "Maybe me because so far it's so far from what's what I believe!'
When he's right, he's as true as h e science: "Donna has very small breasts, way
below average. She was either ultra-high newspaper and magazine fashion, shampoo
or bubbly soap on tv or gloves or stockings or shoes with the top of her body removed." Ah, such is meet and choice, writing to remember and to celebrate--even
outside the city limits.

Ln:ABsm
Cape Westem Reserve University
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CONTRIBUTORS
JOHN E. BASSETT is an Associate Professor of English at Wayne State University
and the author of two books on William F a u h e r .
Poems by STEPHEN COREY have appeared in many periodicals, including The
American Poetry Review and California Quortefly. He teach- at the University
of South Carolina in Columbia.
Author of Keats's Metaphors for the Poetic I w i n n t i a and many articles, MARIO
D'AVANZO is a Professm of English at Queen's College, New York.
STEPHEN DIXON, who teaches in the Writing Seminars at Johns Hop& University, has published five volumes of fiction. His last SCR story, "Layaways,"
has been chosen for inclusion in the 1981 0 . F l e w collection.
BOB EVERETT is a graduate student in English and Creative Writing a t the University of Missouri-Columbia.
RICHARD JACKSON is a poet and critic who teaches English at The University of
Tennessee at Chattanooga. He is working on a study of time in contempomy

PW.
ROBERT J. KLOSS is a professor of English, William Paterson College, Wayne,
N. J., where he teaches psychoanalytic literary criticism. He is cc-author of
The Umoken Motiue.
RICHARD KOSTELANETZ is a widely published editor and writer from New York
City. He recently received an Editor's Fellowship from the Coordinating Council
of Literary Magazines.
MARY KRA'IT is a poet and writer from Charlotte, N. C.
A teacher in the Navy's PACE Program, MELVIN WALKER LA FOLLETl'E has
published poems in The New Yorker and many other magazines.
PETER LASALLE has published a book of stories-The Graues of Famous Writers
and Other Stories-as well as many poems. He teaches at The University of
Texas at Austin.
ROBIN HUNT McCORQUODALE is a Houston housewife who spends each maning writing fiction and poetry, which have appeared in ThB T e r o ~Quarterly,
Gryphon,Nmmtuck, and other reviews.
NORMAN NATHAN, Professor of English at Florida Atlantic University,
lished poems and essays in many reviews and journals.

has pub-

MARTHA PAFtU%Ris an Atlanta writer.
KATRINA V. RINGROSE is an undergraduate at the University of California at
Davis, where she is m a n a a g editor of the Califomfa Quefter11/,
STEPHEN ROBERTS lives in Utica, N. Y. He was one of the winners in the 1980
Triton College An Nations Poetry Contest.
An alumna of Wintbrap College, LENORA K. ROGERS lives in Summenine, S. C.
Previous stories by her have appeared in The Nath American Review, Pembroke
Magazine, and other publications.
HENRY H. ROTH's fiction has appeared in many magazines. A %n based on several
of his stories-The Cmz B~othersand Miss Mnlloy-premiered in 1980. He
lives in South Nyack, N. Y.
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JANE SOMERVILLE teaches creative writing, modern literature, and film at
P u k r r ~ h ~ ~(:ornmn>nily
rs
O,llcgo in \V. \'a. Hcr publications have appeared in
'l'he S c w York Tim?,, L m ~ gI'ond XCL.~CW,
alld elsewhere.

KIM ROBERT STAFFORD is a poet and a medievalist, who makes his home in
Portland, Oregon.
ANGELA STRACK lives in Taylors, S. C. Her poetry has been published in
Southern Poetry R e v i m and The Arts l o u d .
MARY GRACE SWIFT is the author of The Art of the Dance in the U.S.S.R. and
A Loftier Flight: The Life and Accmplishments of Charles-Louis Didelot,
Balletmaster. The latter book roceived De la Tome Bueno Award from Wesleyan
University Press. She is an associate professor at Loyola University in New
Orleans.

ROBERT E. WOOD, \\.Lo holds gradulte degrees in both mathematics and English,
is Akociule l'rofeiior of English at Georgia Imtihltc c f Twhnologv. H c i9 a
Renaissance scholar and a widely-published poet.
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F c ~ vhave contributed as mucll to the study of Southern literature as Hugh Holman. I3e ~ v r o t eor editecl more than twenty
13ooks, editecl the Sotrtltern Literary Jotrrrzal. and h e was a major
137olf~ and Simms scholar. No one t a t ~ q h t more teachers of
Southern literatme or taught them better. One of his honorary
d e q e e s given for his contributions to literature and to eclucation
was from C l e m s o ~Cnilersity
~
in hi5 native state of South Carolina. In Il7inrlotr;r on the IT70rlrl Huqh Holman countered the
Richarcl Chaqe thesis that the romance as form is the staple of
American fiction wit11 a \tell rcasoned arqument for realism as
fcrm and social criticiqm as contcnt in American fiction. In
memory of Hug11 IIoIman for his contril>utions to Southern
literature, to American literatu~c.and to the study of fiction w e
plan to de\.ote the Fa11 1953 issue of The Sotrth Cnrolina Review
to a recuamination of rcal~sulin . l m e r i c a ~fiction.
~
General topics
and topics on realirm in ~pecific \vorlcs a l e invited. Articles
~ h o u l db e recei\-ed b?, ,%piil 1, 1983.

SITCLALISSLX:Rcalism in American Fiction
Fa11 199.3

DE.ADLII-E: April 1, 1953
REFEREXCE: C. IJugh IJoln~an.T'i'i~lclotcson the Tlrorld (Knouville, Tcnnesscc 1, 1979.
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