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In Memoriam: Dr. ;hﬁrlos James Cook, Physicist. 1933-1973

I watched you, priest of the vectors
Holding internal wakes

Of ritual and grief-"

A prairie-faced, thermostatic,

O more than human number,

Emerging from the slide rule of a wave-
Your heart exploding, out of tune,

To the music o Ludw{g Wittengenstein
ln the South Carolina roaring surf.

Like you, I rodé home from school
Everyday.

The Pirst Avenue bus

Held its festival ot singular types,

Who hemorrhaged over

The tax-starved New York streets.

I sat in the bowels of the beast,

Above the diesel heat and flame

(Which only you, Charles, could justify), "
Waiting for a glimpse of the loonies.
Bellvue always loomed embarrassingly

Where the asexuals trafficked on their bolted coach,
Screaming at grocery boys

Who zipped by on bicycles.

This cast of night-gowned passengers

(tied from behind) °

Read shapes in the exhaust of my leaving.

Now I sit in a slow rain

And read in the exhaust

Of your departure,

A loss only the mad can count.
On their fingers.

Farewell, Hello, Brother.

L
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S

C'est mon intention de démontrer la continuit® du
phtnondne de redemption d'Adam dans la litterature
américaine, de 1945 & nos_jours. Mon étude n'est pas
exhaustive. J'entends par "Ademite” un individu qui gegne
seul son rachat ou qui retrouve la nature, inspir‘ par son
héritage Jeftersonien. S'il $choue dans sa quéte, il
devient un bufton, un alitn® ou 11 joue les Adamites
bizarres. .

Comprendre 1'emploi de ce théme est d'utilite pour
appracier quelques unes des contradictions du caractére
américain. Et c'est une des meilleurd illustrations que je
connaisse pour montrer 1"trango souci d:‘x:?_donption de
1'Ambrique, appeié-par Stephen Spender "la chose la plus
profonde de la vie américaine.” Comme Spender, j'emploie
rédemption au sens d'amendement et de reintégration de

'1'américain dans son pacte allégu® et primitif avec la

,u’t“'{-

nature.
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John Thatcher French
Adsmic Redemption In American Lit&rnturox 1945 to the Prolont
Department of English y

Candidate for the Ph.D. ’

Abstract

It is my intention to demohstriate the continuity of
the Adamic redemptive mode in Amerjcan Literature from

1945 to the present. My study.is mot all-inclusive. By
Adamic I roror to s charactet whose Jeffersonian heritage‘
inspires him ‘to rodoou oith‘r himself or nature. When

not sucoenJEuI in thia quest, he becomes a grotesque, an
alienate, or a ecomic mock-Adamite.

An understanding of the continuing use of this theme
is a helpful means in appreciating some of the contradic-
tions in the American character. It is one of the best
illustrations I know to point out the peculiarly American
pre-ococupation with rqde-ption, called by SBtephen Spender,
"the deepest thing in @norican life." I use the word
redemption throughout §he course of my study, like Spemder,
in the sense of reclamation and restoration of the Americen
to his alleged originalﬁco@onant with nature. This in a
word is my thesis.
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. Abbreviations
- Used In Text And Notes \

The Collected Poems of Wallace Stevens

The Invigible Man (Ellison)
Miss Lonelyhearts (West)

& Day of The Locust
v Revolutign For The Hell Of It (Hofrman)
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Wise Blood (O'Connor)
The Collected Poems of James Dickey: 1958-1968

The m&%ﬁ" Victory, _ggag_a_. Buckhead

American Dream (Mailer)
i Dharma Bums (Kerouac) ‘
She Adventures of Augie March (Bellow)
Herzog
Henderson The Rain King -
The Sot-Weed Factor (Barth)

S
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S-F Slaughterhouge-Five (Vonnegut) -
Player Pigno
. The Sirens g_ tan
God Bless You, Mr. Rosewater

Being There (Kosinaki) ‘

The Collected Poems of Theodore Roethke
Words For The Wind (Roethke)
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Preface

‘Thia thesis was written in a pastoral closet in'the
most backward section of South Carolina.\ The research in
it was undertaken at the University Library of the
University of South Carolina, Columbia, and at the Libr
of Congress, Washington, D. C. The originality of my
thesis lies in the degree to which it demonstrates and
. documents the continuity of Adamic Redemption in Ameiican
life from 1945 to the present moment.

Other than the traditional assistance rendered by my
thesis director, Professor H.A. McPherson and the other
two rcaders on my committee, Professors Slava Klims and -~
Ronald R ichertz, the labor and ideas in this study ané//
entirely my .wn. I am therefore directly roaponsiblolfor
whatever merits or faults it may possess.

John Thatcher French
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The technology of the railway created the
myth of a green Puaturo world of innocence.
It satisfied man's desire to withdraw from
society, symbolized by the city, to a rural
setting where he could recover his animal
and natural self. It was the pastoral ideal,
a Jeffersonian world, an agrarian democracy
which was intcndod to~aerve as a guide to a
social policy. ’d:;: us darkest suburbia
end its 1ast1ﬁ@~jynb the lawnmower.
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"only“with selected representative examples of the Adamic

(

It is my intention to demonstrate the continuity in a
delimited area, 1945 to the present, of the Adamic redemptive
phenomenon that still asserts itselt in American Literature.

My study is not meant to be a comprehensive survey of the

written word from 1945 to the present, which might well in-

ciude everything from American toreign policy and comic books

to hippie communes.? Where I use the word Adamic throughout

the course of this study, I would have the reader understand,
specifically, that 1 refer to an American writer who indulges

in the ﬁytb that he can think and act independentiy ot history
and society by vartue of the natural innocence he derives from
his Jeffersonian, pastoral heritasge. As a victim of the ro-
mantic syndrome of the child, the Adamite searches about ham

for the unfasllen place that instinctively he xnows exists

erther in his self-redeemed heart or 1in redeemed, urnfsllen
nature; failing to find that place, he becomes a grotesque, an
alienate, or a comic mock~-Adamite. The means by whioh he ocon-
ducts the search for that unfallen place is the tool of naming,
by which he attempts to penetrate and reclaim an unfallen
existence that will be an alternative to industriel, techno-
cratic America. (Most of those I fail to include within my
time-frame, I would have the reader understand, within the
context of this study, as non-Adamic artists, i.e., those who
shape and order their world not from the premise of self, but
from accepted historical traditions=(literary snd societald
that have bsen translated from Europe into an American ex-
perience.) In other words, these artists enjoy secure as-
sumptions about society and time and place that the Adamite,
measuring the world by self alone, cannot or will not allow
himself. 1n my anslyses, I am concerned only with this Ademic
archetype and not-with his opposite. Murther, I em concerned

archetype froa the period 1945 to the present.

1




A clearer understanding of the continuing use of this
theme is possibly a helpful means in appreciating some of
the many contradictions in the American chardcter. Finally,
it.is one of the best illustrations I know to point out the
peculiarly American pre-occupation with redemption, called
by Stephen Spender, "the deepest thing in American life."2
I use the word redemption throughout the course of my study,
like Spender, in the sense of reclamation and restoration of
the American to his alleged original covenant with nature.
This in a word is my thesis. '

A review of the scholarship surrounding this problem
convinces me of three things: 1. D.H. Lawrence in Studigs
In Classic American Literature is the tap-root of all Adamic
studies. 2. Professional scholars (R.W.B. Lewisg, Pearce,
Marx, Noble? et alia), while establishing an Adamic canon of

sorts, have stopped short roughly at the period 1945. Hoping
to have put the baby to bed, they imply (all of them), that
the Adamic theme has a certain immaturity about it that will
not persuasively contain an emerging American fiction. Pesarce
looks toward an American poetry that will be international in
scope.* Marx looks toward political solutions to aesthetic
problems. And so on. 3. The paucity and watery thinness of
Adamic studies in print convinces me that there is a need to
isolate and jugtify the continuity of the theme. Having
borrowed certain assumptions from the Adamic canon at large, I
have constructed categories of my own from primary sources.
Before proceeding to my own definition and categories,
however, it would be well to examine the major scholarship in
the area that is the foundation for many of my aépunptiona.
According to chronology, it was R.W.B. Lewis, who, in 1955, in
The American Adam: Innocence, Tragedy, And Tradition In The
Nineteenth Century, first magnified and set in relief the time-
haunted figure of the American Adam. OuQBide the realm of
professional scholarship, however, it was D.H. Lawrence who
first taught American artists and scholars how to read their
native literature. Referring to James Fenimore Cooper's
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| ' Leatharatooking Iales, Lawrence says, “they go backwards froa
. " old mge to golden youth. That is the true ayth of America.
. 8he starts old, old, wrinkled and writhing in an old skin,
And there is a gradual sloughing off of the o0ld skin, towards
a .new youth. 1t is the myth of America."? Less to the point
but nevertheless ¢n influence often aspparent in the pages of
R.W.B. Lewis is F.O. Matthiessen and his pionearing work 1n’%ho

understanding of American myths, American Ronaissance: Art and

Exprespion in the Age of Bmerson ad ¥hitman.® A third impor-
tant influence on Lewis, the prototypal Henry Nash Smith?7 aside,

is the controversisl Jeffersonian scholar from the University
of Chicago, Daniel J. Boorstin,B who, in company with the icon-
oclaat Charles A. Beardd and the historian turned literary
critic, David W. Noble,10 form the philosophical basis for the
' rationale of the myth of Adamic redemption. But it was Lewis
who seems to have put it all together in an effort-to reed
American Literature from a point of view that enjoyed some kind
of oonsistenay,'? which may have helped to gravitate Lewis'
colleague at Yale, Jersy Kocinaki.htownrd a summation of the
theme in his third novel, Being There (1971) as I hope to prove
in Chapter 4,
In the work of R.W.B. Lewis, the American Adam menifests -
himself in three wajor areas. In capsule foram, Lewis sees ham
as,

.

an individual emancipated from hiatory, happily
. bereft of ancestry, untouched by the usual
« inheritances of family and race} an individual
standing alone, self-reliant self-propelling,
ready to confront. whatever awaited him with the
aid of his unique and inherent resources.
It 'was nat ‘surprising, in a Bab10-rcud1:f gener-
ation, that the new hero (in praise or lnpgrovul)
was most easily identified with Adam before the
Fall. Adsm was the first, the .toh::zpnl ®man.
His moral position was prior to c:g ence, and in
his very newness he was fundamentally innogent.
The world and history lay all before him. And he
was the type of creator, the poet par excellence,
. areating langu 1&--1! by naming the elements of
l the scene him. All this and more wcr‘ oon-
tained in the image of the American as Ades.’2

o




What rings clear in Lewis' summsry is foremost the sense of ;
possibility which sums up the three major areas of Adamec
perfectibility. First, as a man free from history, the |
Adanite is granted complete license to create his own history,
independent of any traditions that might surround him at

birth, which in turn accounts for the fact that he is self-
propelling or self-creating. Second, because he is "funda-
mentally innocent,” he is or becomes inevitably pre-occupied
with the romantic syndrome of the child and the unfallen world
of childhood puising everywhere around him but subverted and
hidden by the artificial language and traditions of society.
Third, to overcome this restraint, the Adamite must learn to
speak a new language, the tongue of naming, whereby the Jeffer-
sonian covenant in ali its optimistic denominators is revealed
to him in the midst of the prelaspssrian American garden. In
other words, the Adamite does not merely discover the unfallen
world and his meaningful place in it: he makes it come alive,
redeems it, at the sound of his voice. "It was through the
poetic act,” Lewis says, "that Whitman articulated the dominant

_‘metaphysical illusion of his day and became the creator of his

own worid."13 Such articulation rivals not only the state but
God Almighty as well.

That the myth is an illusion, goes without saying; but at
the same time, one should be prepared to accept the fact that,
illusion or no, many Americans have cherished it since the
founding of the Republic. Citing Whitman as the derivative
archetype again, Lewis points out Whitman's startiing analogy
in, : ‘

a noiseless patient spider

I mark'd, where, on a little promontary, it stood out,

isolated,

Mark'd how, to explore the vacant, vast surrounding,

It launched forth filament, filament, filament,

out of itself
Ever unreeling them- ever tirelessly speeding thea.

'Out of itself.' This is the reverse of the tradi-
tionalist attitude that, in Eliot's phrase, 'home is
where one starts from.' Whitman acted on ﬁho hopeful
conviction that the new Adam started from himself;
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havi created himself, he must next create a home.
The given in an 1ndivi&uallcxporionco was no longer
a complex of human, rscial, and familial relation-
ships; it was a self in a vacant, vast surrounding.
Each simple separate person must forge his own
framework anew. This was the bold enormous venture
inevitably confronted by the Adamic¢ personality.

He had to become the maker of his own conditions-
if he were to have %ﬁy conditions or any achieved
personality at all.

What Eliot means by "home™ in the phrase quoted above from the
Four Quartets is a staggering complex of assumptions involving
onp's'church, one's government, one's literary traditions.

T short, "home" for Eliqt invokes an historical acceptance of
society as the rubric against which one measures his own worth
and his ovn'dostiny. For Eliot, it is quite impossible, indeed,
it is something akin to madness, to attempt to create (write)
independent of one's relation to a traditional socioty.15 The
non-existence of such as;unptions about a traditional society
in the United States is the hallmark of the American Adamic
redemptor, which is the véry thing that sent Eliot and Pound

and others like them, in what Pearce calls the mythic school,
over the waters to England and Europe, for they discovered early
in their careers the resal depths and anarchy of solipsism in
the Adamic redemptive pre-suppositions that lay behind America's
and Whitman's launching-forth filament "out of itself." For
Eliot and others in the aythic school, "it comes to this: Mur-
der can't be murder- it has to be some special sort of murder-
with a quasi-secret, cabalistic significance- " not understood
by everyone. It has to be murder in the cathedral- whbae
momentum is lost, at the full, except to the instruéted fow,

. Nothing can be simply besutiful, it must be so beautiful that

no one ¢an understand it except by the assistance of the cult.
It must be a .ygtory.'16

; Admittedly, William Carlos Williams' declaration is a bit
fish-eyed,; but this manner of exaggeration is necessary, to
strip away the sacerdotal veils from Eliot's extreme anti-Adamic
position in "Tradition and The Individual Talent” in which it
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becomes apparent that the 1ndividua1'u.1abor is vital only
insofar as it is an incremental part of an evolving civili-
gation based on law, society, and its traditions. In such
"a world solipsism is apostasy- even criminal- and there is
no room at its mythic hearth for the Adamite who carries his
self-contained hearth with him.’? Before Eliot's "Tradition
and The Individual Talent,” this position was, of course, an
unwritten standard, a common Western law, to which the artic-
ulate rallied., After Eliot's pronouncement, particularly in
the United States amongst the Agrarian Group from Vandorbflt
University,18 the relationship between the artist and ﬂis
traditional past became codified on literary clay tabiets for
the mythic artist, "For the mythic poem- 1like its counter-
part, the Adamic poem- 1is an over-determined ppem. It psks
téo much of both its protagonists and its readers; for it asks
them that they reject utterly the principle of personality (to
recall the social scientist's terms) and as utterly opt for
the principle o{ culture.”?9 Wwhat it all emounts to, finally,
is whether or not fallen man should attempt to regain‘a har-
monious relation with a potentially redeemed nature in the
American garden- the very attempt in itself making up for the
sense of loss or displacement he endures- or should fallen
man sublimate his sense of loss and achieve redemption by sub-
scribing to "an over-powering sense of the past- -all principles
of continuity derived from those large, extra-human, form-giving
patterns of belief and commitment called myths?"20

Having, in effect, alresdy outlined the fundamental ideas
of my second major indebtedness, The Oontinuity of American
Poetry, I'll now turn to my third source, Leo Marx, in The
Machine In The Garden, whose eclecticism stresses not only the
continuity of the Ademic redemptive mode but its tragic conse-
quences as well. For it is here thaE*ono begins to see and feel
the dangers inherent in the American mind's inability to create
a non-mythic surrogate for the pastoral idealism that ceased to
be a8 reality the day Portress America mechanized itself on a

y



grand scale for World War I. "To change the situation we
require new symbols of possibility, and although the creation
of those symbols is in some measure the responsibility of
artists, it is in greater measure the responsibility of
society. The machine's sudden entrance into the garden pre-
sents a problem that uitimately belongs not to art but to
politics."21 Certainly there is no denying the rightfulness

of this conclusion; but at the same time one must face up to
the irony of 1ts implications, which point directly toward an
on-going American government, through the auspices of a fool-
ish and usually dishonest advertising industry, that purpose-
fully manipulates the myth in order to programme an entire
population.22 Unlike Davaid Noble, in The Eternal Adam and

the New World Ggrden, whose sources for the Adamic myth run
back no further than 1828 and the coming of Eden-on-earth in
the egalitarian Jacksonian Era, Marx is able to see a refer-
tilization of the myth in a dynamic manner, deep into the
Elizabethan era and beyond, of the evicted shebhard in Virgil's
Eclogues. Thisg eviction of Adamic man from the heart ot the
garden in nature, Marx sees re-translated into Shakespeare's
The Tempest (1616), and further into the popular imagination

of all Europe from the 16th century to the middle of the 20th
century- with along the way more serious minds, from John Locke
to Thomas Jefterson, and from the German Romantics to the
American Transcendentalists,2’ giving the myth some philosophi-
cal substance. An exegetical examination of the images and
terms used by different artists to describe the relationship
between man and the garden in nature (and all that implies)

is a method used by Marx which I have tried to emulate, for be-
hind these images and the action they make lies the key to an
understanding of the Adamic redemptive myth in American life,
even unto the present moment.

The fourth indebtedness I shouid like to acknowledge is
that of David Noble, the historian against history, whose read-
ings in American literature, at times too histarically oriented,
round off the most current major attempt to define the American
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* Adam. Where Noble differs from his predecessors, however, is

in his dtstinction between the American Adam and the Eternal
Adam. The former, sccording to Noble, cannot and will never
accept the fallen but enlightening state of mortality enjoyed
by the latter, the Eternal Adam, who, in accepting his own
mortality and sinfulness, accepts at the same time all the
institutions of the historicsal process by which he might 1lift
himself up to a meaningful position in civil society. It is
in Noble's readings of Cooper and Henry James that this point
of view becomes most convincing. "In the new American nation
the romanticism of the developing bourgeoisie, the myth of the
self-made man, came to be accepted as the reality rather than
the dream of human existence. It was proclaimed, in the United
States of 1830, that every man had transcended the human condi-
tion to achieve perfect freedom in harmony with regemptive
nature. Ironically, it was the thrust of romantic ideology in
Europe which made possible this concept of American Exception-
alism,"2% Because this is 80, Noble sees American artists in
terms of "philosophers and theologians who continually test
the national ‘faith in an American Adam living in a New World
Eden against their experience with the human situation,"25
For Noble's part, the human situastion in America has never come
even remotely close. to measuring up to the Adamic ideal; it is
thus in his study that a quiet note of economic criticism is
interposed between the historical facts surrounding the Adamic
myth and their transmutation into literary productions- both
in the realm of kitsch ana serious statement. The myth con-
tinues t6 flourish because it is an expediency not only in the
market place but in the tainted halls of government as well.
From the work of R.W.B. Lewis et alia and from my own
readings in 19tk and 20th-century American Literature, I have
confirmed. my own judgments and organized my own categories,
the application of which will demonstrate, I hope, the conti-
nuity and presence of the Adanic redemptive theme from the
period 1945 to the moment. "Its denouement,” then, according

[
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to Pearce, "is bound up in the fact of that insistent oppo-
gition: the egocentric as against the theocentric, man
without history as against history without. man, the antinomian
as against the mythic."26 Thus, by using some representative
variations from the myth of redemption- that either satirigze
or in some way expose the myth in fiction as a fiction while
paradoxically affirming it as a viable faith in poetry- my
analyses should help to convince the reader that the American
Adam remains in the present as he was in the 19th and first
half of the 20th century, an archetype, who:

1. Rejects history and its ideological illness;

2. Is without a rooted past, yet at the same time pos-
sessed of a sense of having been driven or fallen from some
place in nature but out of historical time. He is invariably
an orphan or at least thinks of himself in those terms;

3. Peels time move in a circular as opposed to a linear
fashion; this circular movement derives from nature;

4, Believes in a continuing re-creation or genesis of
the self by which the timeless unfallen world in nature is
revealed beneath the time-ridden, fallen world in society;

5. Is the apotheosis of anti-rationalism who thrives
on instinct and intuition;

6. Is the master of, or unwitting participant in, in-
stant theatre performed by the lion and the lamb of the self §K
before the grand audience of redemptive nature;

7. Is given to meditations on earthly perfectibility
and new beginnings;

8. Is fundamentally smitten by innocence and often
wears 8 mask to protect his wvulnerability as he passes from
stage to steage in his development of beginnings;

9. 1Is the tap-root of either cultural or moral anarchy;

10. I8 a namer of unfallen worlds in a language often
uniquely his own.

No one single artist is an embodiment of all the above
categories, but an adherence to one or more of the categories,
particularly a rejection of history and all that is implied
by that, is, by inference, a logical acceptance of all insofar
as the categories are constructed on a telescoping principile.
Thua, to reject history is to reject time and the equity of
the law-inspired institutions it fosters. This in turmn
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inexorably forces the:Adamite back to some proximity with
nature, wearing a mask as he passes through society-- a
mere unnatural edge of an otherwise perfect circle, toward

a first position of Adamic redemption. Here, as anarchist,2?
he is able to dissolve his,own innof government of the self,
and through instinet ari;EAg out of natural meditation, re-
claim the beginning, the American Eden where the lion lies
down with the lamb as in Edward Hicks' almost astounding 19th
century painting, "The Peacesble Kingdom."28 TIf all this
sounds fantastic, it is because I am trying to discover a
logical sequence in a phenomenon that is so deeply imbedded
in the American irrational thai it ought to manifest itself
in the dream world, or, more practicaily, that, "other tongue"
spoken only by poets.29 \

I have divided my investigation into five chapters, each
woving from a starting point of the rejection éf history, and
each involving most ot the other categories I have laid down.
Chapter one is a window on the Adamic world and proceeds by
way of laying open a cross-section of Adamic redemptive types
who follow. In it I go outside my prescribed time-frame to
include Nathanjiel West, whose rejection of Adamic redemption
is pivotal to an understanding of the kindas of rejections that
occur after 1945; I include, alsmso, in chapter one, Wallace
Stevens, whose Adamic position in American poetry is central
in sppreciating the three poets I consider later. Others in
chapter one are Ralph Ellison, Abbie Hoffman, Flannery O'Connor
and James Dickey. '

Chapter two focuses on the mildly anarchistic side of the
Adamic narrative and includes Norman Mailer, Jack Kerouac and
Allen Ginsberg. '

Chapter three deals with the disillusioned Adamic intel-
lectuals Saul Bellow, Bernard Malsmud and John Barth, who,
while rejecting the Adamic redemptive mode and having good fun
with it, pay service to its vitality by using its apparatus.

Chapter four, dealing with the novels of Kurt Vonnegut,

Jr. and one novel by Jerzy Kosinski is also concerned with
”



rejections but in a satiric manner; it revesls Vonnexti as

. the successor to Nathaniel West as well 4s the most ndgative

\ig?onont of Adamic redemption in American literature. Up to
this point, my study reveals that through an invocation of
the myth those writers who let the air out of it affirm my
thesis of the craving for redemption in American life re-
flected in its literature.

The final chapter, five, concludes the study with an
exegetical expmination of the greenhouse poems and "North
American Sequence"” by Theodore Roethke whom I hope to prove
an Adamic composite of the other three Adamic poets. (among
others) I have studied. The underlying assumption that only
through the genre of poetry can the Adsmic redemptive myth be
totally affirmed emerges, convincingly, I hope, in this
chapter. {

) The obvious danger of a study of this nature is that one
tends to see redemptive figures under every bush. I have
tried to avoid this through a Jjudicious yse-of primary sources.

\s

oy « .* y?
B Mav u® mnar WL o Pl 2 o AT




12

R,
T T T

x/ -

Notes To Introduction

1 That Americans have been programmed from thd earliest
days of the Puritan Father's "City on the Hill" in the New
Jerusalem to President John P. Kennedy's fallacious but well-
intentioned "New Frontier" is an understatement. From the
piety of advertising slogans involving man in nature or some
variation thereof to the present (probably) belated fascina-
tion with ecology, the myth of the American Adam reigns
supreme. As for the subculture of comic books and the appear-
ance of the American Adam in them, see Leslie Fiedler, Waiting
for the End (New York), 1Y58), pp. 138-151.

2 sStephen Spender, "Americanization," Partisan Review,
Vol. XXXIX. No. 2 (Spring, 1972), 172 ,

3 Roy Harvey Pearce, The Continuity of American Poetry
(Princeton, New Jersey, 1y, °B&.

4  pearce is the most dogmatic in this pronouncement.

"What is Stevens to the continuity of American poetry and he
to it? I can conclude only that he is the figure in whom the
Adamic phase of the continuity culminates, as he is the figure
most fully aware of that toward which the continuity was
moving." Pearce, Ibid., 415. Other scholars intimately in-
volved with the myth, from Henry Nash Smith to David Noble,
all imply that American art is on the threshold of a new ma-
turity that will not tolerate such a crippling illusion. My
investigation, I believe, shows otherwise,

2  D.H. Lawrence, Studies in Classic American Literature
(New York, 1922), &a T

6 P.0. Matthiessen, American Renaissance: Art o8-

gion in the yge of Emerson and Whitman (New York, %1%%‘6-
1. =

7  Henry Nash Smith, Virgin Land: the American West as

Smybol and Myth (Cambridge, Mass., 1950).

8  Daniel J. Boorstin, The Lost World of Thomas Jefferson
(New York, 1948). e

9 ' Charles A. Beard, Economic Origins of Jeffersonian
Democracy (New York, 1915).
¢
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" Although no complete bibliograzhy exists as yet relative
to the Adamic theme, the following in the realm of literature
provides some help to fill in gaps overlooked by major criti-
cal studies to date. Philip Young, "Fallen From Time: The

thic Rip Van Winkle," ggg,ﬁg%ﬁg%igfxﬁg%%hxxig (Autumn, 1960),
el Ho

~-55%: Joseph T. Gordon, "Natha orne and Brook
Farm, " Qgsx&e:;z. No. 33 (IV Quar., 1963), 151~
161; Freder . Carpenter surveys variants, "The American

Myth: Paradise (To Be) Repgained,"” PMLA, LXXIV (December, 1959),
559-6060,

12 R.W.B. Lewis, The American Adam: Innocence, Tr , and
Tradition in the Nineteenth Century (Chicago, “5%5 .

1% Ibid., 51.

4 Ibid., 50.

19 1.S. Eliot, "Tradition and the Individual Talent," The

Sacred Wood (London, 1920), 31-44, All of which is a good ex-
cuse Tor 1nrding one's work with the gravy of others. Whether
Eliot derived this practice from witnessing Pound's borrowings
from Yents or whether he arrived at it independently is impos-
sible to determine. Surely time will pnss a judgment on this.

1¢. william Carlos Williams, "Agninst The Weather," Selected
Essays (New York, 1950), 217-213,

17 "wWhat happens [Eo the poet/ is a continual surrender of
himaself as he is at the moment to something which is more valu-
nble. The progress of an artist is a continual self-sacrifice,
a continual extinction of personality. .

"There remnins to define this process of depersonalization
and its relation to the sense of tradition., It is in this de-
personalization that art may be said to approach science. I,
theroefore, invite you to consider, as a.suggestive analogy, the
action which takes plance when a bit of finely filiated platinum
is introduced into a chamber containing oxygen and sulphur di-
oxide." Eliot, Ibid., 38. Eliot's "suggestive analogy" is re-
vealinr. What it rovenls is a brilliant humanist in the early
part of the 20th century who is paranoid about the displacement
of the erts by an incipient though heavily-endowed scientific
community. Here too one sees the origins of some of the attempts
of the Neo-Aristotelian, New Critics of the fifties who were try-
ing to make of poetry a science and hence a little more respect-
able in a decidedly scientific age. The Adamic poet's method
of dealing with science is to ignore it, or to take its inorganic
materials and return them to their natural organic state.

18  1'11 Take My Stond: The South and the an Trsdition
by Twelve Boutherners, ed. Louis D. Rubin, Jr. iﬁev York, 1930).
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19  Pearce, p; 302.
20 Pearce, p. 286.:

21 Leo Marx, The Machine In The Garden (New York, 1964),
365. :

22 How many wars have been fought in the name of the preser-
vation of the American garden and its chief Democratic gar-
dener, Adam? How many million tons of junk have been dumped
on the American consumer simply by invoking a subliminal,
pastoral, Adamic image?

23 This investigation is not a study of sources, and I do

not feel obliged to list a chronological lot of them. I would

mention, however, that Locke's The Second Treatise of Govern-

ment in response, in part, to Montalgne's romantic primitivism

(end this popularized and thus refuted by Shakespeare in The

Temgest) was a heavy bag in the intellectusl equipage of the
glishman traveling to the New World,

Another source and profound influence on Thomas Jefferson
is Rousseau's Discourse On The Origin And Foundation of In-
equality Among Mankind (7755) strangely underplayed and under-
estimated amongst Adamic scholars. Without doubt, though, the
greatest Adamic-pastoral influence on Jefferson and probably
on the entire intellectual milieu of the United States at the
turn of the 19th century was the Piedmont Virginian, .John Tay-
lor's An Inguiry Into The Principles and Policy of the Government
of The_UhIf%afB¥h€es (Fredericksburg, Virginia, 1815}, 8
small book is fiercely anti-federalist, anti-corporate, and is
as relevant today as it was in 1814, The trouble with citing
Jefferson as an ultimate source is that he has too many opinions
about too many different things, and he frequently contradicts
himself- and me. The main source of his ideas on Adamic pas-
toralism is to be found in Notes on Virginis.

°%  Noble, 4.

?5 If one were to take exception with Noble, it would be with
the fact that he tends to lose sight of the problem that he is
after all dealing with fiction that might or might not have
philosophical or theological overtones to it. "The task of po-
etic criticism, then, is not to learn from any and all available
records what was the poet's philosophy, morality, life history,
or psychosis, or to find the revelation of his own experiences
in his words; it is to evaluate his fiction, the appearance of
thought and feeling or oyutward events that he creates.” Susanne
K. Langer, Problems of Art (New York, 1957), 152,

26  Pearce, 423,

27 See Henry James, The Princess Casamassima for an Ur refu-
tation of the anarchiuf_ifec;aonf in American letters.
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29  For an appreciation of Adamic perfectibility and the

actual achievement of Eden-on-~earth, see Maren Lo?kwood Carden,
Oneida: Utopian Community to Modern Corporation (Baltimore,
19€9). The gounder of EE%S“K&EEIO perfectionist sect, John
Humphrey Noyes, believed with his community that human perfec-
tion could be germinated in an actual combination, humanistic-
theological community. In the beginning all beliefs were pre-
dicated on a essential harmony with nature, which obtained in
the community until the machine in their garden forced Noyes

and all tne others to enter into a perfectionist industry making
silver products. So successful was this venture in underselling
all other gold and silver craftsmen in New York State that the
state legislators finally hounded them out of business on the
pretext that their form of "complex marriage"” was a bad influ-
ence on the morals of New York State. Of course, it was econom-
ics and not sex that destroyed them.
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'_ What is more. ’i‘hia community must not be construed as e
, . an isolated example. It is one of the literally hnndroa's\ﬂlt\ \

‘spreng up all over the eastern United States and southern L. t

Canada in the middle of the 19th gentury. Among them, to name -
‘; a few, are: The Bloomfield Association, The Ontario Union, -
: The Moorehouse Union, and tﬁhe Jefferson County Phalanx,
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The "father of us all" as Theodore Roethke has called
Wallace Stevens is without doubt the foremost proponent of
the each-man-his-own-Adam philosophy, or each-man-his-own
redemptive-god of the physical world ("God is in me or else
i8 not at all.")?7 meditating on the metaphor of himself like
Rilke's angel or Dickey's Owl King turned in toward the T
center of his own complete being. For Stevens, nothing exists
independent of the self and its perceptions, which alter
reality through "the rhetoric of the narration of the. eye" and
bring forth such things as never were in nature yet possesing
a reality more heightened than the naked thing or place itself.

Man, that is not born of woman but of air,
That comes in the solar chariot,
Like rhetoric in a narration of the eye-

We knew one parent must have been divine,
Adam ot beau regard, from fat Elysia,
Whose mind malformed this morning metaphor,

While all the leaves leaked gold, His mind made
morning,

As he slept. He woke in a metaphor: this was

A metamorphosis of paradise, .

(CP. 331)
There are a few things that warrant a comment here. Fifst,
Adam "of beau regard" (theé visual pun is almost corny) malformed .
the metaphor of himself and his world by his own doing. Exac-
tly how, Stevens does not say here, but that is not the immediate
point, What is important is that the earth as a physical para-
dise, and man on it enjoying its redemptive potential, have both
experienced a fall- oall it a shift in consciousness if one
likes but a fall nevertheless as grievious to the agnostic 8tev-
ens as the biblical fall is to the practicing Christian or Jew.
"A xyth of the total man recovering a total world is hardly pos-
sible without a corresponding myth of a Fall, or some account of
vhat is wrong wvith our present perspective.”® Stevens' version

."7 .
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of the Fall is similar to that of the "Orphic Poet™ at the
end of Emerson's Nature:

Why, then, inquire
Who has divided the world, what entrepreneur? )
No man. The self, the chrysalis of all men ' :

Became divided in the leisure of blue day .
And more, in branching after day. One part
Held fast tenaciously in common earth

And one from central earth to central sky
And in moonlight extensions of them in the mind
Searched out such majesty as it could find.

(CP, 468)
For Stevens, then, the division between the self and nature,
between the self as perceiving agent and the imagination, that
0ld Adamic, Emersonian song is complete, and the only way to
heal the break is through the central power of the imagination
that wields

Description, canon central in itself
The Thesis of the Plentifullest John

(Ck, 345)
"The world is created, we are told in this later poem, not out
of nothing but, we might say, in depth or perspective through
description of it."> But returning to the man who "woke in
metaphor,/ that dbmes in the solar chariot/ While all the
leaves leaked gold." The sun, no minor attendant lord in the
gospel of the imagination according to Stevens, has no divine
attributes and is no source of a primitive veneration lost
somevhere in the thinning blood of the progressive history of
percgptionleaa man. The sun is, however, "What a god might be,/
Naked amongst them like a savage source" (CP, 70), a sustaining
principle in the act of perception, sine prole, tha%.illuninates
the thing in itself as it becomes a part of the imagination of
Stevens' fallen “central man."” Moreover, the sun, “That brave
man,” is an antidote against isolation, ‘against "Fears of my
bed/ Fears of 1ife and fears of death,/ Run away" (CP, 138).
Even in a poem as despsiring as the "Snow Man" the "distant
glitter/ Of the January sun,” weak as it may be in that phase °
of the quotidian, is a comfort to the listener, who, “nothing

f
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»
himself," must fage up to the "Nothing that is not there and
the nothing that is" (CP, 10). There is hardly a poem in the £
entire output of Wallace Stevens in which the sun does not
appear as a balm with the notable exception of "Page From a
Tale™ where distorted uses of sun-action, i.e., thermoniclear
power, produce the ultimate destruction of the human race. %

It is not surprising to learn that for Stevens, the past,
that is, history, ideologies, philosophies- things less impor-
tant than the weather, is a garbage dump, a junk shop of the v
heart where the Adamic mind finds itself caught up in useless
matters that inevitably obscure "A new knowledge of reality"
(cP, 534), purchased by a total act of perception. There is
noe past, really: there is only the present moment in which the
perceiver confronts the thing perceived and makes it new, both
refreshing and enhancing its outlines. Hence a hard-core in- t
tellectual like Konstantinov would

«so.interrupt
With his lunacy. He would not be aware of the lake,
He would be the lunatic of one idea
In a world of ideas, who would have all the people
Live, work, suffer and die in that idea
In a world of ideas; He would not be aware of the
clouds
Lighting the martyrs of logic with white fire.
His extreme of logic would be illogical.

(CP, 325)
The worst thing about Konstantinov for Stevens is not that he
would enslave multitudes in the chains of a single-minded left-
ist ideology but that he would not be "aware of the lake/ Would
not be aware of the clouds.” For the new Adam or Stevens'
"central man" the greatest poverty is not to live in a physical
world where "The green corn gleams and the metaphysicals/ Lie
sprawling in majors of the August heat.” All of which brings
us back to one aspect of our original inquiry, i.e., what ex-
actly was it that "malformed the metaphor," producing that
tragic sense of having fallen from somewhere that pervades the
postry of the agnostic Stevens? At the risk of sounding simple-
minded, I would suggest that perception or the lack thereof has

£
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brought about the painful distance between man and the physical :
worid around him. It is as simple and as complex as all that:
we do not see and therefore cannot become a part of the "res
itself and not about it" (CP, 473). (The process 18 rather
similar in both Stevens, Ginsberg, Roethke, and Dickey and is
vhat Sister Bernadetta Quinn calls reification5). Adam became
an atien on his own shores and eyeless 1n his own edenic Gaza.
He therefore created systems upon systems which ironically
further separated him from the "original 1dea."” No longer
could he "read the thing, imagine, and it is true" (CP, 38)
until he was reborn in the pages of transcendental American
literature whence he has persevered in his antinomian strutting
up to and including the present moment. For the recent Adam
as for his predicate nominative, Stevens' "central man,"™ "the
malformed metaphor” can be twisted into shape or redeemed by
the act of extended genesis by which,

out of what one sees and hears and out
Of what one feels, who could have thought to make
50 many selves, so many sensuous worlds,
As if .the air, the mid-day air, was swarming
With the metaphysicali ch es that occur,
Mereliy in living as and where we live.

(cp, 326)

Can one ignore the sense of reverence in the extended genesis
of the preceding lines from "An Ordinary Evening in New Haven"?
It rings out like a liturgical prayer intoned by a hierophant
to an ordinary community of materialists who have never seen
"Metaphysical changes that occur in the mid-day air." Finally,
what we have here is not propositions about-life or propositions
about prepositions, but an Adamic act of faith or formula for
living from §ay to day, which is the fate of all those (not
Just poets) who inhabit “an island solitude,” who are "unspon-
sored"” and "free" (CP, 70).

As éne turns from Wallace Stevens to Ralph Ellison and
The Invisible Man (1952), the genres change but the Adsmic re- (
demptive outlines remain essentially the same- Ellison's ante-
cedents running back directly to Feulkner and Stevens rather
than to Eliot as some critics have alleged.® This is a serious

o
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‘mistake and ar;a;; probably from a misreading of the unneces-

sary and confusing use of the "Prologue" and the "Epilogue"
to the novel wherein what has been negeted by the action of
the work is suddenly affirmed "with buggy Jjiving" about be-

"

ginnings and ends A la T.8. Eliot. But more of that later.

" Ellison, unlike Eliot, is first of all an American, then a

éouthornan gone North, then a black man ("the novel is above
all not-4 sociological tract")? who is keenly aware of his

. Adamic heritage.

The moral imperatives of American

life that are implicit in the Declaration
of Independence, The ConstitutIon, and The
BI1T of Rights are a part of both the
Individual consciousness and the conscience
of those writers who created what
. we consider our c¢lassic novels. These documents
form the ground of assumptions upon

which our social values rest; they

inform our langusge and our conduct with
.public meaning, and they provide the
broadest frame of reference for our most
private dreams.8

Whoever has pondered the awful sentiments of the three docu-
ments of which Ellison speaks, eﬁsily quoted in part by most
American schoolboys, will be struck immediately by the Adamic
roots in them, derived from Locke~ "In the beginning all the
world was America"9 and predicated on the belief that in a state
of nature, in a pre-civil culture, all men are "free, indepen-

~dent and equal in the enjoyment of inalienable rights, chief

among them being life, liberty and property."10 It is a pity
that Jefferson and Thomas Paine changed in The Declaration
"property™ to "pursuit of happiness”- at best a visionary phra-
seology, for Locke was very clear on how much property (land)
each individual deserved according to nature, i.e., as much as
"a man tills, plants, improves, cultivates, and can use the pro-
duct of."1 Ellison goes on.

‘ It has been observed that modern
American fiction is the only body of
literature which is not tne work of
intellectuals., What the observer (» French-
nan) missed vas that the major ideas of

. "~
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our society are so alive in the minds of
every resder that they can be stated im-
plicitly in the contours of the form of

the novel, For it is all grounded in a body
of the most abstract and explicitly stated
conceptions of human society and one which
in the form of the great documents of state
constitute a body of assumptions about human
possibility which is shared by all Americans-
even by those who resist most violggtly any
attempt to embody them in fiction,

It is evident this is a blanket statement- how many chilly
exceptions it will cover in the bed of American literary crit-
icism remsins to be seen; but even a half-truth Jjustifies my
position, and -no one work demonstrates that better than Elli-
son's own, :

The nameless hero of theInvisible Man has no name other
than that given to him matronymically by the slave-holding
master of his grandfather and the anonymous underground name
given to him by the Brotherhood as the communist party is called
in the novel, Tor Ellison there is a certain fascination in
the distinction "between one's given name and his achieved ideﬁ-
tity. Acknowledging in retrospect the prescience of his own
father, he speaks of the 'suggestive power of names and the
magic involved in naming.' "13 This is the special province of
the poet, and, broadly speaking, Ellison claims it as his own.
"He regards the novel as an’act of ritual naming, the novelist,
as a '"moralist-designate' who names the central moral issues .of
our times. In the myth, God gave man the task of naming the
objects of the world; thus one of the functions of the poet is
to insist upon a correspondence between words and ever-—changing
reality, between ideals and actualities."* Epistemologically,
the prioblem with this is that what you name is what you see, and
the narrator-protagonist is invisible because the world around
him and the people in it refuse to recognize his humanity. Of
course they see him, but they refuse to acknowledge a reflection
of themselves in him. He doesn't actually desire any more out
of life than this; when it is denied him, and his prepossessing
innocence 1s(zfrippcd from him- "Open the window and let the
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foul air out. It was good green corn before the harvest"™ (IM,
502)- this black Adam must cultivate a new mask, a new pose,
tempered by a view of man that is no longer essentially benev-
olent. At the end of the novel, which is the redemptive be-
ginning, black Adem has yet to rise again from his lateat fall.
In a general way the novel is divided into four sections
utilizing in each botn naturalism and surrealism to implement
the internal logic of Adamic invisibility. Pirst, his expulsion
from the Uncle Tom "Eden" University; second, his first and
disastrous confrontation with the world of capital and labor
in the "Optic-white" paint factory; third, his career as a pro-
fessional demagogue for the Brotherhood who subsume him within
the dialectic of their particular view of history; finally, his
qualified rejection of all things pertaining to time, especially
history and the different uses to which history puts all men.
"For they were men outside of historical time, they were untouch-
ed"15 (IM, 381). History corrupts innocence and moves from
linear point to point, whereas time in the Adamic world in which
each man is an innocent, no matter how many times he falls, is
circular and brings him back to new beginnings that can be in
themselves redemPtive., The fall into the manhole in the last
chapter, in other words, is only one of a series. In the first
section of the novel black Adam is driven from Uncle Tom, "Eden"
University, for having exposed its most influential trustee, Mr.
Norton, to the squalid realities that circumscribe the univer-
sity. Norton is, as one of tne celebrants at the Golden Day gin
mill describes him, "the Messiah" (IM, 73), "the Creator" (IM,
74), a solid-faced man whose arrival corresponds with creation.
To some he is the "great white father™; to others he is "the
lyncher of souls" (IM, 86), seeking his own destiny in the
achievements of blacks who in their success as farmers, doctors,
lawyers or whatever, extend some reflection of Norton through
time and space. In other words, only as reflections of him and
not as human beings do they exist. Another observer at the
Golden Day remarks to Norton, "this boy, made of the very clay
of this region, sees far less than you. Poor stumbler, neither

. ‘ jﬁ
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of you can see the other. And you, for all your power, are

not a man to him, but a foroce, a God" (IM, 87). For his in-
ndvertent introduction of Norton, god-the-father, to the un-
programmed life of Jim Trueblood and the revelers at the

Golden Day, black Adam is driven from "here within this quiet
eternnl greenness, the only identity T had ever known" (IM, 91).
. He cannot understand those "who had set me here in this Fden"
(IM, 101), "the old country" (IM, 153), and he cannot reconcile
in his heart the fear that he may never see again "the sort of
earth which I identified with the best of all possible worlda"
(IM, 138). (Catehy phrase that.) Juat as the bus trking him
North into an industrial descent from which there will be n
subsequent rising aweeps by the cnmpus of "Fden" University, =
cottonmouth moccasinp"wrigpgled swiftly along the gray conorete,
vanishing into a length of iron pipe. T watched the flashing
pnat of cotton fields and ocabins, feeling that I was moving down
into the unknown" (IM, 1329). Before this time it had never oc-
ocured to black Adam that evil was anything except unsuccess in
n pathetic black bourgeois dream of Americn, Now his doubts

" begin to rise, and the final ndvice given him by one of the in-
sane inhabitants of the Golden Day who is being deported from
the mental asylum neardy to a similar asylum in Washington is
"Re vour own father, young man" (IM, 129). It will be a long
time, a great reckoning in a little coal room, before black Adam
can assume this penultimnte identity.

The time structure of the novel in a manner befitting the
Adamic mode is measured in terms of seasons, We are never told,
for example, that the narrator was expelled in April or when he
arrived in New York. The Civil War is a presence in the novel
to which some of the characters implicitly refer. The race riot
that concludes the novel could have occurred anytime.between
1977 and 1943, Ellison was himself in New York in 1943, but
such information is irrelevant, Quite obviously, then, this de-
liberate fogging is a device for suggesting that only nature is
capable of measuring the circular passage of time in the Ademio
redemptive world. Clocks measure history which is inferent, )

+



linear; biack Adam is working desperately to step outside
history, although at this point in the novel he does not re-
alize this himself.

Before rising to his second ‘fall in New York, black Adam,
in- the office of the son of a trustee of his former college,
learns that his worst nightmare has come true. In an act of
charity somewhat obscured by ulterior sexual motives, young ’
Emerson allows Adam to read the testimonial froam his old col-
lege president, Bledsoe, that Adam has carried with him from
"Eden". It says, in effect, "Keep this nigger boy running"

(in his nightmare his grandfather had prophesized this legacy),
for "he has gone grieviously astray, and who in his fall
threatens to upset certain deliéate relationships" (IM, 168).

In the event that we may have missed the drift of his thinking,
a few pages later the narrator tells us that as a result of his
iliation, "his mind flew in circles,™ and down in the streets
ins to hum an o0ld South Carolina Negro song.

O well they picked poor Robin clean
O well they picked poor Robin clean
Well they tied poor Robin to a stump
- Lawd, they picked all the feathers round
- from Robin's rump
Well they picked poor Robin clean.

Folk traditions, black and white alike, in South Carolina
commonly designate poor Robin h fallen Adam.'® *But who was
Robin and for what had he been humiliated?"™ (IM, 170).

At the hospital in the "Optic White Paint Factory" where
he is recovering from an industrial explosion-(a nonliteral
correlative for his shattered state of mind) Adam the victim
of an electrical pre-frontal lobotomy after which his
a blank, as though I had just begun to live" (IM, 203).
doctors who attend him see him in a glass darkly, refuse
knowledge him as anything but an expendable "nigger"™ in the
labor force. When he acquiesces to their Jjudgment, they release
him "in the grip of some alien personality lodged deep within
me™ (IM, 217). What had been at first at least a limited suc-
cess in the acquisi?ion of some kind of Jjob ﬁbw becomes the
fragmentation of a fraczgrod personality trying to work its way
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back to natural sources. In the subway he feels "a ;urrent,
sweeping sgainst him, and I felt'I would fall again, hed
fallen. We, he, him- my mind and I- were no longer getting
around in the same circles" (IM, 218). Not only invisible,
but now divisible, this figure of expanding innocence must
strain to focus a world gone mad in the processes of dohhnani-

‘zation. What he requires here is a mask, but Adam has dAiffi-

culty in discovering one that is appropriate for one who is
invisible. . It will not be until he stumbles upon the world of
Rinehart, the numbers runner, that he will find a face suitable
to allov him €inally to see the world as the wérld is not. In f
beginning this new phase of his initiation that will lead him
into becohing a dupe for the Brotherhood, the communist party,
however, he must first perform the ritual of baptism with a
foul spitoon on the head of a man in the lobby of the Men's
House whom he mistakes for the president of "Eder" University.
The act washes away his own thoroughgoing naivete ("You really
baptized the old Reverend”) and thus vindicates somewhat his
former folly. As a reward for his ritual Adam is "banished"
from the Men's ‘House for ninety-nine years. Still, he retains
his innocence. : )

In the arms of the Brotherhood, Adam is encouraged to leave
off his "pastoral ways" and to think scientifically, i.e., like
a good positivist who s€es himself (if he can) as a dininu{tivo
part of the historical dialectic. The individual is not impor-
tant: only man in the aggregate. In order to accomplish this,
Adam is given money and new lodgings and sent to receive indoc-
trination from Brother Hambro- Ham, the black son of Adam who
has strayed far from his edenic origins., On his way up town,
Adam stopé at a clothing store to perform the first of a series
of three "busks"1? by which he prepares himself for a rebirth
and a new rising, "Evea my hat would goj its green was sun-
faded and brown, like a leaf stuck in the winter's snows. I

\\\;?uld require a new one for my new name” (IM, 273). Now resdy

o exhort the black masses in a proper' frame of mind (on the
surface anyway), Adam plunges into history in the form of the
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dispossessed of Harlem. His speeches are exciting and a trifle
visionary but soon he is let loose before a large multitude at
an abandoned boxing arena. He believes his own wordé, although
the Brotherhood doesn't, weighing them as a little more than
dangerous but at the moment useful tools toward a greater end,
quite unfathomable to Adam. He roars to the crowd in evangeli-
cal fashion:

I feel suddenly I have become more
human. Do you understand? More human? Not
that I have become a man, for I was born a
man. But that I am more human., I feel strong...
after a long and desperate and uncommonly
rough journey, I have come home-- Home! With
your eyes upon me I feel that I have found my
true family! I am a new citizen of the country
of your vision, a native of your fraternal land.
I feel that here tonight, in this oid
arena, the new is being born and the vital
0ld revived. In each of you, in me, in all
of us.

SISTERS. BROTHERS.

WE ARE THE TRUE PATRIOTS! THE CLTIZENS

OF TOMORROW'S WORLD!

WE'LL BE DISPOSSESSED NO MORE!

(IM, 300)
Adam is overwhelmed with adulation from tue crowd, although the
Brotherhood is worried and looks upon the speech as basically
reactionary. But Adam is on his way in his movement outside
history. He does not fully understand the motives of the Broth-
erhood, but he is on the edge of some discovery that will re-
lease him finally., ZLater in the quiet of his own room, he re-
flects, "We create the race by creating ourselves and then to
our great astonishment we have created something far more im-
portant: We will have created a culture” (IM, 307). Having
created a self independent of historical ideology and the insti-
tutions it fosters, one is free to chose from the limitations

of mortality. In short, one becomes his own Adam seeing the
world for the first time and naming its parts. But blagk Adam
has not yet reached this point of Aristotelian clarification.

It will take a withdrawal from society into the absurd and the
subsequent death of Tod Clifton to conv}nco him that "the end

1
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is in the beginning and lies far ahead" (™, 9).

Sent out of Hariem because as an individual he has be-
come more relevant than the Brotherhood itself, Adam returns
to Morningside Park to deliver Clifton’s funeral oration. His
words in the terrible heat under the afternoon sun inspire the
riot that occurs later that night. As it picks up momentum
and hysterical rhythm under Ras the Exhorter, become Ras the
Destroyer, a Harlem Black Nationalist, the riot after sundown
gets completely out of hand and becomes a full-fledged race
riot. Now Adam has been disowned by the Brotherhood and is
hunted as a traitor to his own race by the Black Nationalists.
He is more wvulnerable than ever, his invisibility being a qual-
1ty and not a condition. Quite by accident he steps into a
drug store and acquires a pair of sunglasses. Once out in the
street again he is immediately misteken for the Rev. Bliss
Proteus Rinehart, alias "Rine the Runner," "Rine the Briber,”
"Rine the Lover," and "Rine the Reverend." Aware of the possi-
bilities of all these multiple personalities, he trembies with
the realization that history cannot hurt you if it cannot find
you, use you, pin you down. Rinehart, he concludes, maintasins
his innocence inviolate behind masks which he "sheds™ with ex-
traordinary facility. Suddenly his vision is clear and Adam
meditates upon a future that promises redemption through multi-
ple self creation. "Threatened by his own unfolding personality
as much as by the whites, the Negro learns to canouflage, to
dissimulate, to retreat behind a protective mask: the mask is
a means of warding off the vengeance of the gods.'18 Trying to
find his way out of the whirlwind of the riot, Adam is compelled
as if by magic to help lead the rioters in creating a literal
busk of their own rat-infested apartment house. ¥With wild aban- ¥
don he runs from room to room sloshing coal oil on the walls i
and decayed objects in the top floor. When the house sooa’up
in flames, he feels as one awakened from "a long sleep” and
wonderfully cleansed. Compared to this, his third busk in the
coal hole wherein he burns the contents of a scholarship-ewarded
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briefcase is almost bathetic. For in his final dusk he burna
what he has already shed when he put on & pair of sunglasses
similar to Rinehart's, "I started with my high school diploma,
Clifton's doll, a s8lip of paper with my anonymous name from

the Brotherhood" (IM, 491). For the moment his Adamic identity
is transcendent; he knows who he is and "who I was and where I
was and knowing too that I had no longer to run from the Jacks
and the Emersons and”the Bledsoes and the Nortons, but only

from their confusion, impatience, and refusal to recognize the
besut{®l absurdity of their American identity and mine" (INM,
48%), "The Prologue" and the "Epilogue" are after all extran-
eous, "buggy jiving." The national identity crisis is over
right here in the coal hole of a great American tradition. Fur-
ther confusions with the myth of Prometheus stealing\light from
Con Edison are brilliant but unnecessary. When Louis Armstrong's

_ trumpet sounds, one of thesp days, black Adam will come forth

Tedeemed in the natural light of day.

If one is able to detéct a measursble note of affirmation
from the great documents which "form the ground of ssasumptions
upon which our social values rest" in black Adam's last vision,
one searches in vain for such affirmation in the corrosive
vision of Nathaniel West who invokes those assumptiong for the
sole purpose of illuminating the absurdities in them., He is the
great American nay-sayer, and his weltanschauung contains a
prospect of the American garden totally unredeemed. "It dis-

. closes that our inherited symbols of order and beauty have been

divested of meaning. It compels us to recognize that the aspira-
tions once represented by the symbol of an ideal 1aq98cape have
not, and probably cannot, be embodied in our traditional insti-
tutions.""9 The promise of an Edenic democratic America is a
lie, fostering illusions that eat away slowly and inexorably on
the bowels of the "last great hope of mankind.” Not even Adem,
the nameless Miss Lonelyhearts with his "Old Testament look,"

"a priest of twontieth-%ontury America," can sustain love and a
primal innocence in a wgrld in which there is no longer a center

"
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but only revolutions around a nothing, an abyss. Here, in
this world, is no extended genesis, for there lurks behind
every redeemed boginn;pg the spectre of entropy:

Mandolins nre tuned G D A E, The
physical world has a tropism for
diaorder, entropy. Man againast Nature...
the battle of the centuriea. Keys
yearn to mix with change. Mandolins
strive to et out of tune, Every order
has within it the germ of destruction.
All order is doomed, yet the battle ia
* - worthwhile

, (ML, 104)
for nny Adam who, na Shrike says, "will lead us in the way of
attainment" (ML, 133). ,

The plot of Migs (19%3) can be summed up in
two gontences. The hero ip ah anonymous dispenser of moral
courare to the suffering of humanity in a dnily newspnper
column, He is murdered by a inaidious cripple whoase suffering,

" along, with thnt of.nll the moral cripples in the demooratic

middle to lower strata of twentieth-century America, he (Miss
Lonelyhearta) hrn tried to mend. Men have always fought misery
with their droams, but these vioctims of the shibboleths of

r.Emersoninn Self-Reliance in technologiocal industrinl America

nro fresh out of them. "Although dreams were once powerful,
they have been mnde puerile by the movies, radio and newspapers.
Among many betrayals, this one is the worst" (ML, 115). This

K

compasgsionnte Adam, "who aches with amorous love," like Whit- .-
man, defines himself as a "humanity lover" although his edito~ °

rinl boss, ‘Shrike, more fittingly defines him as a "Leper
licker." He is purposefully nameless, faceless (we are never
told one detail of his appearance except that he wore a "cheap
suit ‘that was overly stylish") and though fallen, doggedly inno-
cent, "He hns a true religious vocation or ocalling, dbut no
institutional church to embody it."27 He can no longer dispense
Christian piety in his columns becnuse he can no longer believe
in Christ. "If he could only believe in Christ, then sauitery

would be a sin, then everything would be simple and the letters
s
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extremely eamy to write;, to answer" (EL. 99). Beeing his

' threshold of despair, his boss, Shrike, ("The name is marvel-
ously apt. The shrike impales its prsy on thorns, and the
name is a form of the word 'shriek')?? almost without’ inter-
ruption attacks Miss Lonelyhearts because of his very innocenos,
because he attempts to love, and like Adam feels some respon-
sibility for his "ohildren." Miss Lonelyhearts refers to
letters from the dispossessed as "his thorns"; at a party
thrown by Shrike to torment Miss Lonelyhearts, Shrike sadis-
tically reads aloud letters addressed to the Lonelyhearts column,
and by this gesture Miss lonelyhearts is figuratively impaled
on the thorns of the butcherbird. 8hrike therefore is not only
a bird but the serpent in the garden, as well, that Adam-
Lonelyhearts wants so desperately to believe is still there.
"He's an escapist. He wants to oultivate his interior garden.
But you cannot escape, and where is he going to find a market
for, the fruits of his personality? ™ie Farm Board is a failure" '
(ML, 84). To Shrike, who symbolizes the basic values of an in-

dustrial society, America is not a garden bhut a market where. 7
everything and everyone is for sale, The game at the party ig

called "Everyman his own Miss Lonelyhearts,” and it "cannot be .
played without you" (Miss Lonelyhearts). After telling those

at the party that in answer to their abiding misery, Lonelyhearts
will "provide you with an absolute value and a raison d'etre,"

he concludes by delivering the gospei of the Aqorican Adam:

, Let me tell you about his Lonelyhearts ’ b
7 Life. It unrolls before me like a scroll. i
First in the dawn of childhqod, radiant
with a pure innocence, like a rain-washed
star, he wends his weary way to the
University of Hard Knoocks. Next a youth, ete.

| o, 135)

y The allegory here is heavy because Shrike is a heavy, incapable
of realising any kind of innocence. Like Lonelyhearts, he is
faceless, (except as an abstract metaphor) but unlike Lonely-
hearts he has almost nothing humsn about him. He is the butcher-

® bird evolved from the serpent in the tainted and unredeemed
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garden of American nature. Nothing will content him but the
utter disintegration of human innocence.23

In the same scene, in which Shrike declares that Lonely-
hearts is an escapist who wants to "cultivate his interior
garden," Adam-Lonelyhearts leaves the bar and meditates on the
"metallic® Shrike, who, like his followers and contemporaries
in the post-lapsarian world of the novel, is a "machine for
making jokes. A button machine makes buttons, no matter what
the power used, foot, steam or electricity" (ML, 76). Appro-
priately, Shrike's wife, Mary, wears "metallic perfume™ and in:
her carriage pantomimes & machine, is "cleanly mechanical.”
What has driven Adam-I.onelyhearts and his kind from Eden in
West's rﬁndering is the machine in the garden, though here Henry
Adams' pulsating dynamo has become "a button machine"™ that re-
duces life in the industrial United States "to the worst Jjoke
of all." Lonelyhearts' meditation continues. What will content
them (Shrike and the others)? "Was their nonsense the only bar-
rier" he must overcome to make them see some harmonious relation
between man and nature? He returns to the bar, thinking:

One winter evening, he had been waiting
with his little sister for their father to come
home from church. “She was eight years old, then,
and he was twelve. He had gone to the piano and
had begun a piece by Mozart. It was the first time
he had ever voluntarily gone to the piano. His
sister left her picture book to dance to his music.
She had never danced before. 8She danced gravely and
carefully, a simple dance yet formal.. As Miss
Lonelyhearts stood at the bar, swaying slightly to
the remembered music, he thought of children dancing.
Square replacing oblong and being replaced by the
circle. Every child, everywhere; in the whole
world, there was not one child who was not gravely,
sweetly dancing.24

(ML, 84)
Even at this point the meliorist Lonelyhearts-Adam tries to con-
ceive of a world where sguare replaces oblong and circle re-
places square, for it is at this juncture that history collapses
qu time is no longer able to penetrate the circle in which we
are brought back to our Adamic beginnings. His meditation,
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however, is short-lived. As he turns from the bar, accidentally
he bumps someone (20th-century America)., "when he turned to
beg the man's pardon, he received a punch in the mouth. The
hurdle was higher than he thought." Moreover, his ascent from
the barroom floor back to the heights of his Mlenic vieion of
innocence in which children are gravely dancing is too much

for even a "humanity lover." ‘There is only one perason who
touches his 1ife ocampable of helping him redeem the vision of

the garden and the danoing ohildren, And that is Evo;

"Mias lonelyhearts identifies Retty as the prinoiple of
order."”® In her naturalness she is the counterforce to
Shrike's anti-natural wife, Mary., "Betty told him about her
ohildhood on a farm and of her love for animala, about ocountry
sounds and smells and of how fresh and clean everything in the
country is. She seid that he ought to live there and that if
he A4, ho would find that all his troubles were oity troubles"
(ML, 106). liers is a pastoral world, redeemed by love, and pop-
ulated by unfallen oreatures. Steadfastly she bdelieves in the
"ourative power of animals," and Adam-Lonelyhearts is amused by
the fact that "She neemed to think it must steady him to look
at a buffalo” (ML, 111). In an attempt to turn him away from
the certain abyss of inannity toward which he is heading, Betty
takes Lonelyhearts back to his sources to resurrect his faith
in beginnings. In a borrowed oar they mofor to the home of her
"first parents," and upon arriving "she began to sot like an
excited child, greeting the trees and grass with delight" (ML,
112), During the second day of their pastoral interlude they
walk about naked, swim, and make love in the Fifth month grass.
But it is to no avail. Adam-lLoonelyhearts has fallen too far to
see himself as a part of Betty's unfallen nature. He is now en
alien, £nd nature is a strange land "filled with a horribdle
racket in the woods somewhere and when it quit, a loon began
down on the pond, The orickets made as much noise as the loon"
(ML, 113). Indeed, he is 80 far removed from the redeeming

. power of nature that he felt "in the deep shede there was nothing
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but death~ rotten leaves, gray and white fungi, and over
everything a funeral hush™ (ML, 114). Before leaving Betty's
garden, Adam-Lonelyhearts observes that "the new green leaves
hung straight down and shone in the hot sun like an army of
1little metal mbleids. Somewhere in the woods a thrush was
ainging. Its aound was like that of a flute choked with
saliva" (ML, 114). Even nature has surrendered, making way

for the great changeover from the organic to the inorganioc
which is the plight of life lived in the American.garden, For
Weat natural faots are no longer symbols of spiritual realities:
Emerson and tranacendentalism are as completely gone as if they
"had been rubbed out with a soiled eraser" (ML, 71). But
wouldn't it be nice, says Weast, spemking through the charscter
of BDetty and aware of his grained American traditions, 1f it
were not so? The novel ends with the grotesque murder of Adam-
Lonelyhearts in the arma of the cripple~ one of the "Desperste,
Broken-hearted, Bick-of-it-all."” Adam had been "running to
succor them with love,"

Of Weat's other three novels, only two continue his pre-
occupation with Adamism and a view of the American garden as
esaentially tainted and unredeeming. A Cool Million or, The
Dismantiing of Lemuel Pitkan (1934) 18 so transparently Adamrc
in theme and structure that to read it oriticaily would be as
much a waste of time as pointing to an elephant and saying, "He
is very large." Where West departs from his way of working in
his earlier novel is in his insistence upon laying the bianme
for all of us having been draven out of the garden onto the
steps of the American capitalist, whose greed and immoral in-
humamity has ailowed him to take advantage of a nation of Adams,
who foolashiy believe in that body of assumptions derivang froa
the great American documents of state, Viewed in the context
of the American left of the decede of the late sixties and
early seventies, West's Marxiss 1s pretty milid stuff. 'Urifinc
Just after the accession of Hitlier, West felt the vulnerability
of America to totalitarianisam disguised as superpatriotisa, and
he makes it disturbingly convineing."26 It has taken almoat
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forty years for another intellectual Jew to write a sequel of
sorts to A Cool Million, and Revolution for the Hell of It,
making many of the same points West had mede, probably does a
better job of communicating the chaos into which the American
Adam has been swept in fiction. Before discussing Hoffman's
Revolution, however, it would be appropriate to finiah a brief
examination of West's last novel.

The Day of the Locust (1939) is a difficult novel to ap-
praise because there is too much of it that hangs in the air
suspended, never to be fused with what finally purports to be
the theme of the novel, 1.e., a canvas entitled "The Burning of
Los Angeles," a microcosmic busk of the firing of American civi-
lization by the almost-hero, Tod Hackett. But the novel re-
mains unresolved because West cannot determine on which protag-
onist the emphasis properly lies: on Hackett or Homer "Adam”
Simpson. Aesthetically, the novel moves the reader as if he
were s screamer with a hand clapped over his mouth. There is
hardly resolution enough, reading it as critics have in the
past, to &djudicate the scream. From one third of the way
through the novel to the end, the hands of Homer-Adam crawl
with an identity quite their own. In the bathtub, for example,
Homer's hands bathe independent of Homer: "He kept his enormous
hands foided quietly on his belly. Although absolutely still,
they seemed curbed rather than resting" (DL, 289). The evi-
dence supporting the unused conceit of Homer's hands is over-
whelming throughout the novel, but as Hyman says, "West let it
all go to waste.” But not quite. If Homer is a benumbed Adam
and Paye a mindless Eve, and Adore Loomis, whom Homer kills in

‘the middle of the riot at the conclusion of the novel, is a

representation of what nature in the American garden has be-
come, 1t's all rather clear. The problem is that Homer kills
Adore, the child-star, by stomping him to death rather than
killing him with his hands- which would have realized the full
potential of the conceit. Given a few minor changes- e.g.,
making the murder more deliberate and having Homér use his hands
in the murder- West could have turned the corner to some aes-
thetic resolution. Let me explain further.

Homer-Adam hails from where James Fenfimore Cooper in The
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Pledég last left him, that is, the mid-west. Adam-Natty
Bumppo's dying word lying on a birch-pallet facing the sunset

‘in the Weat, in other words, faoing California, is "'Here!'"

Natty Bumppo came to the Mid-weat prairie to die; Homer Simpson
"oame to California also to die, perfect in every detail down
to fever eyes and unruly hands" (DL, 411). ILike Natty Bumppo
he has never known a woman, Like Natty Bumppo, he never will.b
His fascination for Faye Greener (read green-er) is as natural
and complementing as the violence in the American grain that
permentes the novel. She "smelled like buck-wheat in flower
and her beauty was atructural like a tree'a, not a quality of
her mind or heart." Even after she has become a whore, a triv-
ial mattor to Homer, "She looked just born, everything moist
and fresh, volatile and perfumed." B8he is, as Homer tells Tod
Hackett, "a wholesome child," But this Fve is an American
Tilith on whom all the men in the novel, from the cowboy to the
dwarf to liomer, wish to smash themselves, Underneath her "egg-
like self-sufficieney"” there is something fundamentally decayed
and rotting, 8She is so many faces and so many poses gleaned
froh the pages 9r motion picture maﬁazinos that someone as nat-
ural and innoceht as Homer is incapable of judging her out of
the context of her false Edenic wholeness, His attraction to
her is in his Adamic blood, welling up out of some primordial
source in him he cannot begin to understand, Only his hands
underastand fully what is going on: they strain to curl around
the throat of an anti-Eve,

What the myth of the Ameriocan garden was and what it has
become in California where it cannot go any further is summed
up in the character of the child-star Adore Loomis in whom West
sees nature gone mad., Eight years 0ld, he has "pluocked eye-
brows," and he sings a salacious song to Homer and Tod Hackett
in the back garden at Homer's house fraught with overtones of .
rank sensuality:

he seemed to know what the words
meant, or at least his body and his
voice seened to know. When he came



to the final chorus, his buttocks
writhed and his voice carried a
top-heavy load of sexual pain,

(DL, 364)

Like everything else in California, for West, Adore, (nature)
along with poor somebody's mdther enjoying her third face-job
and a new tint of lilac hair in the supermarket, is the ob-
verse of everything that grows graciously in the redeemed
garden, In Adore the summation is complete, and it is fitting
that Homer-Adam should stamp out this gross distortion of what
nature has become in the height of the riot, It is a pity,
however, that he did not strangle him, if for nothing else, for
the sake of aeathetic unity.

In undertaking a study of Hoffman's Revolution for the Hell -
of It27 (1968) one starts with a working premise that bears
itself out significad@y in the mythology of American life, i.e.,
that each evolution from the left on the American political
spectrum leads back inevitably to an inner core of Adamic an-
archy rather than to an outer core of adjusted and adjusting
compromise, asg is fhe case with evolutionary movement on the
right of the political spectrum. The inner oircle narrows to a
dimensionless original beginning that exiats as the natural gar-
den for all those who profess themselves to be their pwn govern-
ment. Abbie Hoffman's political evolution from intellectual
liberalism at Brandeis to moderate socialism EP marxism to the
ultimate dissolution of all property and existing institutions
is a good example of this. It is no accident, I think, thatla
number of those whom I have cited in the role of Adam in this
study see themselves in one shape or another as anarchists-
sometimes literally, sonmetimes figuratively. It may be the
anarchist's bomb has as much tradition in American life as the
busk. Gasoline in a coca-cola bottle stuffed with a reg is Jjust
another way of making it new, giving it new life, starting a
new beginning. From the anarchist's point of view, anyway.
Even someone as far to the right (on the surface at any rate)
as the Republican Wallace Btevens will occasionally turn words
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into bombs-

. Remus, blow your horni
I'm ploughing on Sunday,
Ploughing North America.
Blow your horn!

™=
The turkey cock's tail

Spreads to the sun.
Lep, 377)
-when he despairs of the state of the garden in North America.

The gardener's cat is dead, the gardener gone
And last year's garden grows salacious weeds.

A complex of emotions falls apart,
In an abandoned spot.

IS

(CP, 377)
To be more precise, one mlght say that when the imagination

cannot support the Adamic vision in Stevens' work, the poem, as
a general rule, even though it might start in clarity, will
dissolve "into incoherence and nonwords."28 The process is
like an aesthetic bomb going off in the cluttered area between

. the perceiver and the thing perceived. I do not wish to push
this too far beyond subjective limits, but that is the way I
react to Stevens' nonwords. The narrator in The Invisible Man
in his journeys back to his real identity throws a few bombs
himself and is the beneficiary of their cleansing flames. Fi-
nally, Lonelyhearts-Adam, sitting in a gin mill listening to
Shrike abuse his natural rights to the redeemed garden, con-
forms to the pattern, also. ‘

Miss Lonelyhearts drank steadily.
He was smiling an innocent smile, the
smile of the anarchist sitting in the
movies with a bomb in his pocket. If
the people around him only knew what
was in his pocket. In a little while he
would leave to kill the President.

(ML, 83) /
Like A Cool Million, Revolution Por the Hell of It is a
formless, non-organic stringing together of incidents, most
‘ of v‘hich purport to be comic. Both novels exhibit a
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pervasive fear of fascism; both are thoroughly Adamic. Lemuel
Pitkin is more a caricature than a character, who becomes a
dupe by steadfastly maintaining his innocence to his martyred
end. Free, from Hoffman's Revolution, is a master of disguises
who uses his innocence as a weapon "to fuck the system"™- always
ready to become a martyr in the name of the abolition of pri-
vate property and the reclamation of nature. "Nobody owns

ers sharing in the natural joys of the garden. "We're all

fucking nature" (Rev, 18). Under the skin all Adams are broth- Y///

brothers when we are naked,"™ says Free. "Did you ever see a
tight in a steam bath? But cops in uniform are a different
story. Actually, all uniforms are enemies. Just another ex-
terision of machine living; The way we dress— in costumes— 1s
in direct opposition to a uniform culture” (Rev, 72). In the
new society envisioned by Free there are no i1eaders and every-
body goes naked. "Each mornming begin naked. Destroy your name,
become uniisted, go underground” (Rev, 34). One dramatic mam -
festation of the New Society of The Festivai Life in time pres-
ent 18 the Free Store which can be stocxed and staffed- free.
"When people ask how the store 1s run, tell thea 'by the rays
of the sun'" (Rev, 155). In a Free Store there are no prob-
lems: there are only things to do:

It is a free forum of theatre in which
the forces of art battle the forces of
garbage. Who wains is unimportant, for
the Free Staore is a school and the
student is repeatedly forced by the
vacuum to choose sides. Which gide

are you on? Are you a garbage collector

or are you an artist? The choice is »
always yours in the FREE STORE."
(Revw, 155)

In a true Adamic fashion Free tells us to be an artist, to
create ourselves through masks, through instant guerillias thestre
an the streets or on the KRew York Stock Exchange in a spon-
taneous play called, "Burning Money." ‘

I can onily reliate to history as a
personal anarchist, a revolutiocnary
artist. If that sounds egotistical,
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tough shit. My concept of reality

comes from what I see, touch and feel., .
The rest, as far as I'm concerned,

didn't happen. I am my own leader. I
"make my own rules. The revolution is
wherever my boots hit the ground.

(Rev, 118)

The "Festival of Life,"” of which the FREE STORE is only a
prelude, is a liberation of the Adamic self from history, which
is the chronicle of machines and their servants. "The myths
of America are strong and good but the\insti{utional machine
is a trap of death" (Rev, 89). In the first chapter of Revo-
lution Free recounts the biblical story of Abraham and Iassac,
pointing out that Abraham committed his son to the whim of God
the Fathea,because he trusted his impulsea.29 "Inside he knows
because he is God, which is to say, & Man and not a machine"
(Reyy 16). The effect of Abraham's decision reverberates down”
through the centuries until the present moment in which it can
hardly be heard. He was close to his origins, and by his act
of faith he was a god made whole by confrontation, the consum-
mate occupation of his twentieth-century namesake. Hating the
machine, Free nevertheless realizes that it must be put to use
in order to destroy it. But how? Not through words "which are
the absolute in horseshit. Rely on doing- go all the way. Move
fast(" (Rev, 33). Create a myth, Free suggests. Any myth.
"Something that people can play a role in, can relate to. "This
is especially true of media people who become participants in
the creation of a myth by distorting, sometimes intentionally,
sometimes not, the world under their nose. In instant theatre
the "play's the thing" and not what really happened. An excel-
lent example of this principle is the YIP-IN which occurred at

‘the New York Stock Exchange on May 20, 1967. With a group of

merry tourists Free and hia Yippie brethi¥n were allowed to
tour the "big board” when suddenly they went into wild antiocs,
burning and throwing money down on the broxers below them who
cheered theam on. After having been thrown out, Free “carried-
on" before the media who had been alerted before hand.
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"Who are you?"

"I'm Qardinal Spellman."

"Where 4id you get the money?"

"I'm Cardinal Spellman. Don't ask

me where I get my money." )

In retrospect Free comments: "Every news report differed, .
Some said we threw out monopoiy money, some said twenty-three
dollars, some said over $100,00, some said the bills were all
ripped up first. It was a perfeqt mythical event" (Rev, 37).
When the Festival bt Idfo‘tif;si{ized, Free-Adam deoclares, he

"will start his own newspaper called the New York Liar. It

would be the most honest newspaper in theé country because
Free

would ait in a cloget and write all
the news. The paper would be printed
with lemon Jjuice, whioch is inviaible
until you heat it with an iron, hence
involving the reader. I would write
about events without ever leaving the
closet. The point is, we all live in
dark closets.
(Bﬂv 69)
Free's analysis of television- "The commercial is information.
The news program rhetoric. The commerciai is the figure; the
program is the ground" is a happy tribute to his masters Mclahan
and Fiore. His practical use of this analysis at the 1968
Democratic National Convention in Chicago served him well as a
tactical weapon against those who didn't care for his particular
poliﬁijm. Free saw the convention itself as the ground, the
rhetoric; the demenstrations outside the hall he saw as the
figure, or the action, carefully built up to lure away the medis
from the staged hypocrisy of Mayor Daly and friends behind the
locked doors of the convention. « J/’
ould rebel

WE CAN NEVER BE SHUT OUT. The public

against the attempt to impose a dull ground upon
an exciting figure. I'm sure what pimssed off a
go:d nunber of viewers vaultho fact that they were
being forced to watch a dull, Meet-the-Press,
Democratic Convention when, ln act, wha ey
wvanted to see was the Cops vs. Yippies football
game taking place on the streets of Chicago.

(Rex, 138)
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For Free-Adam, instant guerilla theatre is geared toward
summer. "I have to live in total summer if I am to survive"
(Rev, 64). Moreover, the last stronghold of nature in which
Adam can®survive in a machine-oriented, urban culture is the
park until the Festival of Life is come to pass. In the park
is love, freedom, greeness, children, flowers, grass; in in-
stitutions (including any church) is regimentation, repression,
sterility and death. In the park, drugs evaporate time, eas-
ing man outside the continuum of history, whereas in institu-
tions time controls even the natural functions of the body.
Hence at a YIP-IN in Grand Central station, demonstrators
pulled the hands off the clock which triggered "a police" riot.
Why did the revelers do this? "I don't know," says Free.
"Maybe they hate time" (Rev, 73).

If "Jesus is a trick on niggers;" as Hazei Motes tells
the cab driver in Wise Blobd,30 PFlannery O'Connor herself is
a trick on crities, who, taking careful note of Mias O'Connor's
sincere gommitment tb Roman Catholicism, seem consistently to
ignore the fact that fiction is not apologetics and never has
been. Reading the entirs body of her work in vacuo, without
benefit of any critical scholarship or her later public utter-
ances that tend to obscure the works, one would be hardpressed,
I think, to come up with such conclusions as her vision "every-
where is directed by a sacramental view of life.”37 Such an
unwarranted judgment, partly Miss O'Connor's own fault, is
deserving of a further explanation, and we are provided with
one:

The sacramental view, is, of course, more

than the transformation of an object into a

:ifn of the mystery that resides in the created
verse; as the term itself says, it is a vision

of reality focused through the seven sacraments

which constitute the means of recognizing and

accepting divine grace. The sacramental view thus

provides for ngg'a discovery of his place in the

divine schenme, ' ’

While not denying that O'Connor's work is profoundly religious .
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in the sense that it explores the destiny of Adamic man and

the conflicting images of God buried deep within him, I would

have to disagree with any notion that her corpus "maintains ) \
and supports at every turn the sacramental vision that the

story teller must have if he is going to write fiction of any
depth."?? Measured againat the work itself, the logic of this
statement is devastating insofar as readers as careful as Jean
Paul Sartre have hailed Wise Blood, for better or for worse,

as "exciting existential pronouncement."3% To argue that

Paradise Loat is not first of all a poem is to defend the ine .
defensible, To substitute theology for aesthetics and crafts-
manship is as indefeneihle ag substituting rules of football

for international cheéhv* What Miss 0!'Connor is trying to say,

I guess, without much help from her critics, is that she is
attempting to define the poasitive by means of the negative

pole: That is, she creates characters and situations so repul-
sive, 80 lacking in hope, that the mind almost in self-defense
turns from grotesque spectacle to the ideal, thus making pos-,
sible "a slow participation toward rédemption."

I am no disbeliever in spiritual purpose and
no vague believer. I see from the standpoint
of Christian orthodoxy. 7his means that

for me the meaning of life is centered in
our Redemption by Christ and that what I

see I see in relation to that.3%

The more vicious life bscomes, the more intensely she is drawn
to going back to “tne lost innocence of our first parents and
our return is through the Redemption."36 Quite obviously
making transparent an acceptance of the Redemption in any fie-
tion is a serious risk of which Miss O'Connor is not unaware.

The novelist with Christian concerns will
find in modern life diatortions which are
repugnant to him, and his problem will be to make
these appear as &iatortions to an audience which
is used to seeing them as natural: and he may well
be forced to take ever more violent means to get
his vision across to this hostile audience. V¥When
you can sssume that your audience holds the same
beliefs you do, you can relax a little and use more
nornal ways of talking to it; when you have to

’




s assume that it does not, then you have to make
; your vision by shock~ to the hard of hearing you
shout, snd for the almost blind you draw large
| and startling figures.3?

Notwithstanding, I don't wish to get in over ny boots in this,
for I am mainly concerned here only with her first{ novel, Wise
Blood (1952), in which the transparency reveals ndt an image
of the Redemption but the blinded unredeemed face of a thor-

oughly broken American Adam. ) {

In the "Author's Note" to the second edition of Wise
Blood (1962) Miss O'Connor made some attempt to clear up the
confusion she had created in her pre-occupation with the Redemp-
tion back in 1957. After second thoughts she refers to her
comic novel as "about a Christian malgré lui, and as such, very
serious,” which is a good enough place to start in an evalua-
tion of Hazel Motes although the reader will have to judge in
the end whether or not there is any change in the color of
Hazel's commitment to Christianity- malgré lui. To begin with
it is clear that we are confronted with the image of a man who
is a complete innocent and a mystery, especially before himself.
His first act after héying been discharged from the army "where
he was pleased to khoy he was still uncorrupted”™ is to return
to his home in Eastrod, Tennessee, (read East of the Cross) with
the picture of Jesus, as with his father before him, "hidden in
his head like a .stinger" (WB, 15). In his first home, "Eden,"
however, all the inhabitants are dead or "have been driven away"
through poverty. Nothing remains of his former life but a
house set at precarious -angles to the weather and the sad end
of his mother's "shiffer-robe." To this chest he attaches a
caveat to any passing thief and departs with the intention of .
returning one day to reclaim his "Shiffer-robe" legacy. On’ one

level there is nothing to return to but a recognition of origi-'

nal sin and the fallen nature of man, but at the source of the '
internal logic of the novel he is already there, back again,
and does not need to return- for wherever he is is innocence
and a refusal to accept sin as a condition of mortality. Hence
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wherever he is is Men; nor is he out of it, despite the faot
that he visits lLeora Watts, the whore, repeatedly, and runs
down and murders Solace Layfield, hims anti-Adam doppelsenser.
Like Migs lLonelyhearts Hazel oan achieve conviotion in neither
Christ nor a belief in sin. ‘

There was already = doeg black wordless

oonviotion in‘him that the way to avoid Jeaus

was to avoid sin. He knew by the time he was
twelve years old that he wam going to be a
preacher. lLater he saw Jesus move from tree to
tree in the back of his mind, a wil® ragged

fiFure motioning him to turn around and come off
into the dark where he was not sure of his footing.

(wB, 16)
Like Mias lonelyhearts, Hase has a humanistio, Adamic voocation
but no inetitutionnl ohurch in wHich to embody it. (Who but .
Fmerson would ever mend a child to an Adamio ohurch?) There-~
fore it is not long before he forma his own church onlled "The
Church Without Christ Grucified,” in which there was "no Fall
beocnuse there waa nothing to fall from and no Rodomption because
there was no fall and no Jjudgment becmuse there wasn't tho first
two. Nothing matters but that Jesus was a liar" (WB, 61).

After }envinm Eastrod and setting up in Taulkinham (Atlanta)
where he meets his first disciple in "The Churoh Without Ohrist,"
Enoch Emory, Haze begins to realire how difficult it is to oon-
vinoce even himself that originsl sin is merely a word rather
than n condition of the history of man on emrth, Walking down
the atreet with Fnoch in hot pursuit of & blinded Jesus-preacher
and his dsughter, Iilly Sabbath Hawks, Hase remembers a. guilty
moment from childhood in which has mother beat him "noross the
legs with n stick, but he was part of the tree." 8Bhe beat him
for no resson other than he was there "with s nameless unplaced
puilt in him" (MB, 39), arising on the surface from his having
caught a glimpse of A naked woman in a coffin at a carnival,

The guilt was "in his eyes in apite of the fact he knew he was
clean."” In the new church, "The Church Without Christ,"” such
nameless and placeless guilt would be washed away by a new Jesus,
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"Give me this new Jesus, sonebody," llasze screams defore a

orowd in downtown Atlanta, "so we'll all be saved" (WB, 79).
Not complete in himself even though for some reason "he is

part of the tree," Hase must find some satisfaction outside
himself thnt will oconfirm an inner knowledge of his natural
sanotity. Btanding on the outside of the crowd and listening
to liaze'nm sermon on the street corner, Fnoch, the diseiple,
ouddenly receives measngeas from his wiae blood., "Tinten here,
T got him! T mean T oan get him!" And he does: from n pglass
onse in the Fmyptinn Room at the "MVBEVM" (¥hooh im fearful of
pronouncing the name of the temple from which he steanls the

new Jesun,) Tater, upon receiving the new Jesus through the
intermedinry Babbath llawka, "He's right oute, ain't you?" Hane
graba the wizened mummy and amnshen it against the wall in n
noene Lhat would surely myastify 8t, Thomas Aquinaa himaself,
Buoh combinations as thia blasphemous parody of the Holy Family
nnd the ohnoanoly'grotoaqho are commonplace in the novel, snd
one doen not{pnve to be hard of honringhor almost totally dlind
to apprecinte their proportions.

The progression of time in Wise Blood is curious and very
skillfully handled. As in The Invisible Msn and Migs Lonely-
henrts nothing happens on a partiocular day in a partiocular
year., BSeasons pass, It is summer or winters; it doesn't mntter
renlly to linzel Motes, who, from the very beginning of the novel,
senses that time and the world move away from him on a linear
trnjectory as he moven back toward moral anarchy-~ the center of
the circle that brought him into the world and will return him
now to the point of light and beyond that, his landlady, widow
Flood, thinks she ocan see with her eyes closed, On the train
to)Atlanta in the first pages of the novel Haze lay "in his
upper birth to watch how the country went by the train.® Upon
arriving in Atlanta, this ambulatory, not quite self-contained
"part of the tree" casts s "shadow now behind him and now before
him and now and then broken ‘up by other people's shadows, but
when it was by itself, stretching behind him, it was a thin
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nervous shadow walking backwards®™ (WB, 24). The long trek
back to Bethlehem and Eve, the antichristian, antidromous Mrs.
Flood, and beyond, to the beginning, unfortunately does not
pass by the site of the Redemption as many oritics insiat,
Inoapable of his own salvation, Hare may be the cause of sal-
vation- or better yet, a mystic experience, in others: namely,
Mrs. Flood, who, in running away from his Adamic isolation is
ranning toward an acoeptance of the nothing Haze sees after
having blinded himself with quicklime. Staring at him in hor-
ror and fascination, she wonders:

How would he know if time was going back-
wards or forwards or if he was going with it?
She imagined it was like you were walking in

a tunnel and all you could see was a pin-point
of light. Bhe had to imagine the pin-point of
light; she couldn't think of it at all

without that., She saw it as some kind of
star, like the star on the Christmas cards.
She saw him going backwards to Bethleshem

and she had to laugh.

(WB, 119)
Sightlessness is n prerequisite for reading the "Book of
Genesia" aoccording to this hollow-eyed Adam., The first line
reads like this. "In the beginning was nothing." As one
Journeys back to this paradoxical beginning, he must come to
realize that he oarries Fden with him, makes it himself, or
there is no Eden,

"Where you come from is gone, where you
thought you were going to never was there,
and where you are is no good unless you can
get away from it. Where is there a place for
you to be? No place.

"Nothing outside you can give you any place,"
he saidjy "You needn't look at the sky because
it's not going to open up and show you no
place behind it. .You needn't to search for any
hole in the ground to look through into some--
where else, You can't go neither forwards or
backwards into you daddy's time nor yowr b
children's time if you have them. In yourself
right now is all the place you've got.'

; (¥B, 90)
.



(No wonder this novel made Jean Paul Sartre stand on his
chair!) The "upper birth" or the part of consciousness that
directs our animal comforts revolts against this painful
knowledge. Savonarola suffers with angst and the band plays
on, "He had the sense that the road was really slipping back

' under him.” But his Adamic "wise blood" which he shares with
his disciple, Enoch, tells him something "he had known all
along: that there was no more country, but he didn't know
there was not another city" (WB, 112). When the state trooper
pushes his Essex auto over the embankment into the abyss for
his not having, among other things, a driver's license, Hagze
acknowledges that if there is no city and not even any roads
leading to it, the Essex, which up until now had been his
spiritual "house," is useless anyway. (™A man got a good car
he don't need to be Jjustified," he once told a filling station
mechanic.) Prior to this, he had faith in the Essex (his body-
house) and a rabid belief in blasphemy; now after the demise

of the Essex even blasphemy as a way to truth fails him, for
"to blaspheme meant you were believing in something to blas-
pheme" (WB, 104), 1In the beginning he had preached to his side-
walk congregation that he believed only in what "you could see
or hold in your hands or test with your teeth! (WB, 106). He
has gone from "believing in but avoiding Jesus as a child, to
preaching disbelief in Jesus, to propounding what is: from
fear to blasphemy to a phenomenology in which all he can know
is what he can see."38 FEyelsss now in Atlanta, Hase believes
in nothing, which becomes the penultimate consequence as a new
fear comes upon him. The insight that accompanies the vision
of nothingness beyond his eyes tortures him into believing that
he has to pay. "For what?" says Mrs. Flood. "It don't make
any difference for what," he said. "I'm paying" (WB, 121).

. The fact of the matter is that he has been psying all his
life. Even as a small child his indulgence in mortification of
the flesh was common: stones and pebbles in his Bunday shoes,
denials, seff-inflicted whippings and the rest of it. Thexre

never was a time when mortification was not a part of his own
!



private Jansenist ethic. But even as a child he hadn't the
slightest idea what he was paying for. It is not until he
accompdnies Enoch to the museum and looks down with "eyéa like
two clean bullet holes" (WB, 57) on the shriveled mummy in the
glass case that he sees. the futility of thinga. Obviously the
"clean bullet holes" conceit prefigures Haze's self-blinding,
but the entire scene, grasped as a tableau, signifies the fi-
nality of never escaping from the flesh, which creates an
aversion toward a world in which ‘organic decay is a first prin-
ciple. The nightmare he suffers Jjust before he loses his Essex
confirms this, for in it Haze is the sightless mummy inspected
through the glass case of the sun-faded, oval back window of
the Essex. "Various eyes looked through the back oval window
at his situation, some with considerable reverence, like the
boy from the zoo, and some only to see what they could see" (¥WB,
88). What Enoch, the disciple, saw in gawking at Haze on the
hood of the Essex preaching "The Church Without Christ" was

. Adam struggling with his o0ld mortality. In this instance the

converts are few, but the Adamic impulse raging in the mind of
Flannery O'Connor, malgre lui, is overwhelming. In trying to
fix the relationship between the created and his creator here
one thinks of the moth striking back quite unexpectedly at the
spider. In a lecture at Notre Dame University Miss O'Connor
affirmed her "abiding interest in the 014 Adam. He just talks

.Southern because I d0."39 Let us tske her at her word.

There remains to be said a few words about the final pages
of the novel that seem to be written in some language other
than English, judging from the wildly different interpretations
critics have attached to it. Among thé various readings two
come to mind immediately, insofar as both thoroughly contradict
one another. Martin sees in the pin-point of light

the divine timelessness and limitlessness
of Haze's vision of God. 3

Further, the relation between Mrs. Flood and Haze suggests to
him .
the traditional Christian analogy between
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Christ and the Church, Haze in this instance
standing as a Christ-like bridegroom and Mrs.
Flood (her name associating with the descendants
of Noah) taking her position as the expsctant
bride soon to be assimilated into the o

flesh of God- the concept that makes maggiage

a sacrament and extends the bridegroom imagery
to approach the significance of the partaking
of Christ's body in the mass,40

I do not wish to throw unholy water on religious fire, but the
fact of the matter is there is neither internal nor external
evidence to support this reading. To the very end Haze disavows
any belief in Jesus or any kind of Eden that "is not right in
yourself." Home with Eve, Haze dies "stern and tranquil,"
stubbornly maintaining, Just before he left the house for the
last time, "There's no other house nor no other city" (WB, 124).
He did not marry Mrs. Flood and surely had ro intentiom of
doing so. If there is any symbolic marriage "in being home,"
it is a figurstive union in a state of nature. "You can have
it free here now." There is no denying that Eve, "who was not
religious or morbid," did have something like a mystic experi-
ence; certainly the pin-point of light was more than "the glow
of decomposing tissue, the light of mortality,"#1 as Josephine @
- Hendin would have us believe. If the ambiguous light does re-
fer to the star of Bethlehem and hence to Christ, Adam-Huze in
the absolute finality of his death is well beyond its reflec-
tion.

In many of her other works Miss O'Connor displays a vital
interest in "the 0Old Adam" as well as in other unredemptive
preoccupations of modern America. "The Life You Save May Be
Your Own," "The Lame Shall Enter First,” and "Judgement Day"
among her stories, and her other novel, The Violent Bear It
Away, easily manifest this interest. As in Wise Blood the pro-
tagonist in The Violent is an Adamite who believes that each man
is capable of creating his own Eden, a markedly humanistic Eden, =
raised on the tree-like pillars of right reason and common !
sense. Rayber, a psychologist as fiercely anti-religious as his ;

F . creator is anti-rationalist, stméglon in vain to convince his
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young nephew, Tarwater, that sin and hell-fire and all other
religious imperatives are what Lord Monboddo, speaking unfor-
tunately of Dr. Johnson's ideas, calls "bow-wow." yAccording
to Rayber, it is religion and all the fanaticism it produces
that is responsible for the suffering in the world, and like
Miss. Lonelyhearts, Holden Caulfield and the Adamic hero,
Williams, of Stanley Elkins' "A Poetics For A Bully," he sees
himself in a vision:

moving like an avenging angel through
the world, gathering up all the children
that the Lord, not Herod, had slain.

He would like to flee, with all the exploited children in the .
world to a state of nature, "some enclosed garden where he
would teach them the truth and let the sunshine flood their
minds" (The Violent, 384). Rayber is defeated, of course, and
his nephew Tarwater reverts back to a hideous replica of his
"jesus~freaked" great uncle, who saw all of reality through a
vision of "The Second Coming and the Day of Judgment." For
Flannery O'Connor the presence of Adam in American life is un-
avoidable, and she sees hny belief in his fundamental innocence
and refusal to accept a riilen garden world as s menace to
spiritual salvation.

Having begun this study with the examination of a poet,
it is appropriate that it should conclude with another, a con-
temporary figure, whose variation on the Adamic redemptive
tradition is no less striking than Wallace Stevens'. As with
Stevens, I am concerned here not with exegetical readings of
entire poems (with two exceptions) but rather with a view from
the bridge that will provide a picture of the exact way in
which James Dickey participates in the continuity of the tra-
dition in American letters. Tnis does not hean, of course,
that I will isolate one part of the poem at the expense of the
whole. It presupposes simply that the organic part excerpted
is, as 1t should be, a minor statement of the entire poem and
as such a representative reflection of the other parts. In
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other words, I do not wish to take something out of context
and bend it to fit a "foolish consistency"- a danger one
sometimes confronts in a study of this kind.

Unlike some of the prose statements Stevens has made about
his own work in The Necessary Angel, Dickey's prose statementsa
about his own work and that of others in Self-Interviews are .«
illuminating and helpful in reading his poems. Taken ps a
whole and heard as an antiphonal voice alongside the poems,
they reveal a man who believes that each new poem is an act of
creation, an extended genesis, because "the province of the
poem is the poet's, and in it he is God"#? or Adam, insofar as
Diockey does not entertain any traditional belief in God, "What-
ever made this universe, even if it is nothing but blind foroce,
should be worshipped. But whether It acknowledges this worship,
or even is aware of it, is very unlikely in my opinion. Reli-
rion to me involves myself and the universe, and it does not
admit of any kind of intermediary, such as Jesus or the Bible, "33
Nothing must be allowed to intervene between Adam, who consid-
ers himself "n step-child of Thoreau," and the natural rhythms
of the garden in which "spirits inhabit all things." His is a
"pefsonnl, a stick and stone religion. I would have made a
Freat bushman or aborigine."44 Since he cannot accept a tra-
ditioAnl God, he cannot accept sin in any traditional sense,
What /would inevitably be a sin to, say, the Christian, would be
to Dickey a pragmatic error' followed by an explicable unhappi-
nes&, not arising from a misuse ©f reason, which he tries again
and/arnin to cast off from him in the vision of the poems, but
almost from what the Hellenic Greeks would call going against
the dike, the way with us. lience though he does believe that -
we did fall from gomewhere, or we think we did, he is a believer
in natural innotence recaptured in the act of the poem through
“re-entering the cycle of the man who hunts for his food. In
ﬁy cage at least T have a great sense of renewal when I gple
to o into the woods and hunt with a bow and arrow, to enter
into tHe animals' world in this way."45 Finally, for Dickey,
histsry should be tblerated but not taken seriously, because
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beginnings or acts of renewal are recorded in the Adamioc blood
and not in the pages of chronicles. Interesting as all this
may ve, it is at the same time idle unleas it is grounded
organically in the poems, as I shall now atteapt to do.

"The Poisoned Man" of several is Dickey's most successful
rendering of tne paychological reality of man's having fallen
and thereby becoming separated from his sources, 1In tﬁo first
stanza in 5; dream of the country," a farmer is struck on, the
foot by a rattlesnake, and he sits upon a rock where he "opens
his sole to the water,” dreaning "day after day of the river."
The blood shed from the openod snake bite pours into the river,
and the farmer sees his blood assume

Inside the cold path of the river
The inmost routes of a serpent
Through grass, through branches and leaves.

Co-incident with this "Some leaves fell from the trees,” and
upon arising from the bink, imperceptibly, the whole of nature
has become blighted, "oaks ashen,/ wild grass dead without
flame." The farmer hobbles through his "blasted cornfield" to
seek help from "his 0ld wife in the garden,/ Where she reached
for n withering apple. The remasinder of the poem deserves
quotation as it ocboes strongly "La Belle Dsme Sans Merci,” by
Keats, with whom Dickey has more than a passing affinity.

I 1lay in the country and dreamed
~0f the substance and course of the river
While the different colors of fever

Like quilt patches flickered upon me.
At last 1 arose, with the poison
Gone out of the seam of the scar,

And brought my wife westward and weeping,
Through the copper fields springing alive
With the promise of harvest for no one.

("The Poisoned Man,"” CP, 145)
I do not wish to crucify a beautiful poem on the cross of
loric, but one is struck immediately by the fact that the poem
does not tell us why the farmer was struck by the snake, why
the whole of nature should be infected as a result of this,

";nd'why the o0ld wife should be in the garden reaching (notice

the participle) “"for a withering spple.” In Dickey's world
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‘the time sequence is out of joint: the o0ld woman should have

bitten the apple, the snake should have struck, and nature
should have, as a consequence, gone awry. But it doesn't
happen that way. Why? Becnuse it just happened ss lightning
happened to strike three men who held the iron acytﬁoa in the
valley floor: "The only metal for miles/ In the hands of
Judged, innocent men" ("The Beholders,"” CP, 144). The poison
is gone from "the seam" of the uneasy feeling one experiences
in looking at the vastness of a forest or the sensuous rhythms
of an animal free in nature. Lacking a formal cause, who can
say, Dickey or anyone, what has produced a sense of the fall
with its resultant feeling of a 8eparation from nature in god- -
less man. Perhaps it was the too sudden transition from the
aquatic to the terrestrial? Perhaps it was the use of the N
thumb®® which kicked on and forced into use the intellectual
motor processes as Julian Huxley and Lamarck maintain? At any
rate, Dickey cannot sny: he accepts the fact and tries to probe
beyond it to the heart of that special light that pervades his
poems under the glare of which, "The heart in my breast turned
green" (CP, 19).

Earlier I mentioned Dickey's indebtedness to Keats. A
casual reading of the Collected Poems, 1957-1967 is enough to
confirm this., But the debt runs deeper than mere sensuous lan-

-uage and solipsistic romantic posturings that condemn reason

and make light of philosophers. Making it quite his own, Dickey

has borrowed from Keats the mystical sense of participation in

the existence of other things, informing them in their entiréty : s
and vet nt the same time retaining the perceiver's, dreamer's

or meditator's unique identity. Like Keats, Dickey is capable

of informing the life of a sparrow, an owl, a hunting dog,

wrecked machinery or even a voyeur- himself become a part of

the very tree from which he fiendishly views a woman disrobing.

Unlike Keats, who maintains the poet "has no Identity- he is
continually in for {siq¢/ and filling some other Body- The Sun, !
the Moon, the Sea, and Men and Women,"%” Dickey, cast as a :
lyric voice in the poems, always retains some ba;t of himself -
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with which he is able to confirm his own existence outside

himself while at the same time informing another object. In

other words he is always himnelf looking at himself from the ™
point. of view of another object, yet never surrendering his

aown identity. "Approhching Prayer" is perhnpa the best exam-
ple'T'dnE'oite of this phenomenon wherein the hunter becomen

the hunted, and the hunted (in this came-a wild boar) becomen

the hunter. As in many of Kentn' poems the nesthetic experi- r
ence :prorreases in intenaity by stngen, n kind of Pleasure
Thermometer,"43 leading up to and merping with anotho; objeot -

n Grecian lirn, a nightingnle or in Bickey'a omse a wild boar,

A young man in the attic of hia fnther's.house decks himpelf
with the panoply of the hunter in the gear of his dend father

in amattempt fo pray, "to produce n word T oan't sny/ Until all
my renson is s8lnin,” Firnt, he puts on hia father's 0ld huniing
aweater; then he atraps on gnamecock apurs and falls to his
knees, gazing up inpo the hollow head of a boar that he had
helped to slay while hia father wns nlive. In putting it over
hin head, muddenly he tnkes on the existence of the boar, "The
nirht sky filla with a light of hunting"; the intensity of the
neathetic experience hns collapsed time, and he is in the midst
of the forest "drawing the breath of life/ For the dead hog,"
Prantically dogs leap upon him and he gores at them in his fear
nnd anper while at the same time, with the presence of his
father *pale on my body," he draws steady aim on the boar, now
become himaelf. He is witnemsing himaelf about to murder him-
aelf, :

Inside the hair helmet

T look upward out of tha total

S8tillness of killing with arrows,

I have seen the hog see me kill him i

And 1 was as still as I hoped.

The arrow pierces his body "Like the explosion of a star/ Bix
billion light years off/ Whose light gives out/ Just as it goes
atraight through me." The natural epiphany over, he ‘gets up

"{n the way I usually do," and tries to fathom the full meaning
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of that "hovering place" where the experience has taken hinm,
It was something, he concludes, analogous to what the "desert
fathers" beheld when they saw "angels come.," ’

To answer what questions men asked .
In heaven's tongue, '

Using images of earth

Almightily.

What the desert fathers saw, or thought they saw, was not the
world to come but the world from which their father's had been
driven- bathed in the light of pure innocence. Like the narra-
tor of the poem they gained a new knowledge of an unfallen world
superimposed upon the fallen. In Dickey the "hovering place"50
is not Eliot's "still point of the turning world,"” and it has
even less to do with St. John of the Cross and the kind of other-
wordly vision to which he aspires. It is a place where inno-
cence confirms itgelf, harkening back in the time of man to a
world where plenitude was not just a word and nature was a place
where man, through whom "two red cows walk" in "hely alliance
with the trees" ("Trees and Cattle" CP, 37), enjoyed a meaning-
ful and guiltless existence, where the hunter and the hunted,
man and beqst alike would

Know this as their life,

Their reward: to walk

Under such trees in full knowledge

Of wh&t is in glory above them, (a predator)
.And to feel no fear,

But acceptance, compliance.

Pulfilling themselves without pain .

At the cycle's center,

("The Hesaven of Animals," CP, 57). ,
Cergginly it would not be too far afield to say that Dickey's
"hovering place” has more in common with Edward Hick's Adamic
"Peaceéble Kingdom" (see notes to introduction) than with
Eliot's "still point." 1Indeed it is a little silly to burden
a confined agnostic with onerous mystical ecstaasy.. And besides
it man't even American, . : :

The relationship of the human being to the
great natural cycles of birth and death, tne
seasons, the growing up of plants and the
dying of leaves, the springing up of other
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plants out of the dead leaves, the generations
of animals and of men, all on the heraldic
wheel, is very beautiful to me. I like to
think I'm like Thoreau in this respect.51

The subject of "The Owl King," Dickey's quasi-version of
Keats' "Ode to a Nightingale," is a blind child lost in the
woods near his father's house. As he enters the woods in
search of his child in Part I, the father assumes a new aware-
ness of the strange quality his voice has taken-dn in trying .
to locate the child in the depths of greenness. In Part III,
the narrator identifies the quality in the father's voice as
something "Entranced by the endless beauty," something "grief-
stricken” like "a holy song"j; but in Part I he only *dentifies
the sound as something fearful, for the identification itself
is a progression toward intensifying the aesthetic experience
he will be unable to share with his "seeing child” in Part III.
In Part IT the Owl King, sitting in a graven oak, meditates.
The forest still draws a weak light from the setting sun, but -
for the Owl King "Every light was too feeble to show/ My world

as I knew it must be." In order to hunt and to see the unfallen

world beneath the sun-struck layers of the fallen world, the
darkness of the blind, paradoxically, must prevail- a fiction

.Dickey precariously maintains in his last published poem, "The

Fye-Beaters." But of that later. The more dark it becomes the
better able is the owl to see as he merges into the oak in
which he sits, thus becomihg one with nature. The stage is aet.‘
Below him the animals which in the light of day had been as
invisible to him as they are to the blind child are now seen
clearly fulfilling their part of the "heraldic cycle."

I sat on the oak in my shape .
With my claws growing deep into wood .
And my sight going slowly out

Inch by inch, as into a stone,

Discloaing the rabbits running

Beneath my bent, growing throne,

And the foxes lighting their hair

And the serpent taking the shape ’

Of the stream of life as it slept. o
That night I parted my lids
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Once more, and saw dark- burn
Greater than sunlight or moonlight,
For it burned from deep within me.

At this juncture the blind child appears below him in a ragged
clearing. The Owl King descends, circling,. "beating above him"
and lands "taking hie hand in my claw. Every tree's life

lived in his fingers." Edward Hicks' "Peaceable Kingdom™ is
underway as the owl and the blind Adamite trod gravely to- .
gether "As beasts at their own wedding dance.\ Through the s
forest the sound of the child's father's voice becomes "an
irrelevant music" as owl and child together ascend into the

tree whére the child tskes on the unfallen vision of the owl

in the peaceable kingdom: ‘

. His eyes inch by inch going forward
Through stone dark, burning and picking
The creatures out one by one,
Each waiting alive in its own
Peculiar light to be found. .

. At the very height of the experience the Owl King-declares "Al

dark shall come to light," though *as we have learned this is a
"Peculiar light."

Part III is delivered from the blind child's point of
view. Entering the woods and approaching by stages the ges-
thetic experieﬁce— an impioded epiphany of the pedceable v
kingdom- the bllnd chlld feels "The heat falling/ On the backs
of my hands" and aharp edges of the natural world touch his
body. Leaves and bark brush against him, and "I am blessing
them/ Slowly, one after another/ Deeper into the woods." Now
at 1ast completely a part of nature, ‘the Adamic innocent is
taken up with the Owl King onto "a double throne" from which
the. child can see "the self of every substance/ As it crouches,
hidden and free/ In the élow of the original light of heaven."
The superimposition of the fallen world of unreal, sun-struck
light upon the unfallen world of blind light has been lifted,
allowing the child:

To see as thecowl king sees, '
By going in deeper than darkness.
The wood comes back in a light

®




It di4 not know it withheld

, " And I can tell
By its breathing glow »
‘Each tree on which I laid

My hands when I was blind
The experience over the child returns up througﬁziho slanted
mesdow, retaining the vision that allows him to see and "to
believe everything." He has been to the very heart of his own
beginning and seen everything as "I knew it muat be."

Dickey's Adamism is freely-ranging. Though the situations
in which it is articulated vary considerably from poem to poem,
it is not restricted to a choice half-dozen poems or so, thus
making it safe for one to say it is one of the major if not the
major themes of his work. Dancing on the footnotes of T.B.
Eliot, for example, Dickey casts the American Adam, a suburban
householder, in the rote of Osiris, the vegetable king, who is
"Hacked apart in the growing cold/ Of the year, by the whole of
mindless nature” (CP, 23). The poem evolves from the actions
of a sleeping man in a suburban grove of pines near his house.
Once asleep he passes into a dream

I never once have had,
Of being part of the acclaimed rebirth
Of the ruined calm worid, in spring

when "the drowned god and the sun unite/ to bring the yellow
flower cut of the eéarth/ Of the tended and untended garden.”
Adam—Oalris, himself a part of the "heraldic cycle" each spring,
lifts tho falien "tended garden" from the unfaiien "untended
garden" go that we may see the world as it ought to be. The
price tor this is death, being hacked apart, but the dreamer
upon waking and returning to his house bears "magnificent par-
don” to all things a part of the natural cycle. "The 'dread,
impending crime' is his own ritual murder, and the pardon is
his resurrection. Or so I intended, anyway."#9 Apropos of
Keats', Dickey's own comments on his own poem are quite re-
vealing. "I have this sbsolute belief,” he says, "in tH® poet
really giving hamself to his invention which, with luck, is
also his vision. In the process of writing, it's absolutely




necessary that he surrender himself and flow with the poem
whersver it may go."52 Sometimes the flow of the poem takes
"the green graceful bones" of Adam into the substance of a trse
at the top of which his dead brother has built a treehouse in
"the world's light"; sometimes into the liquid body of a deer
"who is moving./ I am with him," headlong down the side of
Springer Mountain under an "unbearable light" (CP, 134). The
prerequisite for this merging of man and beast in the peaceable
kindgom is "to think, beginning with laurel.” ,Once he has be-
come a part of nature and thin part of the deer, the mindless
and innocent "waters of life/ melt and flow from the hills'
though "petrified in a creekbed," in the time of man where the
hunter shall lie down with the deer and the lion with the lamb,
When Adsm meets Eve in a junkyard in "Cherrylog Road," they .
approach one another from different pointa, in the door of one
wrecked car, out another, moving up the "pleasure thermometer"
of intensity through the "living souls" of wrecked autos.

Someone outside would have seen
The oldest car's door inexplicably
Close from within!

I held her and held her and held her,
Convoyed at terrific speed
By the stalled, dreaming traffic around us.

Even the inorganic reverts back to the organic when Adam and
his océasional Eve, clinging, "glued together," leave "by sepa~
rate doors/ Into the changed, other bodies/ Of cars," sdamically
"Wild to be wreckage forever" (cp, 136).

Dickey's belief that an unfallen world lies buried some-
where under the fallen, viaible only to the "blind* or the
Adamic, is virtually shattered in his laat published poem, "The
Eye-Beaters" (The Eye-Beaters, Blood, Victory, Madness, Buckhead
and Mercy, 1970), remarkable not only for its profound vision
but for its brilliant Whitman-like techniques as, well. Once )
again his subject is the blind in an asylum for children some-
where in Indiana, Adam, who refers to himself as the "visitor"
or the "stranger" observes the blind children and is appalled to
o © learn that their hands and wrists must be bound to their tiny -
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bodies to prevent them from smashing at their sightless,

bruised eyes. Some children, however, break the bonds and

strike at their eyes with their small fists, moaning, “"trying

to strike for the middle/ Of the brain, where the race is

young' as the Visitor on the other side of the wall would like

to think at this point. But what do they see there back into

the race? What "tribal light old/ Enough to be seen without
sight" does the long-haired nine-year old girl see "who clubs

- her blue cheeks blacker" in her imploded vision? Surely she

must see beasts (the visitor imagines) from prehistory, "cave
bear, aurochs, mammoth" and niches on the walls of caves "filled
not with Virgins/ But with the squat shape of the Mothar. But - /
the Visitor is possessed of a terrible doubt. Supposing they ,
see nothing. Absolute vacuity? Quig¢kly to mave his own mind

he constructs for them a fiction "of
the walls of the cave of the mind b
tries to merge unsuccessfully in ord

nting and hunting" on
hich in his own mind he

to reach "tne hovering
place" of the peaceable kingdom that /had always sustained him in
the past? Then a clarification comes upon him. "I am trying to
make it/ make anything/ make them/ make me/ Re-invent the vision
of the race." Those beasts and the mother figure are "made-up"
by an American fiction that has become the Visitor's own "ther-
apy." He despairs. There is no pre-history and ¥Nothing be--
‘hind their eyes."

' But art is not only a tri@mph over life; it is a truimph
over nothingness as well. It mesns intensely. Therefore,

what they see mast be crucial

To the human race. It is so; to let you live
with gourselr after seeing

Them, they must be t ought to see by what has caused
is causing us all

To survive, In the late sun of the asylum, you know
nothing else will do

You; the rest 'is mere light.

Stranger, you may as well take your own life
Blood brain-blood, . as vision,

Somehow Adam must reaffirm the fact that art is more than "make-
shift selvation," and like the god‘that isn't there he must

A}
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"try to see by the race alone/ the wall of art-crazed beasts"
that complement the heraldic cycle. "A spell sways the
Visitor."” He puts "history out. An innocent eye, it is closed.
off outside in the sun." The darkness that is the light of
vision in unfallen nature takes hold. ILike God's surrogate,
a "Cloud bellows in his hand.” With history dispelled and
"reason gone," Adam merges into a deer beyond the "sheer despair
of invention. '
Therapist, farewell at the living end. X
Give me my spear.” )
The predicate nominative has been fulfilled in metaphor st least.
. The hunter lies down with the hunted, the one becomes the other,
in the redeemed "Peaceable Kingdom" of American art. To accept
the world the children see is to accept the world of Miss Lonely-
/ hearts and,Hazel Motes, where not even art has any redemptive
value, .
For James Dickey that would be too easy.
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Chapter 2

After Princess Casamassima: Or,
Adamic Redemption .Gone To Pot

(28
)

CE

.
IR

S
e 1

pa

S PR

& :i~ -

i



. Most great artists in the past have had some inner
navigator or soundless voice pushing and directing them away

IR TR N

from what is superficial and ephemeral in their culture. Virgil

had his res publica, Dante his medieval church, Spenser his
Gloriana, Pope his man-oriented Iiebnitzean perfections, ahd 80
on, Even social anthropologists should not quarrel with such
an unassuming, statement. Yet for the American writer of any
century such referents have never properly existed; there has
never been enough collective purpose or standard of extrinsic
belief to enable the American artist to proclaim smugly, "Here,
here is the point of view ‘from which I shall collect and inter-
pret American experience so that you will know me both above
and below the surface of my words where we shall assemble in
the collective twilight drama of our race."” Hart Crane is a
tragic example of one brilliant American artist's inability to
find a voice or a frame of reference that would sum up the dis-

parate parts of American life. The result, of course, was frag-

mentation, and the bridge—néver connected or spanned anything,.
finally, in the American soul. Such a fragmented fate almost
befell Norman Mailer, who, until 1965 and the publication.of An
American Dream, cast about him in a sea of voices, no one of -
which was even remotely directed toward redemption. But‘Mailer'
ear began to pick up strange hints from hi< Adamic blood as far
back as 1957 when he wrote, "The White Negro: Superficial Re-:
flectlons on the Hipster."”

Dlssatlsfaction with the American Neo-Faustian mania to
dominate nature by mastering time compelled Hallpr to seek some.
adjunct or reversal of the processes of a quasi-totalitarian
culture. To do thi~, he needed a figure or a symbol of life
against which the totalitarian figures of death by cooperation
and death by conformity would pale. For Mailer, the quality of
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American life was so bad that nothing less would do.

It is on this bleak scene that a phe-
nomenon has appeared: the American exis-
# tentialist- the hipster, the man who knows
. that if our collective condition is to live
with instant death by atomic war, relatively
quick death by the state as l' vers
c trationaire, /siq¢/ or a slow death by a
conformity with every creative and rebellious
instinct stifled (at what damege to the mind
and heart and the liver and the nerves no
research foundation for cancer will discover
in a hurry), if the fate of twentieth-century
men is to live with death from adolescence to
senescence, why then the only life giving
answers to death is to accept the terms of
death, to live with death as an immediate
danger, to divorce oneself from society, to
exist without rootas, to set out on that un-
charted journey into the rebellious imperatives
of the gelf. In short, whether the life is
criminal or not, the decision is to encourage :
the psychopath in oneself, to explore that
~ dom&in of experience where security is boredom
and therefore sickness, and one exists in the
present, in that enormous present which is with-
out past or future, memory or planned intention,
the life where a man must go until he is beat,
where he must gamble with his energies through
all those small or large crises of courage and
unforeseen situstions which beset his day, where
he must be with it or doomed not to swing.?

The Adamic posturing in the above ‘is a fair summation of
Mailer's concept of the "White Negrq" or the "Hipster." He who
would "divorce himself from society,”" exist without roots, and
journey into the unpremeditated self in the enormous present or
the "electric present of the perpetual climax of the present,"
as Mailer names it elsewhere in the same essay, is Adamic by
turns- a fantastic, whose very innocence grows out of his amo-
rality like a strange flower out of a dung pile. From the above
it is easy to infer a character like Rev. J. Bliss Rinehart in
Ellison's Invisible Man, or even Rinehart's diseiple, Black
Adam, who journeys into his own soul by painful degrees. Fur-
ther, like Black Adam, the white Negro or Adamic hipster cannot
afford the civjl*zing inhibitions of "Square" culture, or even
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the lessons of demented super-gstates, for "to respect the

past means that one must also respect such ugly consequences
6f the past as the collective murders of the State."2 History
is dead because it is incapable of containing the truth, which
can be found only in the amoral self and the new beginnings it
creates. What is past, is, or should be, entirely out of mind.

Character being thus seen as perpetually
ambivalent and dyn ¢ 'enters then into an’

’ absolute relativity where there are no '
truths other than the isolated truths of
what each observer feels at each instant
of his existence. To take a perhaps urn-
justified metaphysical extrapolation, it
is as if the universe which has ususally
existed as a fact (even if the FPact were
Berkeley's God) but a fact which it was
the aim of all gcience and philosophy to
reveal, becomes instead a changing reality
whose laws are remade at each instant by
everything living, but most particularly
man, man raised to a neo-medieval summit
where the truth is not what one felt yes- : \
terday or what. onpg expects to feel tomorrow
but rather truth is no more nor less than ;
what one feels at each instant in the per-
petual climax of the present.’

If each man were his own state, if the new world garden of the
anarchist were to prevail, there would be no longer collective
murder, only individual murders, which Mailer in An American
Dream,“ ironically, sees as the ultimate form of Adamic courage
by which the "heavenly city on earth" is to be reclaimed and
re-entered. When protagénist RoJjack murders his wife, Deborah,
(Eve) the door to the "heavenly city" swings open for his re-
entry to the new life where the state exists, at best, as a
temporary inconvenience. The ultimate form of the ventilation
of the instincts surely is murder; it is the job of the state to
see that such libidinous drives, or, indeed, any drives that
interfere with the harmonious operations of the state, are sup-
pressed and paid in kind. Hence, for Mailer, who stoutly main-
tains the purity and innocence of the murderer, the state must
(if not wither awsy) go away, for it is the greatest obstacle to
redemption in the garden and in the self.”

o
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Hip, which would return us to ourselves, at

no matter what price in individual violence,
is the affirmation of the barbarian, for it
requires a primitive passion about human
nature to believe that individual acts of
violence are always to be preferred to the
colleetive violence of the state; it takes
literal faith in the creative posgsibilities

of the human being to envisage acts of violence
as the catharsis which prepares growth.>

Being forever cleansed and reborn in the‘“perpetﬁal present,"
one has no time for the guilt of the past or the responsibility
of the future. It is, therefore, because historical society is
cancerous and unjust, stifling the very creative instincts by
which we are born again, redeemed in the présent (and this
stifling not overt but~gradual and in an qﬂtrophying maﬁher)
that the Adamic protagonist, Stephen Rojack, makes a stand
against the subtle starvation of freeddn imposed upon him by

the world (his job, his friends, his wife) of New York society.
To conform is to die of both the literal and metaphorfcal cancer
that }nfects socieiy at all levels. But this is a real{zation
that comes to Rojack slowly and by progressive olfactory sthges,
beginning with the(actual murder of his wife, Deborah. "A para-
llel corollary tha§\§ndulging the psychopath in oneself (espe-
cially to the extent\of committing murder) can cure or prevent
cancer is also dealt with in the novel, as a part of an inter-
locking system ot real cancer (in Deborah, in Eddie Gannucei,
and even momentarily in Rojack himself) which supports the meta-
phorical statement thé% American society and culture is being
destroyed tfrom within by the cancer of conformity and’ fear."®

Eight years of marriage to Deborah, a corrupt and corrupt-

ing Eve, social lioness, huntress and heiress to American
tycoon, Barney Oswa.d Kelly (whose family coat of arms reads,
Victoria In Caelo Terrague)- have so anesthetized husband,
Stephan, that he has lost his especial relationship with nature
and perverted his Adamic gifts. Relying solely on instinct and
listening to those "special voices of the moon,” Rojack had
earned the Distinpguished Service Cross from the army; with this
honor in his pocket, he also earned a term in congress frog the

)
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State of New York, and later, syndicated television appear-

71.

!

o Gnces and tenure from a major university in Manhattan, But
his world is fast falling,around him, His inst%ﬁpts héye
deteriorated markedly, and Wis dependence upoggq;%ifiéial
social .structures has become over riding. He has lost confi-

dence ;n his own courase and is no lonébr in touch, as he was
formerly, with the sunlit 'areas of his Adamic self. It fol-
lows then at the very beginning of the novpl at a penthouse
cocktail party.that, realizing how atrophied he has become,
Rojack is drawn to tyehedge of a summer balcony, his instinct

tellinc him to die.

“

Like a lion I would join the legions of

the past and share their power, "Come“now,"

said the moon, "now is your moment., Wmat

joy in flight." And I actually let one hand

go. It was my left. Instinct was telling me
‘to die. .

Which instinct and where? The right hand ;
tigntened in its grip, and I whipped around .
to the balcony, almost banging into the rail
with my breast, my back now to the street and
the sky. Only if I turned my head could I see
the lady. '

. "Drop," 'she said one more time, but the
moment had gone. HNow if I dropped, all,of me
passed down. There would be no trip.

"You can't die yet," said the formal
part of my brain, "you haven't done your
work, but you've lived your life, and you
are dead with it."

hd

(An American Dresm, 13-4) .

In order for Adam to be reborn, he must die to his docial self;
in'o;der to reclaim the "Jeweied,city" in nature or the inner
self, he must die; in order to reposséss the unfallen world,
beneath the fallen world of sbcieﬁyhand all its sick demands,
he must heed the voice of the Lady, the moon, and do her work,
i.e., mrder thé corrupt Eilith-Eve, his wife, Deborah. To
this end he goeq_ihmediqﬁely to his estrangded wife's Edenic
" apartment high éboyeQEast,River Drive wheré,

“every vertiéal surface. within was covered
with flock, which*'must have. gone for twenty-
L] L} )
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five dollars a yard; a hot-house of flat

velvet flowers, royal, siniater, cultivat

in their twining breathed at one from a

four walls, g ra and down. It had th
! specific density of a jungle conceived by
Rousseau, and Deborah liked it best of her
purloina& pads. "I feel warm here," she
would say, "nice nnd warm."

) -, (AD, 1)
It is at this point that Rojack's olfoctory inatincta, a
technicnl device that everywhere ushers one into the major
thematic rooms of the novel, comes into play. Bitting acraha
from Deborsh reclining on the bed, Rojack laments to himself,
“probably I did not have the strength to stand alone from my
mate" (AD, 17), but nt the same time thore emits from Debornh
the unmistakable odor of something gross in nature, "a sweet
rot lifted from her, a poison altogether suffocsting that began
to seep through me" (AD, 25). At every critica)l Jjuncture in
the novel where an important decision hangs in'the balance, it
is instinct, guided by a primordial woodsman's sense of smell-
the comparigson with Natty Bumppo here is not'altogether fan~-
tastic, that directs the moral choices, framed as always within
the Mailerion ethic of the Adamic Hipster. An olfactory in-
stinct prompts Rojack's heroism in the war. It enables him to
outwit and out-fight Shago Martin in Cherry's, the real Eve's,
backstreet apartment. "I pgot a whiff of his odor which had
gomething of defeat in it" (AD, 193)./ It inspires him to his
evaluation of his evil father-in-law, Kelly, to whom he repairs
to pay tribute for having murdered Deborah., "A deep smell came
off Kelly, a hint of a big foul cat, carnal as the meat on a-
butcher's block" (AD, 217). That special congregated odor of
the wenlthy in Kelly that leaves "the taste of pennies in the
mouth, o whiff of the tomb" (AD, 217), draws forth from Rojack
out of spite a confession of murder before the false father
figure that ie so essential in completing the act of redemption
through which Rojack is - gevolving. But in'order to bring his
sense of smell into play, it is first necessary to hear that
inner moon-struck voice that would help Rojack into the pres-
ence of the great father, -

Ym
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"Go to Kelly " paid a voice now in my mind
and it wns s voice near to indistinguiahabie

from the other voice. Which was true? When

volces came, how did you make the separation?

"That whioh you fear most is what you must qo,"
Baid my mind. "Trust the authority of your

nensen." But 1 hnd taken too long to deoclide:

I had no senses. I wns now nothing but fenr, P

(AD, 203)

Tt will be necensnry to return to this nceno in a moment, but
at thin point an examination of the murder itself nnd what it
. engaonderg in Rojnck saema in order, ’

Clearly, Deborah "was out to spoil the light" (AD, 73)
thnt once upon,n time flooded the soul of Adnm before he bit
ttha apple of aoc{ety proffered by his fnlse Fve. Notliing less
than murd0r~(he thinkg)awill ahbnsolve the self-hatred nnd over-
whelming ‘sense of loss that courses throupgh his heart. Yet
Adnm §n clever enouph to ronlize thnt he cannot exist without a
mnte, n problem which dulls further his failing inetincts, and
to which he returns nlmost immedintely anfter murdering Deborah
no he mankes a rendezvous with Cherry, the true Eve, while his
horribly disfimu}ed wife is being pleced into an ambulance. A
‘flonunting confession of all her past infidelities, however, re-
kindles the inatinct that has brought Rojack to Deborah's "bow~
er" with murder in his heart. He gtrikes her across the face,
nnd she fights back like "a prep school bully" reaching with
both hands "to find my root and mangle me, That blew it out"
(AD, %0). RBecause his "body wns epeakinp fastdhgthan my brain,"
and because the "seat" of his instincts, his root’ 1% seveny
throatened, mupder ‘becomes inevitable. "Tightening my arm
around her neck, I had the Mlehtsl image I was pushing with,my
shoulder npainat an enormous. door which would give inch by inch:
to the effort," " Releasing the pressure on Deborah's throat, he
is struck by the impression that the door to an unfallen world
he seeks was beginririg to close. ’ {

But I.had a view of what wag on the other

. 8ide of the door, and hedven was there L ..

~ - some quiver of jeweled cities shindng in ‘ -
_the glow of a tropical dusk, and I tnrust ‘ f
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against the door once more and hardly
felt her hand leave my shoulder, I was
driving now with foroe against the door:
spasms bepan to open in me,.., and orack
the door flaw open and the wire tore in
her throant, apd T wna through the door,
hatred passing from me in wave after wnve,
1llness rs well, rot nnd pestilence,
nausea, a black mtring of snlta. Bhe

ave me one malevolent look whioch amid:

There are dimonsions to evil which reach
heyond the light,' and then she smiled
1like a milkmnid And flonted awny and wan
pone, And in the midamat of that Oriental
aplendor of landnonpe, T felt -the lost
touch of her {inger on my shoulder, ra-
dinting, aome faint but ineradicnble pulae
of deteatntion into the new grace. 1
opened my eyen, 1 wnn weary with a moat
honornble fatipue, and my f{lenh aesemed
new. 1 had not felt mo nice since T wan
twolve. Tt seemed {inconceivable nt this
inalant that anythinmk in life oould fnil
to plenge. Mt tnere wan Deborah, dead
hbenide me on the flowered oarpet of the
floor, nnd there was no queatlion of thnat,
. he waa dend, indlaed she wns dend.:

) (AD, #1-7)
The particular nature of the redemptive details from the above
surely nre enoursh bto convince the.mopt akeptical., The fnllen
ve ‘1ion dend on "the flowered onrpet" of her Oriental splen-
dor of landpanpe.” By hia nct of "honorable" murder, "n now
rence abounda" for Adam, nnd hin "flesh geemet new," enred,
like &4in 111nenms, by the nct of murder, TIronionlly, n re=’
antry Into "the joweled citien of tropicnl dusk” is mocomplish-
ed lackinge love, Tt‘ia, thousth, ﬁuat n foothold and will not
be made n Tull posmsesnion until he has lenrned throush Cherry,
Lthe Frue kKve, to inteprnte the flesh and the spirit, and
throumh the father fipure, Bnrney Kelly, that mood and evil, ‘
God nnd the devil, ure‘esqent{ally the aame:‘ An added irony is
that it taken nn nct of murder %o convince Rojack that he 1is
not. evil, and not of the devil's pafti ag Dedborah ﬁad often
tnunted him, . Lo ' o - < ;

o~

This L8 not to say that no form of expiation for Rodack’iﬁ:
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in order here, for in killing thet social inhibitor, the

false Eve, who stifled his instinots, Rojack still is plagued

by the unsettling notion that perhaps there are "dimensions

‘to evil which reach beyond the light." Perhaps Deborah, a
summation of all the ills that formerly beset him, was Just a
surface cause of the evil that was denying his coursge. And
this nagging doubt persists in spite of the fact that "Deborah's
death gave me a new life, I became a new breed of the old man"
(ADy 93)4 But there ars consequences to face stemming from the
murder that will not allow Rojack to dissociate himself from the
legacy of evil he fears has been passed on to him from his dead
wife. He must learn, now that he is a complete alien from
igtraight" society, to use evil in such a wey that he can elude

4

“the police and all those other forces that would entrap him and
make it ditficult to redeem his senses. Out of evil some good
must grow. In this case, the growth afinoa from the liberation
of an Adamic sensorium freely ranging through the circuits of
New York society- as freely rang there as the senses-led
Natty Bumppo through the Americarn garden or Abbie ("Free")
Hoffman through the economic distbrtionsd of the garden. Court-
ing evil to avert capture by telling brillisnt lies to the po-
lice, or performing violent brutality on Cherry's former black
lover, only further delays the complete re-birth and escspe
from history that Rojack's senses crave. From Shago Martin,
whom he humiliptes, Rojack learns that a restoration of his
courage is almost Eomploto; from Cherry ho/}enrqa_that body* can
release spirit- is 1ndged a source of Eden, which inspires him
to impregnate her with 1ife. . : o
Bhertly after having murdered his wife, Rojack engages
with demonic fury in s sexual conflict with the more than willg\
‘{ng German maid, Ruta, performing with heren act of ansl inter-
course that climaxes in Rojack's "seed peqrishing in the kitchens
of the Devil" (AD, 50). The sterility of the act-iakes him:-
aware, significantly, of his own foul bréath, but the efticacy
¢{ the act, as Barry .H. Leeds points oﬁt, strangely, gducates
him, for in the oriface of the Devil (Ruta) "a host of the
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Devii's beat gifts were coming to me, mendacity, guile, and

the wit to triok suthority" (AD, 44). These are the very qual-
ities Rojack requires for his next confrontation with the
police.,6 Gifts though theme mey be, there still comes to
Rojack at the moment of his ejaoulation the viagion of "a huge
city in the desert, in some desert, was it a place on the
moon?" (AD, 44). This ocontrasts directiy with the vision he
enjoys when he tﬁprognstoe the body of the true Eve with Life.

I was passing through a grotto of curious
lightes, dark lighta, like colored lanterns
beneath the sea, a glimpse of that quiver
of jeweled arrows, that heavenly oity whioh
had appeared as Deborah wap oxK ring in the
lock of my arm, and a voice like a ohild's
whisper on the breeze came up so faint I
oould hardly hear, "Do you want her?" it
asked. "Do you really want her, do you
want to know something about iove at last?"
and I desired asomething I had never known
before, and anawered; it wae as if my

voice had reached to its roots; and, "Yes,"
I said, "of course I do, I want love."

| (AD, 124)
Through his lqve-making with Cherry, Rojack realizes & "glimpse"
ol the first garden, "the/heaven&y oity" on earth, but it re-
maine only a glimpse; for‘\VE? though all "inside their room

was right, everything outng, was wrong"? (AD, 12Y). It is
outaide in a world of social restraints, a world controlled by
president and kingsmakers like Tycoon Kelly, that Rojack must
fo in &rder to pass out of-the no-men's land between God and
the' devil whene in his Adam#c evolution he is now installed.

‘Evo, lis mate, cannot help him. Only a finai reckoning with

the real nature of Kelly, 'the father figure, will provide him
with s total understanding or how the unfalien world ox1sts, or

~ocan exist, beneath the rallon. ) .

The consuming fear that possesses Rojack as he stands be~
fore the heraldio medallion on his father-in-law's door 1s not -
without foundation. After all, Kelly ig not just & wan: he
is a prime mover to all govornmcnta and Father-~ipn-Law, de Aggg

and de facto, ‘to avery. tan. Even his fourxoln daughter wes

6 -
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"terrified of him, Her lips trembled when Kelly spoke to her"
(ADy, 710). Purthermore, il is not puilt nlone for having
murdered Relly'n dauphter that oreates foreboding in Rojnok,
. the nwful preaence of the Falher-in-lnw himeself, his being,
Th hia ebrthli yenrn of mnrringe bo'hnbnrqh, Rojinck hns bgen
nummoned Lo the bﬁ?nnn of Kelly no lesm Lhan.elight timen, Uow
inntinatively he known 16 in for the lnst time. The ncene
w.'n‘t‘nntn‘ quobation in fulit

1 wenti down the hnll, a lont hall wibh
noenrpet of civilized brown, mioh milk in 16,
and pnle graeen wnlla, 1ike n new lenf, Kelly'n
door wnn Familinr,

The auyrpention of a kind of mock-panlornl nabhjng wherein n

~pod mihht renide in too nhvlnun to expand, Mniler continuent

the door hnd n mednllion henenih the knooker,
nomininture of the conts of nrma of tive
Manpnravidia and Lthe Cnuplina, quarterly, A
and 4, pulea, n lion rampanty *y %, Rnable,
nerpent, nrgent, orowned azure, vornnt a
child proper— so Nebornh had delinented the
blaronn, And the mottor Viotorina lﬁ,Oupio
Terrpque.  For n moment T Degan to shnke,

ne fom n ohill, . ®

. (A, 709)

The mednllion, of courne, in n key to everybthing, bubt its full
mimﬁifinnnOQ will not be spelled out Lo Rojmok by the Fnther-
in-lnw until Anter. For the moment the silght of the madn@iion
:Qul itn elarion motto aink through the Adnmic moul of Rodébk
nnd cnmmnninnuﬁ/ho him n charncter-emblem in whioh Lhe nnked .
Nipmic child ovr hipntav in being devoured by tine henvenly

"azure") oqownbd sorpent, (Proper: Qar. Ropresented in the,
nnturnl coloring; vorant: Her. Of animnlai " Davouring or .
awnllowing somothing. O.E,0,) The dngle nature of God im nt
wor with iteelf, pood and ovil in terrible atrupmle. In the
innér oonflict that ensues, it is Adamic man who suffers, who
is devoured by the vioctory of evil in the mind of God bofth on
liaaven nnd earth. Finally, the victory of the merpent who de-’
vours the child "proper" is played out ﬁméinat n sable back-
prounl- black, the traditionnl heraldie aymbol-of.mourning, ,

“ o

“indioating an almost.perverae sense of ‘the inevitnbility of the
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' acceptance of thim minto of nature, Tndeed, the Father-in-
Liaw himnolr Jokingly confeanen co Ranok, prior to the height
of Lheir aonfrontation, that 1t wae he who placed tha child
"nraper" in the moulth of the nerpent, Lhun victimizing man
while combininr hin two naturen, tthe Mangaravidin nnd Cnughlin,

Cnn you conceive of n nhield with nothing
but n naked baho in LT Thal wan un, 1 5
mannged Lo trke Lhe ochild and alip 1t into
= .he mouth of Lhe Mangnravidi's merpant when
I decidoed t.o sonpolidnte Lhe nrmn,

(AD, 38)
Thin exnat. mednllion in nowhere Lo ba found in nny atandard .

book of heraldry-(that 1 have found)y it in Mnilar'nloyn aron=-
tion, nnd ennily the monl briliinnt aymbol in An Amorionn
Dronm= Cor thnt. maltter 1n any pleae of fiotion Mnailer ever
( wrolle, Mat 1 dipgresn,  Faced with nueh peremptory foroeknnwl-
adpre, 1L 10 1HLLLe wonder Lhal Btphen Rojnck ‘beginn to nhnke,
Porhiapn knowlng the full- extent of the Pather=in=law'm pnrticl -
pation in ‘ovil would Lurn him compleotely nwny from Lhe dbnr.

Mt n curlioin interlnde ocourn next, involving nn inter-
view in the apartment bedroom botween Rojnck nnd hio Lwelve \
ynnﬁrnld atop=inupghter, Doirdre, Tn Lhe intorviow, Rojnek in »
once apnin fortified with n knowloedee of the ponsibility of n \
rodoomod world of innocencoe, To hin chapgrimr, Deirdro innlate

- “upon roheanrsing Rojnek'n past 1ife with hor mother, whom hatrdaro '

1l
.

I hnd prown to hate in nroportian Lo n deepor, love nhe had de-
velopetl for Ro|nok, ‘

. "Mummy told mo once thnt you were n

g youny, aoul nnd she wan nn old one," nho nnid.
. . . "There wnn bthe trouble." i
- ) ] "Do you know whnt she mennt?"- )

"} think ghe meant she had olher liven.
Mnybe she wnp there during the ¥rench Revolu- *

tion nnd the Ronal ssnnce or wnp even a Roman - o -
: ‘matron wntching the Chriatisns be tortured,
e ' . But you wore n néw soul, she said, and hnd?'t
. . v had a life hefsre.this one, It wnn all- ’
-7 , absorbing, but she had to go on to say you .
were n coward." ° :
' "] think I am." *

" [
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"No. People vm:h new souls have
terror cause they can't know if ehoy'll
be born again.”

(AR, 213)
Deirdre in perhaps a little tooprecociouns in her before-bed
chatter, but this does not obscure the point. 1In order to be
born agaein, Rojack must not only abandon the existentinl
ground between good and evil, but he musmt storm the very gates
of God the Father-in-Law himself and become what God, despite
his alleged omnimcience, thought he was, i.e., the divine in
oollective man. As & parting gift to Rojack, Deirdre recalls
the firat line of n poem she had written in Rojack's honor:
"Forests are conceived in sorrow.”" The lLest line of the poen
reads, "And share my fools for bread" (AD, 212-215).

Por Rojdck, Deirdre's poem takes on’ the proportions of an
intense parable,  and the first words to greet him in the living
room from Kelly seem to uphold this judgment. "'Bless, bless,'
said Kelly in a muffled voice" (AR, 217). But this benedicjion
inherently corrupt man, surrounded by and delighting

in his corruption, is more like a curse that Rojack must trens-
" late within himself into action. , lle will tell Kelly outright .
gﬁat he murdered his.daughter; he will pull him down with the
Jfruth. With 'all the other guests having departed for the eve- .
/ ning, finally, a field of battle in which no flags snap‘in the
wind is prepared by the Father-in-Law, Kelly.' They will talk ‘\,
privately in the library, a suggestion not much to the liking
of Rojack who abhors the stink of the past that porvadod'that
"royal chapel"” with those magnificent furnishings that reek of
~u11 the formef pharaohs and kings and popes that had owned
them. -

There was more: a Luochese bed with
a canopy encrusted in blood=velvet and gold;
next to it, a ‘Venetian throne. Golden mer-
maids twihed up the arms to. the shield at
{ the head. The sculpture was' delicate, but .
b . the throne seemed to grow as, one regarded it ;
for the sirens and cupids slithered frdm one )
to another like lizarda on the vines of a >
tree: in the hi ailencv‘pr the room there *
was all but tho sound of veégetation working ‘ )
in the night. Kelly sat down.on his'throne.-

b (ﬂvzu) N
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. But Rojack i8 not quite rendy to ait, He retreats from the
throne room to the living room to retrieve the phallic umbrella
thnt he hnd ‘npproprintedy from Ghago Mnrtin after havine de-
Fontod him in n Fieht nt Cherry's apartment. The umbrelln in
n waapon, tLoo, but more important it i{s the externalization of
nn internnl Mnilerenn ntrenyrbth thnl is atill lackini in RHojnck
whioh he known he will need in his inevitnble bnttle with God

the FnLHOP-inaan.“

With the umbrelln reanting on his kneesn,
Rojnck gazesn up nt. Kally on hia Venet.inn throne., Revelntion in.
nt. hnnd,

- "T'va never Lolked about myselfl Lo anyone,"

Kelly anid, "I1t'a apilling the neead, Rut
(\\ . 7 have wanted Lo Lnlk Lo you., You nee

Dabornh uned Lo give me n hint of your be-~ ,
1iefn. 1 wnn taken with vour declnration-
did you renlly mnke it on televiaton?- tLhat
God'a eryrnced in nowar with the Devil, and
God mnvy losge,"

Recnune he cnnnot decide on which side of the theologicnl apec-
trum God the Fnther-in-faw 1ien and becnune, nn in the past,
.- ~ Kelly conlinuea Lo wrap himoelf ip roben of indirection and
rynﬁﬁﬂxu Rojnck, who "tonieht hnd n terror offendinr God or the
Devil," tries Lo nido-ptep and délny the anawer to the mysteny
thnt hna been hnuntinm him in his 1ife nand in hin intellectunl

work ftor venrs,
[~

b

Hut there wns contempt, sas if the renl

mnrk wng Lo chnt nt the cliffside of the .
dinaater. "Well,"” he sighed, "it'a nll in <
‘ourioun tnate, I know, but T like Lenning :

the Jenuits with your iden, T pet them

to ndmit thnt the Devil in-such n schene

hng Lo hnve an, even chnnce to defent the *
Lord, or there'n.no sclieme to conaider.

He looked un as if to cnll for n nuen- ) ‘

- ‘ tion nand I, Lo be polite, nnawered, "DQ\Ih
the

follow you?"
‘ ‘ "Since the Church refuses to pdmit
. poaaible victory of Satan, tinn believes
that God is all=-powerful. 50 mnn nlso np-
. . gumes God is nrepared to forpgive every last
little belraynl, Which may not be the cnse, - .
God might ‘be having n very bnd war with the ~
'. " troopn defecting everywhere. Who knowg? N
. . N
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HHell might be no worse than Las Vegas or
_Versgilles," He laughed,
"But do you really think so?"
"On occnsion, I'm vain enough."

(AR, 236)

, Three lines of thought aplit off from God the Father-in-Law's

rather astounding evaluntion of himself. Eirat, he is not
collective mnn (whet the Romnan- Catholics €all the Mystical
Roty), as he sometimes thought he wnas, Second, if he is divis-
ible, i.e., A part of mood and n part of evil, T am assuming
here Lhnt the devil or evil can only exist exclusively in God
or exclunively in mnn, his omniscience is frighteningly limited
in that he himgelf hns no way of knowing, who will be the victor
in the inexornble movement townrd Armageddon. Third, man, or
God-like mrn, must inevitably defy him, which Rojack, nfter
confenainge to the murder, does, wnlkineg, the pnrapet around the

oubtnide bnlcony of Kelly's Wnldorf heaven, -Realizing full well

that Adamic man has put God on trinl, Kelly attempts to push

RoJack {rom Ltne pnrapetj but he is thwarted in this act by

Rojack's marvelous saving of himself with the phallic umbrelln

thnt he throws over the edpe into the hellish streets of Hew -

York after firat striking the Father-in-lLnw with it across the

face. Now his phnllic courage flows back into him. His rebirth ’

is complete, 'As on nesthetic conatruct the scene works well}

as a ploce of theology, it is fantastic in the sense that, say,

Germanic fairy tales are fantnstic. Manicheanism somehow doesn't .

}end itself convinecingly to Mniler. ’ \
Having defeated the Manichean God, Adam-Rojack is now free

to return to the true Eve, Cherry, who is co-eternal with the

false Eve or Lilith figure, Deborah, but triumphant even in

per°minhqken death. (In the légic of Mailer's system, to die

is to live, nnd to murdef is to createj Cherry's love has re-

lensed the seed for Rojack's complete rebirth.) The slightly-

more-than twenty-four-hour time cycle is b;ought full circle. .

An Cherry is being lowered into the ambulhnce, Rojack identifies R

‘ her ns his wife. with a kiss whidh recalls a similar lowering in

which he identified Deborah w'th a kiss, way back, twenty-four

‘M - . -y



hours apmo on East River Drive. Through the strength ot her
imparted love, the true FEve hns helped Rojack to break the
holda of the dubious god,9 Kelly, and the society over which
he presides, just another part of the American forest that in
Mailer's world is beyond redemption. At the level of the Amer-
ican Dream, nature curdles in the stomach of its most enthusi-
astic supporters.?0 1In lLas Vegas, which might be no worse than
hell, Adnm's luck returns to him at the gaming tables, and he
is able to redeem all his o0ld debts, The lipster-Adamite, "a
new breed of man" (AD, 269), is free of all such constrictioﬂs,
free of nll such history-ridden entrapments. Somewhere there
is another unfallen parden beneath a fallen: garden from which
ﬁojack mlmht 1lift the dross? "There was n jungle somewhere in
(Guntemnla which had a friend, an old friend, I thought to Fo
there. And on to Yucatan“ggAD, 269).

of Mailer's essay on the American
exigtentinlist, "The White Negro," cannot be over-emphnsized in
any evaluntioh of the annrchistic drift of things in the United
States from the late fifties to the middle sixties and beyond.
Though not the firast, Maller was the most vocal in isolating
- this phenomenon and turninf it into nn aesthetic accounting in
An American Dream; it is likely this will one day determine the
heirht of his stature in the# annals of American 'Iiterature- The
Nakqg And The Dead being by his own adm;esion something short
of the mark. He was not, however, without a host of prototypes,
(19th~century classical American Literature aside) who had al-
readx rendered oI’ were in the process of rendering, the Adamic
redemptlve myth in both fiction and poetry. From at least half
a dozen sources within his contemporary 1ntellectual and cul-
tural purview, the myth stared Mailer in the face. Yet when he -
did finnlly Settle on his archetype, the Adumic Hlpstar, it ig’
significant that he felt compelled to define him in'"terms of “y
his hugging, Whitmanian bed-fellow, the Beatnik. The differencg
between these two anarchist types, Mailer maintains, is\the
different wmys they react to violence. . 'i

The seminnal importanc

»
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The Beatnik, gentle
race, is often a ra &ioal pnoifint} he has
a

disembodied from the

sworn the vow of no violence- in faot, his
violence is sealed within, and he has no

way of using it. His mct of violence ias to
suicide even as the hipster's is toward mur-
der, but in his mind-lost way, the beatnik
is the torch-bearer of those allebut-lost
American values of f{reedom, self-expression
and equality which first turned him against
the hypoocricies and barren cultureless flats
of the middle class.

For years now they have lived aide by
side, hipster and beatnik, white Negro and
ocrippled saint, their numbers increasing
every month as the new ones come to town,

It there are hipsters and beatniks, there

are also hipniks and beatsters like Kerouac

and Ginsberg, and across the spectrum like

a tide of deteat there are the worn-out !
beats of all too many hipaters who made their
move, lost and so have qued ag beatniks

with burned-out brains.

As ip sometimes the case with Norman Mailer, one cannot take

the above too literally- at least not with controversial figures
ltke Jack Kerouac or Allen Ginsberg. To say that the beatnik

is a‘worn-out hipster who made his move and lost is to expose
only one eighth of the iceberg. More to the point in any kind
of appraisal ot this non-rationalistic modus vivendi, politely

& called an aesthetic¢ by some critica, is Dorothy Van Ghent's
insight. "The distinguishing characteristic of the Beat Genera-"
tion is, it seems to me, the fact that they have a myth. The
myth follows asuthentic archaic lines, .and goes something like
this. The hero is the 'angelheaded hipster.' [e comes ot anon-
ymous parentage, parents whom he denies in the correct mytho-

L logical fashion. He has reeceived o myaterious'call- ta the
road, the freights, the jazz dens, the 'Negro streets.'"1 s
a package, Mailer's and Van Ghent's analyses form the beginning
of some kind pf working definition ot the Adamic beatnik, but
only a beginning, for the multiple contradictions and nonays-
tematic utterance of this explorer sect are an intrinsic part

+ of. the p01nt\of view trom which they interpret experience.

- "The aystem is to have nb.syateﬁ"13- the Americanization of
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Zen: =n ﬁ;oposition- in which to build up the holiness and

. mystery of life, although at various stakes of his pilgrimage
the beatnik hns appealed to the systems of others to contain
his sense of the joy and simplicity of life. But in the end,
these borrowings, from Blake and Christopher Smart, from 8t,
John of the Cross and Kierkegaard, are superficial when placed
beside the contributions of him who first took to the road and

found running beneath it another unfallen road that opened on
to our first world in redemptive glory.

ILike Whitman, the beatnik would "“unscrew the locks from
the doors“ that close out the expansion of consciousness in the
New World grarden in which man is God and all things in it are

holy. "A glaring characteristic of most Beat writers, especially

Gingbers and Kerouac, is their celebration of intimate biograph-
ienl detnil which runs the gamut of autoeroticism, drug addic-
tion, homosexuality, and the like. To the social conservative,
theirs is shameless exhibitionism. To the suthentic Béhtnik,
it is the deninl of shame itself; a manifesto that nothing that
is h%mnn or personal &#dn be degrading."14 ‘In embrgcin@‘naked-
ness and eschewins, anything, smacking of institutional isms or
the logical mind- let logital positivists beware: Walt {hitman,
Americn still hn% need of thée, the beat poet or novelist
smashes with abandon the evils of dialectic ' on which the
redemption-starved American mind‘feeds. The traredy of all of .
this is that in destroying the dlnlectlc, the beatnik is algo
at ‘the syme timb destPOV1nF the sluicce and ‘tension at the heart
of the ciagplon of a Western work df art. But of\that anon.
What nnkedness means to E/B beatnik 1is surely much the same
thing it meant to Whitman: to be npked is to rehncunce the in-

Hibitine qualities nnd restraints imposed upon one by society.
*1t ig the way in which man sees Wimdelf, really, for the, first

time. It allows the natural world to flow freely through the
holv body that is reborn in that first. onlg.each time the
clofh1?~ is shed by which the artiflclal ideals of society are
removed., It is only through nakedness pr the célebration of it
in one form or another in a. -work of art that a prelapsarian x
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world may once again be redeemed. What stands between man and
“his reclamation is nothing less than«éociety and its addiction
to history. "At a recitation in Los Angeles, a man stood up
and wanted to know what Ginsberg was frying to prove. 'Nsked=-
ness,' said Ginsberg. 'Hhat d'ya mean, nakedness?' bawled

the unweary customer. Glnsberg gracé@ully took off his
clothes."15> o prove nothing; to change nothing; to worship
nothing; to accept everything, these are the qualities (some-
times) imperfectly gatheréd from the words of the Zen Buddhist
that are destined to cimcumscribe the literature and simple
every day circumstances of the brethfn of the beats. Claiming
repeatedly that theirs is not a religion, they stoutly maintain
;hat lifé is holy and man is an angel, or an Adam, able to see
"before and after in the great "f£11" which is the eternal and
timeless moment. One of their foremost spokesman, Gary Snyder,
characterizes his peers this way:

g 1. Vision and illumination-seeking. This
is most easily done by systemgtic experimen-
‘tation with narcotics... 2. ve, respect
for life, sbandon, Whitman, ism, an-
archism, etc. This comes ouf of various
traditions including Quakers, Shinshu, Bud-
dhism, Sufism. And from a loving and an
open heart. It is also partly responsible
for the mystique of "angels," the glorifi-
cation of skid-row and hltch—hiking, an a
kind of mindless enthusiasm. If it respects
life, it fails to resgpect heartless wisgdom
and death.16 .

Taking a cue from Mr. Snyder's non-sermon on the compo~
nents of the Beat Generation, let us examine "the mindless
enthusiasm" that so aptly describes the work of the Adamic Zen
Beatnik, Jack Kerouac., Of the more than dozen novels this re-
markable man has written, one might think that his secgnd and
most famous, On The Road, would be the best with which to il-
lustrate the redemptive Ademism we are dealing with. But this
is not the case, insofar as this novel, and too many of those
which follow it, depénda for the quality of its mind-expanding
vision on an ill assortment of hallucinogenic drugs. In a oourt




of law, we would be forced to sasy that the drugs are insepa-
rable from the testimony of the witness- from his vision. But
of course nobody is on trial, and I would caution the reader
that I am making a value judgment that probably makes me vul-

nerabie to attack from a staggering host of afficionados of
the drug culture. 1?7 ,Apropos of drugs, it will be necessary to
explore the mind-body problem later in an exanination\of Allen
Ginsberg, but in dealing with Kerouac it behooves us to examine
not only his drug-free and articulate rendering of Adamic re-
demption but also his most pure, evidenced from beginning to
end in the novel, The Dharma Bums (1958).18

The circular action in this relatively plotless novel can
best be summarized as a narration studded with overtones of a
biblical or anthropological nature. It ought to begin, as
should many other fictions in the Adamic redemptive genre, "once
upon a time" a mature man from the East, whence he had been
driven by unsought malevolent forces, sifted the advice of a
wiser man than he, who could, through words and actions, make
manifest to him the path to wisdom on which sll forms of self-
frustration1? wouid be left by the side of the road. After
having found this wiser man, the Eassterner began an ascent with
him up a mountain, the top of which was denied the Easterner
because he had not fully understood the precepts and examples
of the wiser man. Gagzing at his master on the top of the moun-
tain, he grieved. Armed with a certain indefinsble knowledge
of his inadequacy, the man returned to the East to the bosom
of the family he had denied and meditated in the forest sur-
rounding their dwellings. Then in the Spring when the world
greened asgain and yellow butterflies splattered the woods with
their colors, the man took to the open rosd again and went West,
back toward the mountains in which he knew lay the arcane re-
demption he had tried to gather froa the wiser man. Alone, on
the top of a mountain called "Desolation,” his quest ended,
the man heard a voice inside his heart say, “"To the children )
and the innocent it's all thy same” (DB, 244). Having heard ;.

"
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the news and rejoicing in it gladly, he returned to this, world
and the cities of men. The man's name was Adam. '

Like Natty Bumppo or Stephen Rojack or the Indian in the
primitive ritual, the hero of The Dharma Bums, Ray Smith, must,
through trial and pilgrimage, earn his Adamic laurels. We
first see him hopping a freight in the yards somewhere near
Camariilo, California, "where Charlie Parker'd been mad and re-
laxed back to normal health"; Smith is on his way to San Fran-
cisco and an audience with Japhy Ryder, hdamic Zen Master and

all-around wise man of the West. By his own admission, Smith }
designates himself an American religious wanderer. "I believed
too I was an old time bhigﬁé {mendicant seeker after truth/ in
modern clothes wandering the world (usually the immense trian-
gular arc of New York to Mexico City to San Francisco) in order
to turn the wheel of the True Meaning or Dhorma, and gain merit
for myself as a Future 'fero in Paradise"” (D3, 5). Perhaps at
this juncture it would be well to establish clearly the rela-
tionship between Zen and Adamic redemption. Actually, they are
virtually the same thing, in that both embrace the tegor of the
orphaned religious wanderer, and both search for a vehicle that
- will communicate the same fundamental mutual postéiate, i.e.,
"The Kingdom of God is within you." Kerouac early discovered
convenient to hand the orientation of Zen Buddhism, but in doing
so he merely fulfilled the dictate of an American blood-belief
as alive as Whitman is todsy which is an intrinsic part of the
national consciousness. Eric Fromm, as is his wont, states the
case thus: . C

What is the religious situation in
contemporary Western society? It resembles
in curious fashion the picture which the
anthropologist gets in studying the North :
American Indians. They have been converted
to the Christian religion but their old
pre-Christian religions have by no means
been uprooted. Christianity is a veneer
laid over this 0ld religion and blended
with it in many ways. In our own culture
monotheistic and also atheistic and agnostic
philosophies are a thin wveneer built upon
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¢ religions which are in many ways far
more "primitive than the Indian relimions
and, being sheer idolatry, are nlsg moire
compatible with the essential teachinga
of monotheism. As .a collective and potent
form of modern idolatry we find the worship
of power, of success nnd of the authority
of the market; but aside from thene col-
lective forms we find something elge. If
we scratch the surface of modern man we
diascover any number of individunlized orim-
itive forms of religion. Many of these are-
cnlled neuroses} but one mirht just as_well
cnll them by their respective relimious
nnmes: nncestor worship, totemiam, fetiph-
ism, rituanliem, the cult of cleanliness,
and 80 on.”©

Thus, at moat Jgints in The Dharma Bums one might say that
where Zen Buddhism and Adnmic redemption do not complement one

nnother, Zen functions ga a veneer over n more basic funda-
mentnl American belief in which innocent man perambulating the
New World Garden surrenders up only himself to himself, thus
recopnizine nothing above or below him, "God is not a symbol
of power over man but of man's own powers."’1 When Ray Smith
the Adamitey; for example, tries mid-way through his pilgrimage
to solace n botentinl suicide, his anarchistic, anti- )

authoritnrian aopenl rings through with insistence,

"But you're getting these silly convietions

nnd conceptions out of nowhere, don't you .
renlize all this life is just a dream? Why

don't you just relax and enjoy God? God is

You, vou fooll" ’

. (o8, 111)
Eden is within you, nor are you ever out of it, unless the
innocent eye fnils to penetrate the dross with which time has
covered the unfallen garden in nature., This is the object les-
gon of the pilgrimagesthat Smith is ever on the verge of grasp-
inr but which always eludes him until his final illumination
on the summit of "Desolation Mountain."™ Another example: at
a rest point mid—#ay in his freight-hopping from Camarillo to
San Prancisco, lulled by the music of the Pacific, Smith awakes
to a grey dawn. '

i
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slieve it himself, fails to convince the suicide who later
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I saw it, I sniffed it (because I had seen
all the horizons shift as if a sceneshifter
had hurried to put it back in place and make
me believe in its reality), and I went back
to sleep, turning over., "It's all the same
thing," I heard my voice say in the void
that's highly embraceable during sleep.

(DB, 9)
In the first instance, Smith, because he does not quite be-

throws herself out a window. In the second instance, the fact
“that he does not enjoy full consciousness precludes an accep-
tance that would allow him in a fully conscious moment to re-
joice with "the children and the innocent" (DB, 244), as he
does at the conclusion of the novel on the top of the mountain.
But in order to expand his consciousness fully and to achieve
the satori®? of "God is you and Eden within you," he must seek
the wisdom of the Adamic Zen Master, Japhy Ryder, or, as Smith
prefers to call him, "Natty Bumppo, who cautioned me about

snapping twigs (or 'It's too deep here'), dead serious and
glad" (DB, 58).

As one might expect, Japhy Ryder is an anarchist wath an
0ld school tie-~ the IWW variety. He is also a vegetarian; and
like his tyro, Smith, he is a maker of poetic meditations that
concern themselves with processes of Eden within.

His voice was deep and resonant and
somehow brave, like the voice of oldtime
American heroes and orators., B8Something
earnest and stronger and humanly hopeful
I liked about him,

(DB, 14)
His first real insight into the character of Japhy Ryder sget-
tles upon Smith at a bacchanalia at Ryder's San Francisco
dwelling where the master demonstrates for Smith the Tibetan
Buddhist practice of the "yabyum." Japhy, and a young girl,
who calls herself, "Princess, an 0ld mother of the earth" (DB,
30), sit facing one another in the lotus position on the floor;
this meditating position soon becomes a copulating position,
which genuinely embarrasses Smith, who, at this point, (and

SJ
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any other réeferring to sex) refuses to Jjoin in the general
' nakedness. .-

) "Pake your clothes off and join in,
Smith!" But on top of all that, the feelings
about Princeas, I'd also gone through an en-
' tire year of celibacy based on my feeling
4 that lust was the direct cause of birth which
. was the direct cause of suffering and death
and T had no lie really come to the point
where I recarded lust ds offensive and even
cruel. ,

(DB, 79)

) ) Withjﬁ the context of the continuous Jjourney outward into mind
exnnnsion and nn understanding of the dimensions of process,
this scene is merely a seauence to which Smith in his celibacy »

" ennnot relnte. More important, it is n no%—acceptnnce of the
life force itself, the Eden within motif, with all its manifold
Zen contradictions. To overcome this denial Smith must learn
to sée everythinm with one eye, a Zen propositfon that involves
physical love and celibacy united on the same wheel of prayer.
Sleeping under the tree of life in Japhy's front yard that same
‘eveninr, Smith felt: '

The o0ld tree brooded over me silently,
a living thinge I heard a mouse snoring
in the garden weeds. The rooftops of
Berkelev looked like pitiful living meat
sheltering grieving, phantoms freg the
: . eternality of the heavens which ey

g ' feared to face. By the %ime I went to
bed I wasn't taken in by no Princess or
no desire for no Princess and nobody's
disapproval and I 'felt glad and slept
well.

(DB, 35)
Somehow the American Adam always geems to get on a little better,
to survive with a little more dignity, without his Eve. It is
possible that Leslie Fiedler's evaluation of this phenomenon is
apolicable here.’3
On his apprentice climb to Matterhorn, free now from the
_ cities of men, Smith watches his master up shead making his way
. through the scree. "His eyes shine with joy, he's on his way,

his heroes are Han Shan,” Kropotkin, John Burroughs and Paul

I
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Bunyan" (DB, 54). They are moving up out of a time-dependency
into the heart of an experience that Smith will not partake of
completely try as he will., He searches for words that will
contain his feeling, a haiku perhans, but he is.informed by his
magter, "Comparisons are odious, Smith" (DB, 55). The'why up
‘and the way down are the same; the side of a mountain and the
side of a wave are one and the same. The important thing, nc-
cordinyt to the principles of Zen Buddhism, is to see how the
wave nnd the mountain side participate in shared rhythms.2%

To do this, one must simply fo along "as fresh ag children
wriéinx down what they saw without literary devices or fanciness
of expression" (DB, 59).  All of whi¢h describes the major
technlnue of the novel and certainly its major theme, i.e., one
must not only write like a child "without literary .devices,"
but he must algo see As n child sees, with all the freshnéss

and innocence men associate with the world of children. To see
as a child sees, "with one eye in the‘All," is to see everythinr
divested of dialectic, a world, in short, that is bathed in
prelapsarian glory. At a later point in the climb, Smith muses
on childhood and the joyous conditions of its wisdom. For the
child, the purpose of life and the use of its unfallen gifts
are unmistakably clear. héfore reaching;, the age of reason, the
senses of a child are as ﬁet uncorrupted and with them he is
able to see, hear, feel, ﬂ#ste, and touch the inherent truthful-
ness of things- at ieast anording to theory.

Like a little girﬁ pulling her little
brother home on a sled and they're both
singing little songs of their imagination
and making faces at the ground and just
being themselves before they have to go
in the kitchen and put on a straight face
again for the world of seriousness. 'Yet
what could be more serious than a child
or to follow a deer trace to get to your
water?' I thought.q

' (P_B__s 88“9)

What is lost from the world of childhood as it moves into

“the kitchen® (the word is ripe) or the illusory world of adult

seriousness is, as Henry Jsmes would have it, "Practically
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everything."” And of course in order to maintain or preserve
not childhood but the unfallen world it prefigures, one must
prepare "a straight face," a mask, for the hardened faces one
meets in the kitchens or cities of men. Such an attitude re-
auires-a particular style or system to contain it. Kerouac
terms it, "Spontaneous Prose,"25 a systematic disregard of
syntax, spelling and punctuation by which tne unnatural bound-
aries between the perceiver and the thing perceived, between
pan and. the unfallen natural world are cast aside. Further,
he contrasts this style, rather unfairly, against "I.A.
Richards, John Ciardi and thg Saturday Review bunch." (DB, 32)
At its best, Kerouac's stquﬁhhf not totally convincing, is
charming; at its wors it is mindless nonsense’ served,ub on
the menu of the ruvpégaAmerlcan commarade /sig¢/ who, b451des
hoonine freights and hitch-hiking through the spininp vortex of
history, hanpensto climb mountains, where we left Smith and his
master on the verge of an epiphany.

3y the time Smith and his master reach the half-way point
in their ascent, it is sufficiently obvious to the reader that,
free of time, they are beginning to penetrate "a trial that
had an immortal look” to it "jhrough grass that seemed "clouded
with ancient gold dust" (DB, 61). 3Below them the little road
they had taken up from a lake to their present position appesar-
ed "tragic," and in the leke itself those "frightening black
well holes," symbolic of the fallen world, "were still perfect-
ly visible" (DB, 61). In vain they search the "tragic" trail
for a comnanion, left behind because of a foolish concern for
his automobile radiator that might freeze up as a result of the
unpredictable weather5below; Aside from his material concern
with machines and the things of this world,_ﬂoniey, the com-
panion, is a bad poety who makes "words deéscriptions of words"
(DB, 169), thus making him incapable of celebrating the epiph—
any that Smith is about to experience.

But it seemed that I had seen the ancient

afternoon of that trial, from the meadow

rocks and lupine posies, to sudden revisits
! with the roaring atream with its splashed |
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snag bridges and undersea greennesses,
there was something, inexpressible broken
~in my heart as though I'd lived before and
walked this trail., I felt like lying down
on the side of the trail and remembering
it all. The woods do that to you, they
always look familiar, long lost, like the
- face of n long-dead relative, l{ke an old
dream, like a piece of forgotten song
drifting across the water, most of all like
golden eternities of past childhood or past
manhood and all the living and dying that
went on a million years ago. FEcstasy, even,
I felt, with sudden flashes of remembrance,
and feeliny sweaty and drowsy I felt like
sleeping and dreaming in the grass.

. (P__B_y 61"2)
The fovernins imares in the pnssare above reveal themselves in
_terms of the lost son seekinm the lost home buried in the
heart. . For 3mith, "inexpressibly broken in his heart," who had
"lived before and walked this trail"” (going the other way), the
fallen world has almost lifted itself from the unfallen world.
Yet he cannot put off reason, cannot surrender to instinct that
will nllow him, as it has allowed Japhy Ryder dressed only in
an athletic support, thus allowing the natural world to flow
through him, "to dance in the light that was growing amber and
gave you that immortal feeling again." Fully clothed and walk-
ing "ploddingly,"” a state conducive to intellectual reasoning
and not to dancing- a state conducive to dreaming of unfallen
worlds, Smith begins his own "ragged dance" across the boulders
in an effort to catch up with Ryder. . ’

"The secret of this kind of climbing,"
said Japhy, "is like Zen." Don't think,
Just dance along. It's the easiest thing
in the world, actually easier than walking
on flat ground which is monotonous.

(DB, 65)
Thousth his tired leg muscies are about to fail him, Smith tries
harder, pushes on, and i& pewarded with a view of the campsite
for the evening that loomed under a sheer cliff. In retro-
spect , he concludes that "Jumping from boulder to boulder and

4



never fnlling with a heavy pack, is ensier than it sourfis;

" you just can't fall when vou get into the rhythm of the dance"

(DB, 65). Unfortunntely, Smith is still fallen and never does
totally reclnim the rhythm of the dance; for the next dny,
when he and Japlky and Morley, who has finally caught with them,
rench the lnst three hundred ynrds, straight up and down,
Morley quita and is unable to fmo any further, and Smith, trying
desperntiely to emulate his mnster, loses fnith in the mystery
and in man'a ability to participnte in it. "I looked back like

" Tot's wife nnd thnt did it" (DB, 83). Newertheless,

that whole afternoon, even more than the
other, wann filled with old premonitions .
or memories, na thoursh I'd been there be-
fore, scrambling on these rocks, for other
purnoges more ancient, more ser{oun, more
simnle.

(D8, 80)
From the oxperience Smith*resolves to "bemin n new life with
n rucknnck and mnke it the pure way" (DB, 77), nnd this in spite
of the fact that in the chanin of being that hanrs from the ex-
périence of the mountain ilself, Smith, gazing up at Japhy on
the very top and down at Morley on an plateau, occﬁpies the mid-
1le rround or link by which he is a stranger in Eden and an
nlien in the cities of men, In a real way he has entered the
temple of Zen, but he hag yet to penetrate the Adamic inner
sanctuary within. On another mountain, called "Desolation,”
only after he has tramped "over the East and West" and meditated
in the deserts, this redemption awaits him. To be reborn'again
and ngain, to fall and rise, and fall and rise again; in short,
to mnke new beginnings, o6ne must die. "Twere /Big¢/ rood enough
to have been born just to die, as we all are" (DB, 71).

On the eve "of the new life,"” Smith once again resumes a
habit he had enjoyed as a child: "In keeping with my naming of
little things with personal names, I called this spot °®Apache
Gulch.'" Now nothing escapes 'his love, or is so low that it is
denied hig benediction. A homeless man "from the East,"” given
to occasional fits of tears, he begins the first leg of the
triangular circle that will take him East to Tidewater, North

l L]
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Carolina, and back again to California and ultimately to Deso-
lation Mountain in the state of Washington.' It is a ragged
circle, but a circle nonetheless. .

I was started on my new life with my new
equipment: a regular Don Quixote of ten-
derness. In the morning I felt exhilarated
and meditated first thing and made me a
little prayer: 'I bless you, all living
things, I bless you in the endless past, I
bless you in the endless present, I bless
you in the endless future, amen,'

(DB, 123)
A1l of nature rejoices with him in the final phase "of the
ritual in the desert" from a hummingbird to a colony of anyss
But before he can enter the inmost part of the Adamic mystery,
there is one final lesson he must learn from the wiser man,
Japhy Ryaer, and that is that as an anarchistic child of un-
fallen nature in the New World Garden, the Adamic child must
"be eternally absolved of history and ideology. In the rucksack
revolution that Smith foresees in which "East meets West fi-
nally," Smith discerns an analogue to the early days of the
Crusades when "Walter the Penniless and Peter the Hermit led
rasred bands of believers toﬂghe Holy Land." But tha@ is not
the situation at all, says Japhy. "That was all such European.
mloom and crap, and I want my Dharma Bums to have springtime in
their hearts when the blooms are girling and the birds," etc.
(DB, 20%—4), So the wisetr man imparts his last parable to the
Adamite and sails off to a Buddhist monastery in Japan, after
first throwing an Eve-figure, the "Princess," off the steam-
ship. - "He wanted to met to that share and get on to his busi-
ness. His business was with the Dharma (DB, 215). Shortly
thereafter Smith takes up a position as a fire warden on Deso-
lation Peak, remaining on the top not just for the brief moment
of conquest but for a solid two months in which he is finally
admitted a first profound sight of his Adamic self.

'Desolation, Desolation, I owe so much to
Desolation, thank you forever for guiding me
to the place where I learned all. Now comes
the sadness of coming back to cities and I've

o
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grown two months older and there's all
that humanity in bars and burlesque shows
and gritty love, all upsidedown in the void
God bless them. ’

To the children and the innocent it's
all the same.'

Then I turned and went on down e
trail back to this world.

) (*924'4)
The exact place from which the voice of the novel speaks is
not clear, but wherever it is, the vqice does not Qarticipate
in this last joy, nor was the voice ever able to maintain the
steadiness of the last redemptive vision. Fled is that music.
The key to this judgment lies under the mat on page 5 of the
novel where one could easily overlook it.

I was very devout in those days and was
practicing my religious devotions almost to
perfection. Since then I've become a little

_ hypocritical about my lipservice and a little
tired and cynical. Because now I am grown so
old and neutral... o

(DB, 5)
It is a simple, innocuous statement, almost lost in the gen-
eral flow of "mindless enthusiasm" gfid the deliberate destruc-
tion of dialectic and history. It{was all a dream. There
was no‘'other room in the house but e "kithpen." The frog
was just a frog: no matter how hard one rupted him or how
.~ high one took him on the mountain, he never really became an
Adamic prince., The idea was there and even some inspiration,
but there was no real evil against which it could be played.
In destroying the dialectic, Kerouac failed to realize that he
destroyed the tension in his fiction as well, for it is the
unseen but readily felt phenomenon of tension, as Allan Tate26
s8ays in Western Art, that makes the inevitable,evil that per-
vades man's soul something more than a toothless abstract
word. And in going leaps beyond Tate, I would say that the
preéence of evil, the unfelt “cities of men," shouid be at
least the sine qua non of any decent work-of fiction. My quar-
rel therefore is with Kerouac's messy, tensionless use Pf $he
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Adamic redemptive theme which requires an evil as largé and
pervasive as, say, a Claggart, or a Barney Kelly, or a United

States Government to make it work. As a pnarting shot I quote

Leslie Fiedler:

Salinger and Kerouac alike attempt to

Droject images of their own lost youth in

the guise of Huckleberry Finn, though . )
like most AmeTicans, they have confused

him with Tom Sawyer. Rural no longer 1n

their memories @r nostalgia, they yearn
stildl_for boyhobd, and speak in their

books }n a language as far removed from .

adult 4sveech gs was Huck's,

vhether on the upper-middlebrow level /)

.of Zalingier or the bohemian~kitsch level of
Kerouac, such writers echo "not the tragic
Huckleberry Finn but the sentimental book
with which it 18 intertwined. 1In On The
Road whdse characters heal themselves as
they go by play-therapy, the inevitable
adjustment _to society is only promised not
delivered .27

It is hard to disagree completely with Fiedler here, but at

the same time one must register the protest that "adjustment"
is an uﬁhappy word to uge to describe the manner in which many J
Americans now or eVer have gotten along, on the normative level
of their society.28 -
- N

On a wall in the New York subway at 116th Street and Bro;d-
wgy appears the following inscription: "Allen Ginsberg Revises!"
Below it several years lster an equally talented presumably
Columpia wit inscribed: "He also sneaks to the Methodist

Church." Strangely enough, both statements have\some element

of truth in them, for not all ob Ginsberg's confessional poetry

conforms to his professed master Kerouac’s dictum of "Sponta-
neous Writing," and certainly Ginsberg is a very religious poet
who succeeds in his form of redemption where Kerouac fails for
exactly the opposi%e reason: where he makes a poem that works,
he is able to create a tension in the ambience thereof, in
which the good (thelunfallen world) striving to overcome the
evil (the fallen world) pulls believably one part againat the
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other. Nevertheless, there are certain real problems con- |
fronting any critic who would. seriously examine Ginsberg's
work, and these problems often outweigh any success Ginsberg
may have achieved in crpatin a ténsion at the heart of his
poem., While acknowledqinr/éf the outset thnt this study is

not the proper forum in which to/air o0ld and sometimes worn
out: nes thetqc controversies, it would be well in passing to
understand clearlv o few of the ground rules under which Gins-
berg "confesses" poetry, and I propose to examine it. The
moét‘simnie\and forthnirht justification for the method of the
"leat Schg6l of poets is provided by Kenneth Rexroth, aging -
priest of anoloretics for the entire movemext. "No avant-
goarde poet accepts the I.A. Richards-Valery thesis that a poem
is nn end in itself, an anonymous machine for providing aesthe-
tic. experiences. All believe in poetry as communicatioﬁ,
statement from one person to another."”9 Certeinly Rexroth's
sthtemencﬁis onen-ended and n fair description of the way in
which Ginsberr in particular operates., ©Sut at the aame time
the door i3 left onen for n variety of rruesome interpretations
.of the wbrq communication, Using Rexroth's logic, one could
sny that two cows mnkinm lovecér the layinf, of one's hand on
the wet nose of a cow nre equally acts of aesthetic communica+
tion; for who is to say in the drug-inspired world of Allen
Ginsbers that a warm cow is incapable of communication. When
in §ggg of Myself Whitman says, "And the look of the bay mare
shames silliness out of me,"” the source of the communication
lies in the sﬁbject-gyfb—object by which men normally grasp
their relationship to the natural world.  With Ginsberg, the
subject—veﬁb—object is often purposefully obliterated either by
drﬁgs or a calloping enthusiasm in g foolish effort to make the
.8ell transcend time. For Whitman, the self is a unity of body
and soul, refleotlng and absorbingvall of the created universe ;>0
1or xlnsberg, “the self -{under drugs) is a painful division, a *
wnrfare between mind and body that too infrequently succeeds
in achlqylng the ‘unity for which it howls. In this manner, he
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sought to cast off his body from him like = superfludhe pliece
of clothing and to embrace through drugs only the mind-

imploded inner- soul that he thought would show Him the unfallen
inter-relatedness of the timeless universe. Not until 1963

" and a poem called "The Changes" was he able to re-integrate

the mind with the body, "Return to body" from Howl being the

one exception. In other words, the strong movement toward

unity and purpose in Whitman is matched by an equally strong
movement toward chaos in Ginsberg., One cannot be the successor
to;ﬂalt Whitman, as Ginsberg says he is in a few places through-
out the poems, simply by saying that it is so, It -is incon-
ceiveable that Whitman, fine craftsman that he was,>?could find

muach t@ concur with in the following ungrammatical statement
from Ginsberg:

The problem is then to reach the different
parts of the mind, which are existing simul-
taneously, the different associations which
are going on simultaneously, choosing elements
' from both, like: Jjazz, jukebox, and all that,
- and we have the jukebox from that; polities,
hydrogen bomb, and 'we have the hydrogen of
. that, you see 'hydrogen: jukebox.' And that
actually compresses in one instant like a
whole series of things. Or the end of "Sun-
flower" with 'cunts of wheelbarrows:' whatever
that meant, or 'rubber dollar bills'- 'skin
of machinery'; see, and actually in the moment
of composition I don't necessarily know what
it mean$, but it comes to mean something later,
after & ye or two, I realize that it meant
somethihg clear, unconsciou®ly. Which takes
on meaning in time, like a photograph develop-
ing slowly. Because we're not really always
conscious of the entire depth of our minds-
in other words, we just know a lot more than
we're able to be aware of, normally- though
at the moment we're completely aware, I guess,>2

There is no question but that Ginsberg is deadly serious in the
above, mixed metaphors and the rather arresting figure of the
poem as a slowly developing photograph, etc. bdut it does not
and cannot Jjustify the fact that in over half of Ginsberg's
poems it is posamible to take the last Iine and /put it first

and to take the first line (or stanza) and put it somewhere in

+



the middle of the poem in an agonizing kind of hysterical
mix-up that one discovers in such poems as Howl and Kaddish.
Think for a skinny moment of trying to reorganize the unitary
progreassion of "The Poison Tree" by Ginsberg's guru, William
Blake, or of trying to shift around the natural sequence of the
Song of Myself by Ginsberg's Adamic mentor, Wnlt Whitman?
Neither Alan Watt's Zen Buddhism- "Art exercises control over
nature through selection according to unsystematic Judgment,"33
nor Charles Olson's inasne- "Form is never more than an exten-
sion of content"34 (plausible explanations though they may be),
can justify ihe excesses to which Ginsberg has brought his
poetry in an attempt to hammer out an Adamic redemptive vision
in "The New World Auditorium."3?5 Thus in his poems when the
form i3 incapable of containing the ranting content, good as

it often is, inevitably the poem "slides off" into chnos and
sheer incomprehension, Such is the case with Ginsberg at his
worat.

At his best, he is as rood as or better than the models .
who saerved him in his early years and who taught him in direct
sunlight the uniqueness of the American grain. In the four
poemg that preceeded the composition of Howl, "An Asphodel,"
"Song," "Wild Orphan," and "In back of the real," the influence
of William Carlos Williams is everywhere apparent, particularly
in Ginsberg's use of the end-stopped line. In "Wild Orphan,"
he explores the iden that. the present life, fallen at every
_point, is incomensurate with,

The recognition-
something so rare

in his soul,.
met only in drenms

- nostalglas
of another life. R

(Howly 42) -
Ginsbers, knows another life exists in his body and in nature.
It is "a mythology/ he cannot inherit,"” though, because in the
frame of the allegory of the poem, his father, s "hot rod '
angel," is not dead but has "absconded," grieviné *in a

xntem
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flophouse/ a thousand miles away." In failing his Adsmic

son, God the Father has failed himself and forced his innocent
"orphan" son to "create/out of his own imaginatipn/ the

beauty of his wild forebearers." The poem renders a clear im-
pression that a God incapable of love is hiding from his son
in whose eye "an insane gleam of recollection™ lingers as he
starts through the world "bumming toward his /Tather's/ door"
and redemption. What he seeks in particular from his Father
is a sharing of the love in the universe denied him by the in-
sistence of time- "this clock of meat bleakly pining for its
sweet immaterial paradise"” (g!&gx,nirror. 25). But the indif-
ference of the Father continues and the Adamic voice that be-
seeches him "to share that Love in Heaven/ which on Earth was
so disinherited" (Empty Mirror, 25) begins to howl in propor-
tion to the indifference. The voice must learn and does even-
tually learn that the only heaven is that on earth and the
only angel is man. The American has created through Moloch a
hell of the American garden.

They broke their backs lifting Moloch
to heaven! Pavements

trees, radios, tons! lift{ng the city
to heaven which exists
and is everywhere about us!

(Howl, II, 18)
But Moloch too is within., "Moloch whose poverty is the spectre
of genius! Moloch whose name is the mind!" (Howl, II, 17)
resides in the self co-eternal with the soul (read body). "0
Victory/ forget your underwear we're free" (Howl, III, 20),
the Adapic voice gscresms to his Whitmenian fellow, Carl Solo-
mon, through the bars of the madhouse. Moloch cannot be con-
quered because he is a natural part of life and therefore,
according to Ginsberg's canon, "holy, holy the angel in Moloch"
("Footnote to Howl," 21). Everything is to be accepted; nothing
denied. But the position of nakedness and the total acceptance
of Moloch (mind) are untenable at this point in Ginsberg's
career, and they form the basis for a crippling contradiction
that is at the heart of Ginsberg's poems from 1955 to 1963,
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when he underwent (temporarily at least) a real conversion

and was able to see that it is through pure instinct and the
natural resources of the body that the unfallen world is to be
redeemed both in the self and in nature.’® He realised at

this point, in a poem entitled, "The Change: Kyoto-~Tokyo Ex-
press” (Planet News, 55), that the world of drugs could not
deliver the authentic consciousness of an Adamically redeemed
world. Some months before "The Change" was written, Ginsberg
recounts in a Paris Raview interview, the mere thought of drugs
made him vomit. "“But I felt I was duly bound and obliged for
the sake of consciousness expansion, and this insight, and
breaking down my identity, and seeking more direct with primate
sensation, nature, to continue."3? The rambling in the former
quotation and others like it from the Paris Review interview
indicate just how twisted Ginsberg was at this time. On the
train ride from Kyoto to Tokyo, burnt-out and having made his
move- and lost as Mailer would have it- Ginsberg suddenly
realized the divinity of the Kingdom of God within himself- the
closest he ever comes to a real identification with the unitary
vision of Whitman.

Iive in the body: this is the form
you're born for. Too many holy men and too
many different conversations and they all
have a little key thing going. But it all
windg up in the train in‘Japan, and then a
Year later, the poem "The Change" where all
of a sudden I renocunce drugs, I don't re-
nounce drugs but suddenly I Aidn't want to

be doninitod by the non-human anymore, or
even be nated by the moral obligation to
enlarge my consciousness any more. I was
suddenly free to love myself, and therefore
love the people around me, in the form they
already were. And love myself in my own
form as I am. And look sround at the other
people and so it was again /Ai.e., the ex-
perience of a Blake-inspired visIon] the

same thing like in the bookstore. Except /
this time I was completely in my body and

had no more mysterious odbligations. And
nothing more to fulfill, except to be willing
to die when I am dying, whenever that be.
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And be willing to love as a human in

this form now., So I started weeping, it
was such a happy moment, Fortunately,

I was able to write then, too, 'So that

I do live I will die'~ rather than be
cosmic consociousness, immortality, Ancient
of Days, Berpetual consciousness existing
forever,? a

The dominant metaphor that structures the poem "The Change"
is that of a homecoming in which the mind returns to the body
and the senses rejoice in a festivai atmosphere.

Come home: the pink meat image
black yellow image withT
ten fingers 4nd two eyes
is gigantic already: the black
curly pubic hair, the RN
blind, hollow stomach, ’
the silent soft open vagina .
rare womb of a new birth ‘
cock lone and happy to be home
sgain
touched by hands by mouths,
by hairy lips-
Close the portals of the festival?

Open the portals to what Is

Tears alright, and laughter
alright

I am that I am-

(Planet News, 55)

The equation of the mind with the phallus ahd the body with
the vagina is not intended to shock: rather, }t is intended
to suggest a kind of apotheosis of nakedness celebrated in
terms of all the vital and humanistic things one associates
with love and birth. 'Indeed, the poem seems to be saying that
the interaction between mind and body is the ultimate form of
the act of love. "It is the pink meat... home again" voice
in the poem that poses the rhetorical question, "Close the
portals of the festival?®" like a groaning through tears and
laughter. For crudely put, when the "mind fucks the body,"39
the Adamic self becomes not just holy but God himself- "I am
that I am"- echoing thus the Hebrew God of the gig,restanent,
Yahweh, meaning "he who is I am."40 Having finally realized
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the Adsmic redemptive credo that God is man and Eden is - ’
within- and this quite independent of drugs, Ginsberg in the

second section proceeds to lament the aumvunt of life and years

used up in the search: "home,/ Come sweetly/ now back to my

Self as I was." It is at this point that the conc?pt of re-
demption and plenitu ¢ is no longer a superficial dream induced

by drugs and a pathetic dependence on foreign'Buddhisms.

e

I am that I am I am the ’
man & tlie Adam of hair in
my loins., This is my spirit and P

physical shape I inhabit
this Universe O weeping
against what is my
own nature for now

Who would deny his own shape's
loveliness in his
dream moment in bed
Who sees his desire to be
horrible instead of Him

Who is, who cringes, perishes,
is reborn a red Screaming
baby? Who cringes before
that meaty shape in

Fear?

In this dream I am the Dreamer
and the Dreamed I am
that I am Ah but I have
always known :

oooh for the hate I have spent
in denying my image & cursing
the breasts of illusion

(Planet News, 60)

To deny selfhood and the sacred human image in the only uni- ‘
verse our senses can show us is to co::ﬁt sacrilege of the 2

d Tucts the natural
movenent toward redemption. Throug e inducement of love
consummated in @ work of art, as Keats' poem Lamia, in
which Hermes awoke and found th¢ dream real,#1 the natural
world and man in it participate in glory with

The Sun the Sun the
Sun my visible father
making my body visible
thru my eyes:

(Planet News, 60)

worst kind, for it precludes rebirth
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Everything is sufficient in the natural universe; the Father
in the Sun is seen not with but "thru my eves." (The borrow-
ing®’ from Blake is most effective here, but it almost gets
out of hand.) There is no serious mind-body problem anymore;
dialectic has been effectively absorbed in the act of 1love.

As a final note apropos of this poem, I might point out that .
the love act in which mind and body recrentq a Self that is
redeemed vis a vis an unfallen world of innocence is n hetero-
sexual act as opposed to the usual homosexual stance that pro-
liferates in Gingberr's work. Like the Adamite Rojack in An
American Dream whose annl intercourse with the maid Ruta

cpelled infertility and evil, Ginsberp, in "The Chanre" would
not s5pill his seed in an unnaturasl "kitchen®" that would violate
the aesthetic process of creation. Moreover, like Rojnck,
Ginsber~ came to understand, too, that it is bdften necessary to
traffic in the "naturnl®" evil of the devil in order to advance
in Adamic glory to the throne of God within the Self- a fact
he vnrobably learned from Rimbaud.

Somehow the poems that intervene between Howl (1956) and
Ginsberr's last collection of voems, Reality Sandwiches (1968)

never measure up to the exciting Adamic standards of "The
Chanire: Kyoto-Tokyo Express," both as poems that work and as
exvressions of exvansion. Some are splendid failures; most

are orranically flawed either by drugs or inordinate enthusi-
astn. The poem on accompanying Whitman in "A Supérmarket In
California®™ is charming, and witty but trails off in the emo-
tional fog of a "smoking bank™ where Whitman takes leave of
Gingsberc amidst unanswered questions about what the American
carden has become without its foremost gardener, and an impli-
cation that Ginsberg must take Whitman's place in that capacity.
There is a MacFleknoe-under-current to the end of the poem

that T am sure Ginsberg didn't intend. The poem that immedi-
ately foliows it, "Transcription of Organ Music,™ is a more
complex attempt at a poem, but it too fails to resolve its own
questions., It is, among a number of Ginsberg's poems, indebted
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‘to two English poets to at least bring ﬁg'to its feet: The
- first debt is to Andrew MarveX and his use of the passive verb

in "The Garden" wherein all of nature reaches out to unfallen
Adamic man to nourish and sustain him.43 In Ginaberg's poem
(probsbly drug-induced) all inorganic things flow back into
orranic existence and conspire to contain the innocent nar-
rator, “so lonely in his glory." Tor him "the closet door is
open, where I left it, since I left it/ open, it has graciously
stayed open./ The kitchen has no door, the hole there will ad-
mit me should I/ wish to enter the kitchen./ There are unused
electricity plums all over my house I flow into." (Howl, 26,
27) And so it goes in a zany litany that recalls the second
debt in the poem to Christopher Smart whose driving ineantatory
rhythms- in especial, those derived from the magnificent "Ju-
bilate Aﬁno"uu— lend whatever dignity to his poems that Gins-
berr mirht enjoy. "America" is sharp and amusine and in no way
obscure. It is lovely. "Sunflower Sutra" evidences a nersis-
tent belief in most of the Adamic poems in peneral thnt beneath
the ugly Moloch-infested dross of America lies the untended
and unfallen rarden of the "New World Auditorium.” Beneath the
veil of "dnrkened railroad skin" on a dying sunflower in the
railyards of the West, Ginsbers is able to make a mediate con-
nection between ap unfallen, phallic sunflower and phallic un-
fnllen man: "we're nll beautiful folden sunflowers/ ingide,
we're blessed by jur own seed & golden hairy accomplishment
hodies," etec. Tike hﬁh brethg®n Stevens, Dickey and Roethke,
Q\;g%king for the hole to open up that will
reverl a world unfallen. Unfortunately, the means to that end .
are sometimes "Laughing Gas," ‘

The universe is a void
v in which there is a dreamhole
The dream disappears
the hole closes

. It's the instant of going
- into or coming out of
existence that is
important- to catch on
to the secret of the magic

box.
(Keddish, 66)

Ginsberm is alwny
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or "Lysergic Acid" in the paranoid visions in which-

I Allen Ginsberg a separate
consciousness
I who want to be God
I who hate God and give him a name
I who am doomed,
)
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(Kaddigh, 86)
Thus the Adamic voice is lost and has forfeited its birthright
amongst the other conflicting voices of the poem.

The three notable exceptions in which Ginsberg is able
to breathe the Adamic redemptive air he exhaled upon the world
in "The Change" are- "Who be kind to," "Kral Majsles,"” and
"Wales Visitation." All three poems are, significantly, from
the period 1963-1967, and all three are contained in Planet
News (1968). The reason for their success is spparent: all
three demonstrate some treatment involving revision. There are
few mixed metaphors; the Whitmanian catalogues give one unto
the other in an organic progression called poetry. They cannot
be switched around with the last coming first and the middle
coming last. The gentle air of mortality in them is antiphonal
to the horror of the enormity of Moloch in the garden, and
these voices pull against one another in the kind of music that
makes redemption-in-the-flesh, despite a time-awareness, not
just possible, but desirable. Ginsberg really believes what
he is chanting and confessing. The mask of drugs is barely
noticeable, The Moloch-lion lies down with the Jewish American-
lamb, and Hicks "Peaceable Kingdom" is redeemed, extended into
Czechoslovakia where the American Manchild Adam is "Kral Majeles
in the, Czechoslovakian tongue,

and I am King of May, which is o0ld human poesy,
and 100,000 people chose my name
And I am King of May, naturally.
And I am the King of May, that I be expelled from
ny Kingdom with honor, as of old
To shew /mig/ the difference bstween 6ae.ar'a Kingdon
and the Kingdom of the May of Man-
and I am King of s tho paranoid, for the Kingdom
of May 1s too beautiful to last more than s month- k

(Risnet Neve, W) :




With a "mind-fuck" fait scoompli, 0ld Adam comes back with
honor, "ns of old," innocent, shining, singing, to reclainm the
garden, even if redemption in the garden is for no more than

a month. To be reborn is to celebrate "the May of Man" again
and ngain nnd ngnin. Tha rest of the poem is an-eclectic cat- -
nlopue of an ndmixture of historical villians, capitalist and
communint, who deny the birthright of tpe\"nay of Man," and

wﬁo rafusne to ncknowledge any word "written on a Jet smeat in
mid henven" where mind and body assume one another in pure
grace. In "Who be kind to," the warnings are very clear: "Be
kind to this place/ Be kxind to/ the prophesies of the Crucified
Adam/ Be kind to the Gates of Eden /which’ are named/ in Albion
agnin," and forpet not,

The prayer is to man and girl, the only
’  gods, the only lords of Kingdoms of
Feeling, Christn of their own
living ribs-

Be kind to the universe of self that
trembles and shudders and thrills
in XX Century.
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(Planet Newa, 177)

Divinity liven within the Self or noi/ﬂp/gfff where mind and
body can bnlance- nssume, one another outside history, a "new
kind of man comes to his bli;glwgg\end the cold wnr he has
borne/ agninat his own kind Tlesh/ 3ince the days of the snake."

In "Wnles Visitation,” GinaberzﬂkinalLy brings together a
final redemptive statement., The Adamite, "Bardic, O Self,” re-
visits Blonke's people in Albion "whose phyesicsl sciences end
in Ecology,/ the wisdom of earthly relations,” and their knowl-
edge of the anake consists in a refugal to separate mind from
body. In this wdrld, "daisies push inches of yellow air/ vege-
tables tremdble,/ green atoms shimmer in grassy mandalas® in
the gospel of redemption. As it is with Blake, these people
8ee through; they,

Stare close, no imperfection in the grass,
each flower Buddha-syed, repeating the story,
the myriad~formed soul *
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Kneel before the foxglove raising green buds, mauve bells -
drooped

doubled down the stem trembling antennae,
& look in the eyes of the branded lambs that stare
breathing stockstill under dripping hawthorn-
I lay down mixing my beard with the wet hair of the
mountain side

v

smelling the brown vagina-moist ground.

(Planet News, 139-142)
The redeemed see no imperfection in the flesh that is grass.
"Branded lambs" though they msy be, they can nevertheless see
through the dross of the fallen world thewpgrfection that lies
beneath. Assumine everything unto themselﬁeﬁ outside of time
and history, they reconcile "the wet Hair" lof the mind with the
"vagina-moist body" in which process, called by Ginsberg "mind-
fuck," the Self is brought home, restored. This Adamic embi-
ence is,

so balanced, so vast, that its softest breath

moves every floweret in the stillness on the valley
floor,

trembles lamb-hair hung gossamer rain-beaded
in the grass,

lifts trees on their roots, birds in the great

draught

hiding their strength in the rain.

The American garden and the Adamic redemption it contains po-
tentially has been extended via Blake back to England where
Adam's "skull and Lord Hereford's Knob /are/ equal,/ All Albion
one" (Planet News, 142) in a triumph of redemption.

-
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The Admamic Redemptor:
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If the scope of Norman Mailer's utterance is directed by
some "inner navigator,” so too does Saul Bellow enjoy a prompt-
er. In Bellow's case, the Adamic force is designated (by
Bellow himself) as a "primitive commentator, from whom come
words, phrases, syllables; sometimes only sounds which I try
to interpret, sometimes whole paragraphs, fully punctuated, "1
This commentator is an "observing instrument" lost to most men
while passing out of childhood, but retained by the artist and
santified by him as a means to discover the first light of
things in a world darkly fallen. Bellow's observation, if one
looks closely enough, is simply another definition of the pecul-
iarly American habit of naming, in the tongue of innocence,
disparate realities flowing through and,niﬁins around the ob-
server. One might almost say that in American letters, naaming
or cataloguing, if you wish to start the process with Whitman,
is like an ancient rifle passed on from one Adamite to another
that shoots not bullets but rather nets of words over phenomena
so disparate, so utterly lLacking in cohesive unity that the cat-
alogue or net becomes a force of tension, drawing together mul-
tiple unlikelihoods from the pastoral to the urban, the organic
to the inorganic and finally from the fallen to the unfallen.

To see the one in the other, the accepted in the embrace of the
accepting, then, is to see the self and the world Adamically
Redeemed., After having written three novels? in succession,
Bellow came to realize that he was not listening to his "prim-
itive commentator” and that, in order to do this, he must no
longer "hobble himself with formalities- with a borrowed sensi-
bility,"3 or with formulae for writing novels that came to him
in a package via the university from Europe. To discover there-
fore what was uniquely American in the process of cataloguing
or naming, Bellow found it first necessary to Jettison the
Flaubertien standard of his earlier novels and to reject the
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traditional standards of the mythic school and the tone of
elegy that characterizes it. Clearly, to Bellow, the alien
posturing of the mythic school, and its debunking of the holi-
ness of the individual out of tune with his traditions, was an
impairment impossible to reconcile with the use of the cata-
logue. Addressing himself to Eliot, Tate, Ransom and others
like them in the mythic school, Bellow comments:

Sensibility absorbed this sadness, this

view of the artist as the only contemporary
link with an age of gold, forced to watch
the sewage flowing in the Thames, every
aspect of modern civilization dolng violence
to his (artist-patrician) feelings. This
went much further than it should have been
allowed to go. It descended to absuidities,
of which I think we have had enough.

It is not only the perverse denigration of the potentialities
of the present moment to which Bellow objects in "watching the
sewage flowing in the Thames," but it is the historical burden
summed up, as Eliot would have it, by the very word Thames it-
self. The evocation of the mythical and historical past is
anathema to Adamic ears. These versions of history that gobble
up the self have nothing in common with "the primitive commen-
tator" that directs the drift of things in the catalogues of
the meaning of American life. The past points only toward
disillusion, the collective rantings of "ourselves,” and will
not admit that possibly each man is his own work of art con-
stantly evoiving out of himself worlds that defy the examina-
tion of historicsal proceaaea.5

It follows therefore that to release the self into a worid
as it ought to be, the self must first reject the versions of.
self dactated by history. If this sounds utterly preposterous
when applied to such highly intellectual Jews as Bellow or
Malamud, I can only say bear with me and keep in mind the fol-
lowing: Who better than the American Jew to dump his nightmare
history (while retaining the habits of his Jewishness) and re-
formulate the self free of the 0ld historical diapensations?®
One thinks immediately of Tommy Wilhelm (who changes his name),
but the proﬁleu is really deeper than simply changing one's




name. And it is much deeper than the superficial handles .
stuck on Augie March, such as Bolingbroke (the exile?), by
snother of those "life counselors™ he often frequents. Any-
way, using representative examples froa Bellow, Barth and
Malamud, let us "To Horse" and pursue the problem further. -
I have suggested that at least an attempt at the rejection
of history is a prerequisite for the building and completion
of Adamic Redemption. I would suggest now that there is a mid-
dle ground in the work of Bellow, ococupied by The Adventures
of Augie March, Henderson The Rain King and Herzog on which is
constructed those illusory mansions of Adamic perfectibility
known only to those who reject or have attempted to reject the
past. That is to say, in Bellow's work, Adamism is not a final
solution to the problems of life, but at lesst it provides the
vitality and frame for the comic antics of the protagonists in
the Novels and their wild ritual quests and intellectual pil-
gramages. The same thing may be ssid about Barth's Sotweed-
Factor and Malamud's A New Life, or even EIQSBEQII of Mdelman,
all of which demonstrate laughter in the highest degree and are
incapabie of sustaining a fundsmental tragic vision of life.
Why? This is not as difficult a question as it may appear on
the surface if one reflects that deTocqueville? werned Ameéri-
cans that not just tragedy but literature itself was incommen-
gurate with an egalitarian Adamic way of interpreting the worid.,
lake Henderson, Americans hate and fear death: "We've Just got
to do something about it; it's the biggest problem of all”
(Henderson The Rgan King).8 They do not wish to face up to it
because they cannot or will not believe in anything beyond now,
For example, Herzog hates death becsuse it will cut off thinking.
But this is a fresk show of the American circus, and I must
ride back to the point. Bearing in mind Bellow's injunction
toward literary symbol hunters in The New York Times,d let us
examine the brosd Adsmic outlines of the three novels under
consideration,

Ihe Adventures of Augie March (1960) is s Bildungaroman
whose Adamic urban hero is never too far from the oity, which
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gives him dimengion and the wherewithal to manufacture his
most impressive catalogues. Like Henderson and Herzog, Augie
broods to excess over his "orphancy” (AM, 127) although none
of the three is, strictly speaking, an orphan. Augie is a
"Luftmensch®10 (1a4) a "featherhead” (226), an "angelhead"”
(A50) a "larky" wag (464) "knee deep in June" (27Y) with a '
rosy complexion and a face that is 50 preposseasingly mask-
like and innocent that he is the despair of all those in the
world of the novel who would try to make him over to their par-
ticular version of historical reality. From Einhorn to Min-
touchian, from Mrs. Renling to Thea Fenchel, he slips out from
under and defies them ali. He cannot adjust to the "reality
situation” and wants "there to be Man, with a capital M, with
great stature. O godlike man!" Clem Tambow labpls him in the
context of a "bower” in a Chinese restaurant.’ /”You don't keep
up with the times. You're going against history” (451). And
earlier in the same context: “Among us poor drips at the hu-
man masquerade you come like an angel” (450). But Augie is
only as innocent as time will allow him to be as he moves, “the
bybiow of a traveling man® around the great arch, like his
Adamic peers, back and forth between the city and the country
in his struggles to fulfill his Redemptive mandate and to es-
tablish a pastoral home 1n the unfalien garden for all the
children in the worid “who have had it rough” (474).

I often found myself studying him /Thea's
father/ his white shoes of far manufacture
off the ground, in his white suit and I

thought what there was to such a being a

picked for special distinction. He was
sitting in a human taxi. Around him spec-
tators from the millions gaping at him,
famine-marks, louse-vehicles, the supply of
wars.

(AM, 361)
The great orphan who failed to come to terms with the image of
Yahweh presented by Thea's heavenly father? (cf. the Father-
in-law in Mailer) would now become “foster-parent” and "holy
father® to all those poor iittle children of the world that
Yashweh has owverlooked.
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No, really, I could live with them., I

could be very happy. My brother George

could ‘be the shoe-making instructor.

Maybe I'd study languages so I could

teach them. My mother could sit )

porch and the animals would come kround -

her, by her shoes, the roostere and\ the

cnts, etg, .

(AM, 474)
And one might add, so could the lions and the.lambs in the
heroicnlly reclaimed American garden that Bellow has formed
from a strange mixture of naturalism and traqgcendentnliam.“g
That he has failed to make his meek adjustmengge with over-god,
however, does not in the least dismay the 103E§ Aupie, who sel-
dom thougsht about "where I came from, parentace, and other
history, things I had never much thoupght of as difficulties,
being democratic in temperament, a;uilhblo to everybody and KP-
suminm about others /like Whitmay/ what I assumed about myself"
(AM, 147). Tt is thus because of n compelling innocence that
Augie-is pulled into so many different achemes that destroy the
healthful instincts of the self and absorb him into the theatre
of the lives of others- the great masquerade. Before going into
the Merchant Marine he reaofves, "I'd never loan myself to any
guy's schemes again" (AM, 473), but somehow the reader is not
convinced. It will take his last fall into the Atlantic, in a
series of many, to finally give some credibility to Augie's ’
resolution. Let us look at the more important ones.

The first fall in n series of many is not so much a "fall
into the quotidian snd whare were we standing when it happened?"
(Herzog, 49) as Moses Herzog inquires of Dr. Heidegger in one of
his many letters to the living and the dead, as a "slip" that 1
culminates the first part of the novel. After grsduating from
high school, Augie is given a graduation present by the crippled
"Pather" Einhorn, the primary symbol of history in the novel-

a trip to one of Southside éhicago'a parlors «of joy. In the
close relationship between Einhorn and Augie there is an exqct
correapondonco between the aacendoncy of the Adamic Augie and

the decenddney of the history-satirated, prince of Realpolitick,‘

"
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Einhorn, who does his best to shape Augie into his version of
a sucoessful life. Hiatory is a burden Augie must carry on
his back, and its residual load, after having finished, more or
leas, in his obligations to Einhorn, he dumps bit by bit as the
novel progresses. Now, with the arippled Einhorn riding his
back and standing in the shadows of a tenement, Augie begins to
grasp the historical import of the master of "ocranks and chains"
who clutchea him about the throat.

lle used to talk about himself as the 014 Man
of the Sea riding Sinbad. But there was
Aenens too, who carried his 0ld dad Anchises
in the burning of Troy, and that o0ld man had
been picked by Venus to be her lover.

(MM, 173)
The acene is an epiphany for Augie, and in it he is adble to see |
the inherent dangers of a man like Einhdrn. Here, and through-
out the novel, "the process of literary echoing and asllusion

goes to lend n rejection of authority."13 But the passage does
have meaning bayond Augie's habit of seeing himself in relation

to historical and mythic figures in a half ironic, half mook-
heroic light. After all, he does become Sinbad the Sailer prior
to his marrisge. But he is ill-suited to become Aeneas the
founder, in apite of the fact, according to English legend
(Loyamon's Brut), Aeneas could trace hia ancestry back to Adan.
The real meaning of the passage lies in Augie's recognition of

the realm of historical myth to which Eainhorn belongs and from
which he must escape and travel, if he is to find his proper
Adamic level. Their business completed at the whore house, —
Augie, with Einhorn "oclinging to his back in his dark garments,"
gropes his way down the ice-covered back stairs of the tene-~

ment fearful of "a spill." It is obvious that a spi
ready occurred where Augie is concerned, though his ¢
innocence is easily repaired through his mude of per cptiqn in
his use of the redeeming and synthesising catalogue. Never
again will he lug Einhorn sround on his back, though he is un-
able at this point to ocast the entire weight of history from
him. "From here a new course wus\pot' (AM, 131). ‘As Einhorn's

’




horigons lower because of his "sensitive plant” son, Arthur,

and the painful effects of the Great Depression, Augie's
.horizons are extended and raised in exact proportion. Return-
ed from Mexico and dressed in his now wealthy brother S8imon's
soft flannel, Augie, acquainted with sorrow, the man "who has
been there and so forth," can now see Einhorn in his hour of
decline more clearly. "King” Arthur, his heir to the throne

of history, has got with child a ILizzy from the wrong side of
the Loop. "The gleaming vault where he (mnhorn).had kept this.
Lf}reaerve wealth now let out the smell of squalor. ‘Einhorn didn't

.\Q even look at the kid" (AM, 309). Much matured and having risen
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trom innumerable falls, Augie, on his lLast visit to Einhorn, is
Lv'm: last able :& put Einhorn in clear perspective. Again, wear- .
ing one of Simon's suits, his family no longer rising, but ai- 8
ready risen to an economic pinnacle in a Chicago Jewish upper ’
middle class, Augie appears satisfied that Einhorn and family

have sunk to a state "where the house stunk. The books were

falling otf the sheives., The busts of great men were lost up

near the ceiling" (AM, 446). Leaving, Augie reflects, “Now

maybe was my chance to pass them by." In his next campaign with
1ife, hard on the heels of his farewell to Einhorn, Augie hooks

up with Robey, "who depended on me like Einhorm in the old days”

(AM, 463), and who is in the process of writing a Swiftian

"Short History" of the world in five parts. By this time, how-

ever, Augie is sophisticated enough to deal with this philan-

thropic "screwball,"” historical, syncretist and with his usual

blend of charity and compassion, he can see his way to dismis- |
sing him. Robey and his visionary historical scheme do nothing .
more to Augie now than impress upon him the desire to be a
"shoemaker," presumably like his enfeebied brother in the home,
George. Instinct has brought him to a threshold of knowledge

on the other side of which sits the key to his existence-~ love,
which to Bellow brings redemption. Love, iqﬂitsoxt, however,

is no final solution to what Hersog, the Meliorist, paraphrasing
Pope, calls Wyﬁia long convelescence my life."™ There is too




much clutter that intervenes between the Adamite and the po-
tentially Redeemed world around him. \

Since I've been working for Robey I have
reached the conclusion that I couldn't
utilize even ten per cent of what I al-
ready knew. I'll give you an example. I
read about King Arthur's Round Table when
I was a kid, but what sm I ever going to
do about it. My heart was touched by the
sacrifices and pure attempts, so what
should I do? Or take the Gospels. How
are you supposed to put them to use? Why,
they're not utilizable! And then you go
and pile on top of that more advice and
information. Anything that Jjust adds in-
formation that you can't use is plain dan-
gerous. Anyway, there's too much of
everything of this kind, that's come home
to me, too much higtory and culture to
keep track of, too many details, too much
news, too much example, too much influence,
too many guys who tell you to be as they
are, and all this hugeness, abundance,
turbulence, Nisgara Falls torrent. Which
who is supposed to interpret? Me? I
haven't got that much head to master it all.
I get carried away.

(AM, 473)

Inevitably one asks himself what element renders unto
Augie the ability to discriminaste and ultimately to reject "the
gYps of previous history?" (AM, 345). It is instinct fostered
by an endemic Jewish upbringing which inspires in the Adamite
his particular use of the synthesizing catalogue- the full
significance of which I shall examine presently. But for the
moment, it would be well to point out a few important facts
about the Jewish sensibility and religion and the drsmatic ef-

fect it has had on almost every Adamic Jewish writer I have been

examining. The very first thing one notices in his exsminstion
of the world picture of the Jew is his general acceptance of the
push and shove of existence. Within the general strmacture of
the totality of a world of Jewishness, there is an unmistakable
note of acceptance of very different elements that beset men in
the time-space contimmum. There is passgivity; there is reoon-
ciliation; finally there is that uncanny ability to see the un-
fallen in the fallen, the divine or holy in the quotidisn




(Herzogs of the world: Take heart); there is a feeling, fi-
nally, of a rightness to things if one would take counsel from
his heart. Airing out the moth holes in Pope's Essay on Man,
Augie says, after barely escaping another of the "great currents
where I cah't be myself"- he has just missed indulging the
anarchist in him by refusing a part in the instant theatre of
playing "an American Cousin™ to Trotsky on the lamb in Mexico,
who reminds him of Einhorn:

Death discredits. Survival is the whole
business. The voice of the dead goes away.
There isn't any memory. The power that's
established fills the earth and destiny is
whatever survives, 80 whatever is is right.
That's what passed through my mind.

(AM, 433)
In a way, this is as dangerous a philosophy todasy as it was when
Pope first soothed the eighteenth-century brow with it. While
accepting duatism and dialectic, it at the same time obviates
both., "Yea, they're there,"” Augie, might say, "but so what?
What I assume, you shall agsume, and it will all come out in
the wash.” Such innocence, a defining characteristic of Augire,
Henderson and Herzog, conquers by virtue of its very nakedness;
but only after mountains of pain and aesthetic Jewish suffering
have first been scaled. Isaac Rosenfeld has wonderfully summed
up the problem:

It is for such reasons, among others, that the
Jewish religion enjoys the reputation of being
one of the most worldly and immanent, one of the
most closely connected with daily life. What
S8acred Communion is to Catholics, the everyday
Mealtime is to the Orthodox Jews.

There is great charm in a religion that can thus
run coalesced along the two lines of sacred and
secular wvaithout any apparent break; it avoids the
usual duslism, 2po confliet in boliof or resls
sgainst realm.’

One asks, wvhere does nature fit into this scheme, and is
1t redeemed aiong with those who inhabit it, or is it quite the
opposite? To which Augie, as spokesman, would snswer: "Sure
it is redeemed. If not today, surely tomorrow.”




It takes some of us a long time to find out
what the price is of being in nature, and
what the facts are about your tenure there.
How long it takes depends on how swiftly the
social sugars difsolve. But when at last
they do dissolve there's a different taste
in your mouth, bringing different news which
registers with dark astonishment and fills
your eyes. And this different news is that
from vast existence in some way you rise up
and at any moment you may g0 back. Any
moment you may go back. Any moment; the very
next, maybe.

(aM, 377).

In the American garden new beginnings or neéw versions of the
self- either one's own or sdmgbody elses's- are always possible
for Augie- even though his Redéqmed world more often than not,
flourishes in the city of Chicagd and becomes through his cat-
alogues n kind of New Jerusalem, resplendent with Adamic per-
fectibility. But he doesn't have to be in Chicago for his
catalogues to do their stuff, He could be in Mexico, in New
York, Paris or even motoring along s dusk-swept road on his way
to Bruses. He defines his movements always in a circle of be~
ginnings, "Countless disks" he tells Mintouchian. Moving out - ‘
of one, he expands into another, rising and falling as time ‘
permits. Searching always for the "axial lines," he hasto
settle for "the circular experience of the race"15 (AM, 165).
God writes straight with crooked lines; the American Adem
scratches in circles.

Because Bellow's use of the catalogue is so important it
is in order to examine it here. Foremost, what it attempts to
do within the context of a Jewish sensibility is to reconcile
the inorganic of an urban culture with the organic of a pastoral
culture that always hovers in the background of Augie's mind.
The process doesn't always work. Sometimes the d;gparity be-
tween what Augie yearns to synthesize and the materisl he is
trying to synthesize with is a source of great pain to him.
But when the catalogue does work it is an affirmation of the
potentiality of Adamically perfectible man. The marvel of the, °
. process is that it does not hurry along, totally ignoring the
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dialectio of evii that permeates oreated exiastence. (Recall
it was Augie who released all of Thea's snakes in Acatia.)
The proceas asimply makea evil unneceasary. Where Augie sug-
aeeda with the uaea of ocatalogue, Hernog failas and for exaotly
the oppontké’renaona. In Augie'n world inatinet ie tranmoend-
ent; in Hernog'a world it {n mind that ia transcendent, and
Hernog'a mind will not turn off an that ho might dring to hear
on trr@noneit:hlca an {thatinot that ia quite "larky". , ut the
biggeat difforenae asparating the two ia that Augie {iuw n poet
(hia oatnloguen moan perfedtly) wherean Hersog 12 n aelf-
annointed {nnoocent theoretiaian, the application of whoae the-
oretionl cataloguea to the real world oconatantly eliaita from
him a “whaopal™ There in yot snother way to refine thia dia-
tinotion between theae two dirﬁaronk manipulatora of the aoata-
logue, Negaune Augie {a a namer and an Adamic poet, we are more
inclined to ncoopt him ability to aee the unfallen in the fallen,
to humanine the many-handed enginea of man (ideally) and to view
them totally aubaervient to man, becauane implioitly he poatu=-
lntea thia an an jdeal, Hermor, on the othar hand, the groat
avnoretiat, invariably neea reconniliation between man and na-
ture not aa potential ideal but am n theoretioal poanibility
ending up not in a oatalogue (whiah moocounta for the flesh and
the ateel) hut in an intellectual oatemgory. Auglie's catalogues
proliferate in the novel apmce will allow me to quote only one
of them.'" The prinoiple oatnlogue upon which I have based my
Judgment of Herzog way be found in the later pages of thias study.
It is important to note the aontext in which the following
two oataloguea appear., Augie and hia false Eve, Thea Fenchel,
are on the road, hurtling toward Mexico and their first trial
with Caliguia, the hunting eagle. ILike Adam and Kve thay sport
in nature, and do all the things that Adam and Eve would natu-
rally 4o while ocoupying that happy place. Mt Chiocago ia never
far from Augie's mind and it figures dramatiocally in the second
oatalogue. In the first, Augie's instinotual, Adeamic mode of
peroeption is emphasiszed and is quite self-explanatory. Lying
naked on a hillside with Thea, an awareness of his relatedness
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to things comes over Augie. .

Some things I  have an ability to see
without feeling much previous history,
almost like birds or dogs that have no
human condition but are always living in
the same age, the same at Charlemagne's
feet as on a Missouri scow or in a Chi-
cago junkyard. And often that is how
the trees, water, roads, grasses may
come back in their green, white, blue,

" . steepness, spots, wrinkles, veins, or
smells, 8o that I can fix my memory down
‘'to an ant in the folds of bark or fat
in a piece of meat or colored thread on
the collar of a blouse. Or such dis-
criminations as where, on a bush of
roses, you see variat{ons in heats that
make your breast and bowels draw at
various places from your trying to cor-
respond; when even the rose of rot and
wrong makes you attempt to answer and
want to stir.

(AM, 342) .
Augie's instinctive recognition of the Redeemed world of the
lion and the lamb, timeless, "always living in the same age,"
is a place from which he feels the mysterious pangs of the
exile. But that perfect and timeless world casn be re-claimed,
as Augie does in all his beginnings, and made to live again in
the rising and falling flow of the catalogue.. That deep-down,
- terrible sense of loss that the American Adam experiences in
trying to re-correspond to the Jeffersonian covenant with nature
almost stirs Augie to Roussesuian tears. Oniy the heart is
capable of plumbing the depths of loss for the American Adam.
Herzog, who has "committed a sin of some kind againat his own
heart, while in pursuit of a grand synthesis" (Hergog, 2u7),
throws himseit upon the thorns ot life, and bleeds. "“And then?
I fall upon the thorns of life, I bleed again. And what next?
I get laid, I take a short holiday" (Hergog, 207). And Augie?
What of Augie? Well, he throws himself upon the thorns of life,
and the thorns become a part of him, turning into what the bees
missed in their study of the rose. He absorbs all. He tries
to aasume everything, and that, too, we as a reader must assume. :
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The second catalogue ococurs in roughly the same context,

Augie and Then are still on their way to Mexico and are water-
ing, as it were, in a small cow pasture in the Ozarks. Be-
cause of n lack of real harmony between Augie and the goddess-
daughter of Yahweh or the Plotinian over-soul, that overwhelm-
ing sense of awful barriers that exists between Adam and the
things to whioch he naturally relates, rises in his soul,

Meanwhile the birds, clouds, cattle in the
water, things, utazod at their distance, and
there was no need to herd, acocount for, hold 3
them in the head, but it waa enough to be
among them, released on the ground as they
were in their brook or in the air. I meant
something like this when I said occasionally
I could look out like a creature. If I men-
tioned a Chicago junkyard as well as Charle-
magne's estate, I had my reasons. For I
could look into any air, I could recall the
bees and gnats of dust {n the heavily divided
heat of a street of El pillars~ such as Lake
Street, where the junk and old bottleyards
are- I{ke a terribly conceived church of mad-
men, and its stations, endless, where wor-
shipers crawl their carts of rsgs and bones.
And sometime misery came over me to feel that
I myself was the creation of such places.

How is it that human beings will submit to
the gyps of previous history while mere crea-
tures look with their original eyes.

(AM, 345)
"I mysel{ was the creation of such places," says Augie, but it
is naive to assume that such places are-not capable of ' contain-
ing the legncy of the Adamic covenant with nature. To be able
to look out on the external world "like a creature" and not
merely juxtapose but reconcile the sanctity of human life in
junkyards that nature forms like churches, where worshipers
"crawl their carts" and make the stations of the cross, is to
see meaning and depth such as the generality of mankind (to use
Arnold's favorite heavy phrase) cannot perceive. Still, the
‘reader might object that Augie feels a misery come over him when
he reflects that these are his origins. But it is only history,
"a gyp," that creates misery. Augie's capacity to sbsorb, as-
similate and re-create "out of rags and bones," "Charlemagne and
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Junkyards® is the very heart of a struggling Adamic Soul 1n
the technocratic, grft-not-given-back, Twentieth Century. But
at times the barriers are too high and the walls too thick to
allow an Adamite to penetrate with "original eyes™ to the or-
ganic within the inorganic. And no amount of instinct wiil do
to see growth and light in Jefferson's O most untended garden.
It is oniy in his innocent and perfectly tuned moments, how-
ever, that Augie can reconcile the one thing in the other,
*dirty lumps of kerosene Light burming, like persimmons streaked
with black™ (AM, 352).

Always "in opposition to fixity" (AM, 219), forever seeking
the "axial lines" that will repudiate a totally fallen nature
and affirm a totally perfectible man, Augie rises and falls and
rises again into new beginnings so many times it is almost past
counting. His first "spill™ is a happy spill (O Felix culpa),
for it allows him to see himself posited against unabsolved
history, which gobbles the individual and makes him shape be-
havioristically himself to history's many versions. He falls
in a coal yard (like the Invisible Man) and rises from the sti-
fling influence of his brother Simon, who plays the game the
historical way and gets rich. He falls from a horse and rises
from the corrupting influence of the daughter of an indifferent
over-God, who looks on Adamic man and nature”agggggggggg from
his human taxi, a rickshaw. He falls from the long boat of a
torpedoed American merchantman into the great American Leke,
the Atlantic, and rises, after first floating around with a mad
historical visionary who tries to conscript Augie into helping
him foist a "serum like a New River Jordon" upon America's des-
perate need for redemption, and rises to reclaim the true Eve
through whoa he can see more clearly that the foster-home and
Adamic acedemy for all the suffering children in the world, "a
private green place like one of those Walden or Innisfree wat-
tle jobs under the kind sun®” (AM, 534) is impractical- a cook-
ing of butterflies in lard, "millenarisn notion® (AN, 535).

But at this point the resder knows Augie March better than that
and he can appreciate that this distance from the gsxrden is
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only a low point induced by the realities of love and merrisge
in the quotodian. Auglie will dounce back, forever resilient,
forever new, and like the "Columbus of those near-at-hand" (AM,
557), who goes everywhere, re-discover the unfallen garden in
America. If not today, tomorrow. But surely the next day.
And all of us, "inside your breast, the entire cast"? will
share in the redemption.

There is no violation, I should think, in not treating the
three novels under consideration periatim. For this reason,
therefore, I shall pasas over Henderson The Rain ggggnand move
directly into Herzog (1964), my reason being that an understand-
ing of Herzog, a mock-Adamite who has lost his intuitive and
instinctual powers, provides a better insight into Henderson,
who is the real stuff, the Adamic prince, redeemed and wonder-
fully gone astray into the primal world rather than into the in-
tellectual swamps of his own mind & la Moses Elkanah Herzog.

For it is with Herzog like this: The upper reaches of his mind,
steeped in dialectical history and always on the prowl looking
for the grand aynthesis- "What this country needs ip a good
five-cent gynthesis" (207), "haunt the past® (143) rather than
studying it, and for this reason, smong others I shall discuss
presently, his mind is incapable of stasis or "potato love” or
the peace that passeth understanding. The lower, Adamic, in-
stinctive reaches of his mind, however, are always trying to re-
Ject history and process and achieve (though rarely) an unbidden
synthegis of the fallen and unfallen worid that tregically or
comically (you pays yer money) they cannot communicate to the
upper reaches of his mind until he learns to shut up at the end
and accept his "occupancy” as a “"sad-ass" American Adam. "The
last dust-and-water image is a full, easy nod toward his nmother's
illustration that Adam is dust and sweat. Hersog is no longer
in motion, he is not bathed in words; he chooses silence, ‘At
this time.'"18 (2un), ,

But I have the cart before the horse. It is really neces-
sary to establish this "Rube Goldberg” intellectual, who wrote
a brillfient Ph.D. dissertation on "The/Btate of Nature in the




Eighteenth and Ninsteenth Century" as a mook-Adsnite before
we oan degin to accept these two antithetical compartments in
his mind,

Horgog is a novel of ocirocular proportions. In terms of
place, it begins where it ends in the Berkshires in the ocountry
at Imdeyville, (sounds like Looneyville) Mass. At his "Ameri-
can estate" (Hergog, 322), Herzog's untended garden home, he pro=-
jects a thought into time and space that is broken up only by
his moving from hammook (man swinging between trees- of,

Ashphalter's monkey, Rococo) to Recamier couch (an apt parody of

the psychiatrist's ocouch) to the grass (an Adamic parody of
mortality) to the john (a parody of the death by defecation?19)-

and this while reading Pope,. and-finally out amongst men in
Ludeyville with hif brother, Will, and thence back to his pas-

toral debacle where the novel ends in silence. The thought cut

off. Nothing more to say. 1 suppose what I am trying to say

is that, strictly speaking, there is no plot to the novel. And

there is nothing drastically consistent about Herszog's mind,

either. His mind does to ideas what Henderson does to the frogs

in the cistern: he blasts them everywhere and they lie ‘dying

for being out of their element. He ia at once capable of Jug-

gling in his mind the most profound philosophical thoughts and

the most egregious kinds of parody ("O Lord, lead me not into

Penn Station"). (Was it Herzog who wrote on the wall of the New i
York subway, "Allen Ginsberg sneasks to the Methodist Church?"

I don't doubt it.) Anyway, abstracting from the general run of
Herzog's circuitous thought one message stands out very clear. .
"Go through what is comprehensible and you conclude that on.y "y
the incomprehensible gives any light. This was by no means a i
'general idea' with him now" (266). But how is it possible,

one asks, for a man dedicated to intellection to come to such
conclusions? Bellow himself provides the answer. "We have to
dismiss a great number of thoughts if we are to have any orea-
turely or human life at all. How does one live if it is neces-
sary to render ceaseless judgments?"20 One should not infer
tfrom Bellow's statement that he has written an snti-intellectual
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novel, Far from it. He has simply made allowance for the ractA
that of itseif, the process of thought leads back upon itself
and does not provide either the forum or the frame of redemp-
tion for the "convalescence of life." It is instinct finally
that leads us to God, or out into the "creaturely™ garden, or
helps us mercifully to shut up, and shut off the mind.

But again, I repeat my own question. Wherefore Herzog as
mock-Adamite? Well, to begin with, he confesses to us openly
near the end of the novel that what he knows of ideology, in
fact, he has learned from his blue-stocking, sex-extortionist,
gsecond wife, Madeleine (Eve), and what he lLearns is that ideol-
ogy "has something to do with catastrophe” (334). Although he
had tallen into Herr Dr. Heidegger's "quotidian or ordinary"
(1VU6) before having coupled with Madeleine, his feet never felt
the heat of the city pavement or the grass ot the pastoral fair
untili she arranged for his fall.

" A man in years he then was, but in years

- only, and in his father's eyes stubbornly
un-European, that innocent by deliberate
choice. Moses refused to know evil. But
he could not refuse to experience it. And
therefore others were appointed to do it
to him, and then to be accused (by him) of
wickedness.

(AM, 176)
Herzog's form of the mask which he learns from the walls of the
New York Subway serves him little: “If they smite you, turn
the other face.” Even as class orator in his high school in
Chicago, Herzog could affirm that "every man should be open to
ecstasy or a divine illumination,” which in retrospect he weighs
as something uniquely American. "He believed his American cre-~
dentials were in good order” (160). As it is with Augie March
and "Leo" E. Henderson, Herszog .cannot escape the Adamic heritage
of being an orphan. "A man is born to be orphaned," he says,
"and to leave orphans behind him" (29). What this sentiment
coamunicates to the lower Adamic reaches of his mind is that he
needs to be delivered back "to the species for a primitive cure"”
(93) by which he can relate to life but not synthesize it.
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Lacking this second alternative, mock-Adamic Herszog must suf-
fer through "the post-Cartesisn dissolution, next door to the
void” (93). Is it any wonder, Hersog cries out "that man is
formed like a cross?” Of course it is little wonder that he
wuffers when at times it comes upon him that the fate of West-
ern Civilization "depends on the successes of Moses E. Herzog"
(125). An antidote to such illusions consists in the "Reality
Instructors® from the ordinary who lay on the lumps "of the
Real” (125). Into this category fits everyone Herzog knows and
some dead people he doesn‘'t know. To escape these, his Adamic
reaches send him into the garden, where, guilt-stricken (why is
Herzog guilty about anything? His wife is a moral criminal!)

he hangs stora windows amidst the "drooping tomato vines" of
his Chicago version of the American garden. Inside the house,
Madeleine has just read Herzog the news in Welsh; in time pres-
ent, lying on the Recamier couch, "with no more style than
[Ashphalter'g/ chimpanzee®™ (10), Herzog can see himself in ret-
rospect with killing detachment- Lilliputian style, "through the
front end of a telescope, a tiny clear image. That Suffering
joker” (11). What we have here is a perfect example of what the
upper reaches do to the lower reaches in Herzog's mind. By this
I do not mean to imply that gardening, according to the upper
reaches, is the activity of childlike men, but that it is inutile
as a means to realize the synthesis toward which the lower
reaches are instinctively striving. Hersog "understands that

he himselif has been one of the bungling child-men, pure heerts
in the burlap of innocence” (126), but he cannot accept the fact
kthat mind can do no more than amuse itself like the hands of an
0ld man over a young woman's body. I speak here specifically of
the American mind torn spart by its inherént need for redemp-
tion21 and everywbere at odds with the complexity of a culture
it secretly does not endorse. It is thus that Herzog never
seems to be able to focus or come to the point. "Come to the
point. What is the point?” he agonizes. (51) VWell, thers are
enemies of life who woulid destroy mankind, but what to do sbout
them if you cannot seem to square with the beastiy point.




Perheps if we could "lie down in the streets" (51) in the
capitols of the world and ory, "Let life continue- we may not
deserve it, but let it continue" (51). But he never completes
the thought pattern; a new letter is started which in the Adamic
reaches of his mind Hergzog knows to be another one of the
"canned goods of the intellectuals" (74): 1like debating the
pros and cons of Enthusiasm with himself, trying to fit togeth-
er nicely, Bacon and Locke (resd lochs), or Methodigm and
Williem Blake in a chapter from his first book, Romanticigm
and Christisnity. But the alternative to the "canned sauer-
kraut of Spengler's 'Prussian Socialism,' the commonpiaces of
the Wasteland outlook™ (75) et cetera, the upper reaches of his
mind tell him, is equally unattractive.

I could be Moses, the old Jew-man of
Iundeyville, with a white beard, cutting
the grass under, the washline waith my
antique reel-mower. Eating woodchucxks.

(Herzog, 49)
Herzog is no American Adamic prince a la Henry David, nor was
he ever meant to be, say the upper reaches. "You are just going
through a change of outiook” (207) brought on by the pressures
of city Life. Your job is to synthesize, bring together a
meaningtul past to a grateful present. Your Eden in Iundeyviile,
the upper reaches continue, is a "nursing home," a Lovely "green
hole” (331), and that is all. It is natural for you, a highly
civilized intellectual man to hate "and resent the civilization
that makes /your/ 1life possible"” (304). Keep in mind your new
article:

It all involves historical asnalysis. I
would argue that we have fashioned a new
utopian history, an idylli, comparing the
present to an imaginary past, because we )
hate the world as it is. 8 hatred of ) i
the present has not been understood. f

(163)
How odd that Bellow is able to resist sticking in a gic probo
here and there to highlight the fun.
But Herszog's Adamic reaches have their day in court, too,
and it is not unususl to find him concluding a polemic against
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himself thus: "But my emotional type is archaic. Belongs to
the sgricultural or pastoral stages"” (265). Further, his
Adamic reaches counsel hiF through” the ghost of Jefferson22 that
all life belongs to the living, "the desd, dead,” should be
"without effect on the new generation™ (114). And so it goes,
back and forth throughout the novel, the conspiracy of the upper
reaches against the lower, Adamic reaches. Who wins? Nobody ¢
and yet everybody in the process of shutting up. "Here comes
practically everybody. Here comes Bloom"- Ben Moses Elkhanah
Herzog Bloom whom "God has gilded all over. I like that, God ;
has gilded me all over" (321). But what has turned off Herzog's
inteliectual taps? A legitimate question. Perhaps somehow
Herzog has been frightened by Nietzsche's The Gay Science and
1ts categorical i1mperative to the effect that man is "what he
thinks no less than what he does, and his réligion and phiioso-
phy are of his very essence no less éhan hi, physique."23 A
frightening thought to shut up anyone, let!aione a sensitive
mind such as He}zog's. Couid he have seen what Rocco saw, he
would most assuredly have shut up. (And where does this haunt-
ing monkey come from? My Lord Rochester?)

A1l the while, the large brown monkey, with
arms folded over his chest, and red,

eyes, was looking on, silently disseminating
his grimness. Death, thought Herzog. The
real thing. .

(Herzog, 44)
Though Hexrzog sees death in the monkey's visage, the monkey sees
reflected 1n Herzog's eyes, all of Herzog's past instant theat-
rics, such as guns at the window on the other side of which _
"potato love" Gersbach bathes Herzog's littie daughter, June,
the girl to whom the ever-unwritten Adamic "Insect-Iliad" is
dedicated.

Herzog writes (mskes) categories, not catalogues, and un-
like Augie March, he is unablie to realize the synthesis for
which he yearns like the calf after the cow'’s tit. But, there
18 an exception to this as there is to everything except death,
and it takes its form from the uncalied for, unbidden metaphor
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that every now and then obtrudes upon the categories of Herszog's

minh. In the process, the one becomes the other, the inorganic
bécome the organic, the fallen becomes the unfallen, and the
American garden becomes once again the place where the Jeffer-
sonian covenant is restored in resplendency. This passage is
not atypical: -

The short oaks bristled 1like metal. The
fields turned blue, Each radio spire was
like a needle's eye with a drop of blood
in it. The dull bricks of Elizabeth fell
behind. .At dusk Trenton approaghed like
the heart of a coal fire. Herzog read the
minicipal sign- Trenton Makes, The World
Takes!

(Herzog, 105)
Herzog when he least
aks" and "metal" com-

Here is , unbidden, that
lookg” for it. It\d wor in
plement human "blood in the neéedle's eye)" and Trenton (with
all its suffering humanity given purpose) ha human heart
beating in unison with the products it sends throughout the
world." Could Whitman have desired any more? Could even he
have brourht together elements more disparate? The second

. (%)
_passage igs more complex yet more controversial. ?

This was his station, and he ran up the
stairs. The revolving gates rattled their
multiple bars and ratchets behind him., He
hastened by the change booth where a man sat
in a light the color of strong tea, and up
two flights of stairs. In the mouth of the
exit, he stopped to catch his breath. { Above -
him the flowering glass, wired and gray, and
Broadway heavy and blue in the dusk, almost
tropical; at the foot of the downhill eighties
lay the Hudson, as dense as mercury. On the
points of the radio towers in New JGrsoy red
lights like small hearts beat or tingled. 1In
midstreet, on the benches, 0ld people: on
faces, on heads, the stron% marks of decay:
the b{g legs of women and the blotted eyes of
men, sunken mouths and inky nostrils., I{ was
the normal hour for bats swooping raggedly
(Ludeyville), or pieces of paper (New York)
to remind Herzog of bats. An escaped balloon
was fleeing like a sperm, black and quick
into the orange dust of the west. He ‘crossed




the street, making a detour to avoid a f
of grilled chicken and sausage. The cro:g
was traipsing over the brosd sidewalk.

Moses took a keen interest in the uptown ,
public, its theatrical spirit, its performers-
the transvestite homosexuals painted with
great originality, the wigged women, the les-
bians looking so male you had to wa:lt for

them to determine their true sex, hair dyes

of every shade. Signs in slmost every passing
face of a deeper coamm interpretation of
destiny- eyes that heild metsphyasical state-
ments. And even pious o0ld women who trod the
pat: 3£ ancient duty, still buying kosher
meat.

(Bergog, 178-9)
This is the most important and revealing passage in the entire
novel, and I quite agree with Porrest Read that "these are in-
deed metaphysical statements in addition to being reflections
of Herzog's own Rémona-dominated destination."25 (192) I do not,
however, in any way agree with his manner of reading tﬁn, which
is basically right for the wrong reasons. I would have him
.speak first. The image pattern reveals to Read a city become
"a lush jungle, a humen womb, a sterile onanistic giant whose
denizens have bettered nature by 'creating' of themselves in-
verted biological mechanisms."2® I would submit that the pro-
cess to which Read refers is not onanistic but reciprocal and
brings to mind James Dickey's Adamic exchanges in such major
poems as "Cherrylog Road,” "The Wrecx" and ”Firobo-bing,"?’
where the-drganic and the inorganic sre successfully married in
Adsmic ceremonies at which time has been denied admittance.
Most assuredly, the process is not an “"encroaching mechanisa”
reflecting "emotional deformity,"<8 and a quick examination of
the nature and ground eof the particular imsges used in the meta-
phors allows the reader to assume what Hersog (unwittingly)
assumes when the lion lies down with the lamb; when the upper
reaches successfully cosliesce with the lower Adsmic reeches in
the unbidden, not-to-be-conjured, Americsn garden. It is not a
question of psrallel lines that meet somehow by fist or miracle:
rather it is a question of one circle of mind expanding out into
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another, and thus becoming self-creating. I do not think
"onanistic" is an acourate word to descridbe the process, and
the phenomegon does not exactly "better nature” as reveal an
exchange that has been going on without surcease since the or-
ganic worid first began to surrender up to the inorganic worid

in the first light of the time of matter. Being an Adamic in-
nocent, Herzog is able to pendtrate this world and synthesize

its oppoaiteé. even if it is Jjust for a fleeting moment. A

special light sttends the Adamic wedding; it is "the color of
strong tea," and it changes to "blue" as Herzog reaches the top .
entrance to the subway. What confronts him here is inorganic
windows that are "flowering” and a Broadway that has become
“tropical®™ and lush as the Hudson River flows into "merocury"”

and back again into its prescribed element. On rsdio towers in

New Jersey the "red lights" on the very top beat like "small

hearts* that testify to the Adamic Redemption of the organic

from the inorganic. And over all, a "fleeting balloon"” is re-
leased into the process "like a sperm" into Herzog's amazing ..
“"ordinary"” with somehow the promise of life and meaning in Jef-
erson's unsought and most untended garden, the American city.

But tlie vision will not hold; "the metaphysical statements” fade

out in the eyes of those who pass. It now becomes possible to
determine the true sex of "the lesbians looking s0 male” who at

the height of the vision, were inscrutable. Iife slips back

not to thL normative but to the normel. Thus comes synthesis,
unbidden and unheralded, triggered undoubtedly by an endemic
Jewigh quality that can see the divine in the daily, a religious
ceremony in the parteking of & pickle on Fifty-Seventh Street

and Seventh Avenue at high noon or snytime of the dsy you plesse.
Because of his inordinate retiocination, Hersog has virtually
lost the Jewish Adsmic touch, the wand of unity that formerly
he enjoyed as s small boy on Napoledn Street in Montresl.

:g behavior o;ortgat there is a dar-
er ageinst ave been pressing
from the first, all =y life, with
the convioction that it 1s necessary to
press, and that something sust ocome of it.




Pbrhngc I can eventually pass through,

I must slvays have hed sudh an idea. 1Is
it faith? is it simply childishness
expeoting to be loved for doing your bi&-
den task.,

(Hersog, 231)

On the other side of "the bdarrier" is, of course, the New Amer=
ican Jerusalem, Eve-lesa, yet abounding in love. One ocannot
buy a ticket there with the mind alone. Yet there is some-~ ,
thing there on the other side of the barrier, and Hersog's in-
atinocts, attenuated as they have become, cannot ocommuniocate to
his mind how they can pget together. Thus Hersog becomes gro-
tesque in a complicated manner: a mock Adamic., I do not mean
to imply by this that thé book is “anti-intellectusl," as some
early reviewers have said. It simply points to the ocomic "im=-
possibility of arriving at a synthesis that can satisfy modern
demands, "?9 IroqQ#alLy it was Einhorn who pointed out to
Augie, "you can't save your soul by thought" (AM, 117).

If redemption for Augie March takes the form of freedom
from the hiastorical versions of "ourselves" and redemption for
Herzog takes the form of freedom from thought, it must be ocon-
fessed that neither of these two positions acoomplishes anything
like total Adamic redemption, which would be contrary to Bellow's
intentions: 1i.e., to use the myth as a convenient apparatus in "
trying to explain the need for redemption in American 1ife,.30
Augie accepta his own "shady" mortality and even cherishes its
imbalanced accidenta; Herszog "in ocaoupancy” is hopefully off the .
way. Both have rejected the posa{bilif;/ot total AMamioc redemp~- .
tion in the Ameriocan garden as nog,nniy visionary but .v‘ndt\“
little dangerous. Dosp*ruto%;/diairins love in the Adamioc Egﬁ7 R
al, both sust learn, howevar, to acqoept love in the quotidien-
a substitute that has its ups and downs and requires careful
handling on the part of the lover. With Eugene Henderson, how=
ever, alias "Leo" E. Henderson, as he signs himself in the let-
ter to his wife, 'Lily, after having received "Reichian lion
therapy"37- King Dabfu snd having been converted from the
imaginative to the literal by Dehfu, the Adamic redemption is




total and joyous but in a way in which mind and body are no 5
. ‘longer mutually exclusive but happily married. It was Dahfu

who pointed out to Henderson, "you fled what you were; you did

not believe you had to perish" (HRK, 87). Thus where Herzog

would be free of his mind, Henderson would be free of that

thing which most reminds him of death: his body. By accepting:

death as the inevitable reality, he begins."life anew,” square-

ly facing the death he can now embrace as natural, as a sur- f

cease from suffering. "Maybe time was invented so that misery

might have an end. 8o that it shouldn't last forever? There

may be something in this. And bliss, Just ths opposite, is

eternal? There is no time in blisa. All the clocks were thrown

out of heaven" (HRK, 328). Casting off the body or the less de-

sirable etffects of the animal in him, Henderson therefore moves - '

up the evolutionary ladder by degrees to the throne of Adamic

Man at the conclusion. Returned to America via Newfoundland,

he has combined the two contraries of his personality in such a

manner that he is now complete and brimming over with love.

Having lifted the curse on himself, he can now tackle the curse

on the American garden that he recognized in his drunken rant-

ings at the train station in Danbury, Connecticut: "Whatever

gains I ever made were always due to love and nothing else" (HRK,

339).

For as long as he can remember, there had always been a

voice inside Henderson dvmanding, "I want, I want". Pinally, at

age fifty five, "all his decay having taken place upon a child"

(HRK, 84), this great hulk of a man with a face "like an unfin-

ished church” (HRK, 76), leaves his "misleading" ancestral home

and wife on the Hudson and sets out, rejecting human history,

to primal Africa to satiafy the inner voice that demands redemp- -

tion- the restoration of himself to himselit and his reciamation "

of an harmonious and hence original place in nature. In the

process, what is accepted becomes the acceptor: "he, she, they"

(HRK, 286) is successfully blended with I. Literally, "Leo" E.

Henderson lies down with the lamb, Lily, back in the good old
. American garden which Henderson is about to redeem. How all

of this comes about I shall now attempt to put into sequence,
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The American Adam leaves his Eve and tries to discover

in the psychological depths of Africa a cause for the sense of
loss and displacement that has tormented him all his life.
Goaded on by the inner redemptive voice (in more ways than one,
like Young Goodman Brown), he finds amongst two primitive
tribes, and their customs, different correlatives for the sense
of having fallen that he himself cannot shaske off, and this de-
spite all the wealth and influence he had enjoyed as the son of
a great American family. Amongst the firat tribe of pastoral

herdsmen, who do not eat their cows, Henderson succeeds not only

in not lifting the curse on the tribe, but he makes matters
worse and intensifies their suffonigg. Eacaping, he comes upon
another not so primitive tribe (King Dahfu was almost a medical
doctor in the American University in Beirut), in which unwit-
tingly he lifts the curse of sin from himself and the curse of
drought from the tribe. In this way he becomes Sungo, the rain
god,32 a mixed blessing that comes to the novel from The Golden
Bough by means of a lost bet to King Dahfu. He is reborn and
able to make a new beginning that will ‘allow him to accept the
realities of "he, she and they" divided by I. On the runway of
the airport at Newfoundland, he dances Zorba-gstyle around the
shell of a silver aircraft with a small American orphan boy en-
route to Nevada, who, raised in Persia (perhaps at the conver-
gence of the Tigris and Euphrates Rivers where Eden is supposed
to have been according to medieval scholars), cannot understand
the message of plentitude that one American Adam is trying to
pass on to another. Apparently the boy will have to learn the
American (as opposed to English) language and go through the
same ritual into the non-historical past that has ococupied Hen-
derson. Perhaps without even leaving the country the boy will
be able to satisfy the inner voice that cries out for redemp-
tion when he learns to love himself through others. Thus, the
balancing act is complete: rejecting the orphan child brought
to him by his daughter, Dicey, in the beginning of the novel,
Henderson now through love.has learned to embrace an orphean.
The gymbol works in two ways: bq;ng himself the "original”
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orphan, he has learned that through loving others he oan now
love himself. Of course I do not claim that mine is the only
way to read the novel. There are referents in it pointing to
everything from Bwift's Guliiver or Melville's narrator in '
Typee to parodies of anthropological fertility quests or pay-
choanalytical hijinks involving bears, pigs, pussy cats and
liona. All of this notwithstanding, I must point out that
these influences are peripheral when compared to the core of
Adamic structure and imagery at the center of the novel. But
let me return my attempts at dooumentation.

That Bellow intends us to understand Henderson in terms of
an Ur-American is quite clear. He "came from a stock that had
been damned and derided for more than a hundred years" (JRK,
86), yet he has within his biood "a service ideal" that explains
his inbred desire to lift the fallen world from the unfallen
world, which in practical terms\takes the form of wanting to be
a doctor. But there is a streak of seifishness in him that he
must firat cast off before he can assume the full meaning of
his Adamic "service motivation." All his life he has been try-
ing to raise up or break through to the unfallen place where
instinctively he knows redemption obtains., But how? demands
the volice in him that “"wants"? The playing of his violin, one
of his most consistent and earliest attempts, will never do, as
he tells Lily in his letters home. "I am giving up the violin.
I guess I will never reach my object through it, to reise my
spirit from the earth, to ieave the body of this desth. I
wanted to raise myseif into gnother world" (HRK, 284). Like
Herzog, Henderson feels the unfallen place lies on the other
side of a barrier that he must play through (his atteapts on
the violin), dynamite (the unholy frogs in the cistern), or 1ift
(the totem of Mummah, Queen of Clouds) that he might penetrate
to the unfallen world ot the child, which Jefferson maintained
was an Eden on earth if the American would not betray his orig-
inal sources in nature. But Henderson is no longer a child.

He is & "nosy, gross phantom™ (HRK, 283), who exists in nothing
less than a child-like acceptance of his own originsl and
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mesningful place in nature. He has been there before, he
tells Lily in the letter that Sacho Panza, Romilayu, failed
to post.

It is very early in life, and I am out in
the grass. The sun flames and swells;

the heat it emits is its love, too. 1
have this self-same vividness in my heart.
/Because he has ‘'burst the hour of the
Spirit's sleep.'/ There are dandelions.

I try to gather up this green. I put my
love swollen cheek to the yeliow of the
dandelions. I try to enter into the green.

(HRE, 282)
And now he is returning, though the clouds of glory he trails
behind him are a little shopworn. To become Adam again, not
written oft like "the auk and the platypus and other experi-
ments illustrating such and such a principle,” to become "Man
again” (HRK, 105), it is first necessary to become, paradoxi-
cally, Sungo the Rain King, who, in lifting the Queen of Ciouds,
Mummah, and bringing rain, lifts at the same time the tattered
clouds of glory that have obscured the vision of Henderson his
entire life. What Bellow is accentuating, in other words, is
all the difference between being a Manchild and being a child-
like man. In his role as child-like man, Henderson carries his
innocence like a club; in his role as Adamic Manchild his inno-"
cence, tempered by suffering, is an instrument of love that will
enable him tto 1lift the curse froam the American garden. "Bellow's
heroes are moral masochists, cut off by despair and self-hatred
from those they love, cut off from humanity by their need to go
beyond human life~ to be more than human. They create ideal
versions of themselves and create more, a version of reality in
which they can live. A self and a world: but the ‘'real’ humsn
being and the ‘'real' world don't go away.">> Before coming to
Africa, Henderson the child-like men *with ancient roots that
crossed and choked one another” (HRK, 107) did hate himself,
and as an "artist of himself"™ (HRK, 268) his self-creations,
were lies to protecé“nis innocence from Henderson himself. Upon
leaving Africa, however, King Dahfu has helped Henderson to
convert his innocence from imsginstion to literalness, from the
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realm of self to the realm of the "real" world where it can
do some "real" good. -

'The career of our species,' Dahfu said,
'is evidence that one inag{nation after
another grows literal. Not dreams. Not
mere dreams. Imagination is a force of
nature. Is this not enough to make a
person full of ecstasy? Imagination,
imagination, imagination! It converts
to the actual. It sustains, it alters,
it redeems!

(EBK, 271)
From lion therapy Henderson the beloved has converted love to
the actual, from which he abstracts lamb therapy that he will
apply for the rest of his days, not just as a doctor, but as
a loving human being as well. Henderson is not blind to the
extremes to which Dahfu has carried his "conversions,” but he
loves him just the same- one step away from idolatry. After
all, "he was a guy with a program. And when I say he lost his
head, what I mean is not that his judgment abandoned him but
that his enthusiasms and visions swept him far out" (HRK, 235).
From Dahfu, Henderson takes the best and leaves all the rest
back in the tomb of the strangled kings of the Wariri, knowing
full well that a lovely lamb must one day become a full grown
sheep in a world that eats sheep. PFor this reason, he takes
along back to America the small lion cub that is a symbol in
Bellow's world of the balance that Henderson will now be able
to strike in loving fashion between the lion and the lamb. BHe
has learned finally that it takes a little bit of lion to be a j
man, but a whole lot of lamb to be a human being. g
As I mentioned earlier, Henderson goes through a rebirth,
a series of them. The first two fail as object lessons be-
cause, as he tells Romilayu, "Figuring will get me nowhere,
it's only illumination that I have to wait for" (HRK, 204).
Flying over Africa for the first time, his departure in itself
a rejection of his former porcine nature, Henderson looks down
and sees the *nterior as "an ancient bed of mankind,™ and he
defines his ppsition relative to heaven and earth in texrms of
"an airborn geed"™ (HBK, 42) whose deposit in the earth will
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bring the illumination his soul requires. Once set down on the .
seed bed, the earth, however, he ias scocepted amongat the pas-
toral Arnewi as a guest with a "body toughened by grief." This >
body wins him an audience and a vr;ltling matoh with Queen ‘
Willatale's nephew, Iteloj; but he is not received as a redeenmer,
an important fact he fails to note. Acting the role of a oon-
bination Peace-Corps Moses, he seta a bush on fire with his
Boglgian lighter to impress the natives with hia 014 Testament,
Yankee "know-how." The natives are not impressed, and it fi-
nally dawns on Henderson that he has come to Africa to learn
something terrible about himseif and that these people, through
their queen, might have something to tesch him., But then when
asked by the quesn who he is, he cannot say because at this

point he does not know. Instead, he gives to her a foolish

gift of n waterproof coat in a time of drought that indeed he
should keep for himself, given the realities of rain on a man

who cannot put down his roots. But she is delighted and invites
him to place his head in the folds of her great stomach, and

he feels himaself sinking, trying frantically to get back to the
womb in a way that will allow him rebirth and redemption. The
sensation that flows over him is preparatory to the "hour that )
burate the spirit's slaeep,” but the hour has not come (the whole
passage has oorny Freudian overtones to it), éhough the experi-
ence has inepired in him the insight that "living among such
people might change a man for the better" (HEK, 77). If re-
birth is not possible at this point, it is because the seed in
the African ground is not ready to germinate. Henderson ocoun-
ters the instinctual attempts of the Queen to raise him again
(three times he calls himself Lazarus) from the desd by an in-
ane presentation of a pretty gift reciprocated by, ironically,
the skin of a lion. But he is not done. Henderson teels a
compelling inadequacy that obliges him to 1lift the curse
(drought) from the Arnewi, and he fashions a flashlight-shell
molotov cocktail to rid the cistern of the frogs in the cows' ,
drinking trough. He is a man on a holy errand that, of course, ;
miscarries and sends him into exile once again. Queen




Willatale has told him that he is a man of suffering “who- !
want~to-live," but because of his ineptitude, she bids hinm, '
"goo'by. IFo'evsh" (HRK, 111).

Once again as the besotted American on the road, Hender-
son and his side-kick, Romilayu, explore the wilds of the
human heart in opposition to itself, although Romilayu, a
sinple, dedicated Christian man never brings himself to pass
Jjudgment on the redemption-seeker, Henderson. But his hour
is at hand- only the formula to bring the hand around is in-
complete. And Henderson finds it by aoting the folk-legend
American hero who can move either a mountain or cony a stone
queen (Mummah) whose displacement requires a little more than
naivete and enthusiasm, for he-who-moves-her becomes Bungo,
heir-apparent to the king, the failure of whose sexual prowess
(at any sge, let alone 55) results in strangulation. That he
is up to it may be a tribute to either American cereal or to
the instinctualism that motivates Henderson in all his quests.

He prevails over weight and sheer density, however, and moves .
the Mummah toward the place of his viable redemption, which &
has its risks, as mentioned above. For no sooner does he be-
come the Sungo, after having moved Mummah, than he, in a few
words, becomes subject to laceration, floggings, whippings,
stones and terror in his bowels, culminating in a duaping in

a cowpond, six inches deep, from which he will arise, no longer

a seed, with a "coat of earth™ (HRK, 202). In displacing the
Totem, Queen Mummah, he has almost displaced the clouds in his
own cancerous and life-obscuring innocence. Btanding nasked

in the driving rain bewailing his “condition,"” Henderson is

not yet fully awere that "the hour that burst the spirit's

sleep™ is upon him. As a seed, he is now ready for a germina-
tion, leading toward Adamic redemption.

We next find him clothed in a most logical manner, con-
sidering the fact that he is a seed in the process of germina-
tion. Thus he wears a helmet, the outside shell of the seed;
he is given, in his nev capacity as Sungo, a strange pair of
silken green pantaloons, the inside covering of a seed that
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both protects and nourishes in germination, the inner ocore,
the vhite jookey shorts under the pantaloons, the innermost
source of new life. In terms of botany these complementing
parts would ocorrespond to the teste, the endo and the
ootyledon respectively. RMnally, it is worth noting that
Henderson remains covered with sarth and dirt until he is
fully rebarn in the light of his viable innocence. This re-
birth he sets in motion by descending down through fallopien
tunnels, with Dehfu, who is also seeking rebirth in trying to
bresk through to his father. These tubes, empty out into a
woab-like-chamber in which the licness, Atti Queen of the
“inherent,” resides. Having been soaked by the rain and baked
by the sun, all conditions are now propitious for the rebirth
that will take plasce in full when Henderson escapes from the
tomb of the strangled kings of the Wariri near whare Dahfu had
been emasculated by the lion both were trying to contain.

Once inside the womb, the process of converting the imagination
to the actual begins. Repeated exposures are necessary, how-
ever, before Henderson's "birthright® (HRK, 233) of "I want,

I want®™ can be fulfilled, or expedited through exposure to and
imitation of the inhereant in the lioness, Atti. What passes
between the lioness and Henderson is not just new sources of
coursge but "a spirit of love making and pressing and squeesing
unbearsbly inside me" (HRE, 23A4). From the coursge of the
lioness is reborn the love of the lamb, and for this reason
Henderson is able to go around the villege in his capacity as
Bungo and to bless every living thing with a gourd shsped like
a censer. After the fact of his firast exposure to Atti,
(though the ritual is not complete until he escapes from the
tomb) the only terms in wvhich Henderson can express what has

transpired within him are drawn from The Scientific Amexican:

Before I left home I resd in a that
there sre flowers in the desert (that's the
Great American desert) that bloom maybe onoe
in forty or £4 years. It all 4 on
the smount of all. Now to

this article, you can take the seeds and put
them in a bucket of water, but they won't




te. No, sir, Yeur Highness, soaking
water won't do it, It has to be the
rain oouughthrouh the soil. It has Yo
wash over thea for a certain number of days.
And then for the firat time in fifty or
sixty years you see lilies and larkspurs
and such, Roses. Wild peaches. I was very

much choked up.
(HBK, 234)

Henderson is obviously talking about himself, and though self-
explanatory, the passage doces invoke the Great America desert
that Adamic Henderson will preaently redeea insofar as he is
nov able to reconcile the lion and the lamb within him. A
final proof that the objeot lesson of love passed on to him by
Atti has not been lost is witnessed in the emcape from the
tomb where, after some deliberation, the roduno;l Hendexrson re-
fuses to "break, beat or strangle" (234) any of those respon-
sible for the death of King Dehfu or his own spiritual and
physical imprisonment. Triumphans Agno! Now fully germinated,
no longer "a lasarus type" (329), it is possible "the grass
should be my cousins,” and this in spite of the fast that he
knows nature will continue to "throw the book at me" (HRK, 33).
Now that he ocan reconcile and accept the rhythmn of all life,
it is appropriate that in Rome, he should discard the weeds of
germination and put on "a corduroy outfit, burg&nd: colored,
and an alpine hat with Berssgliere feathers, plus a new shirt
and underpants” (HRK, 332). He is the flower full blown, re-
deened, and no longer a séed,

‘On the aircaraft home, just before touching down at New-
foundland, Henderson is drought together with the orphaned
Anerican Ademite from Persia, who went straight to his heart
"like a fall-bruised spple” (HEK, 335). In the small boy's
eyes, "new to life altogether” Henderson could see "new life.
They had that new luster. With it they had ancisnt power, too.
You could never convince me-that this was for the first time”
(HERK, 339). This small boy n.g’ been to the New World before;
he has been and gone awvay msny times and he is now coming back
sgain to take from Henderson the message of plenitude that ean
only be passed on through ocresturely instinet in the "Peaseadle
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Kingdom" that is always just around the corner in Amexrieca.
There is room to dance. 8o they do.

For Saul Bellow, "nothing ever runs unmingled” (HRK, 339).
Augie March accepts that fact but with reservations. Herszog
will continue to try because he no longer hates his creature-
self with whom he is destined to be in occupancy. Henderson
now loves not just the world but himself through it, and he
is "leaping, leaping, pounding and tingling," in company with
the boy and the lion cub, toward a redemption in America, for
which, the technocracy notwithstanding, no curse is too great
for these Redemptive American Adams.

Kerouac's The Dharma Bums should begin, "Once upon a
time." Malamud's A New Life should begin in a similar fashion.
That it does not, however, should not obscure the relative
similarities that do exist between the two novels, although
the hero of the former is a Zen radical, and the Adamic hero
of the latter is an alleged "frustrated Union Square Radical"3%4
(NL, 346). Like Ray Smith in The Dharma Bums, S. Levin is
an exile from the East, "formerly a drunkard" snd no stranger
to dissolution and despair, who comes to a small agricultﬁral-
technical college as an English instructor in North-East Wash-
ington to discover "the new life" that he knows by instinct
is his natural Jeffersonian heritage. The depth of his . fall
in the East (New York) notwithstanding, he remains an innocent
(by Jewish definition, a schlemeil), who wears his self-created
Adamic personality behind a mask, consisting of a raincoat, a
hat, and an umbrella. None of the "rugged Westerners,” being
God's chosen democratic people in nature, need to wear such
extraneous things: "the progress of his conaciousness, like
Lear's, urges him to stripping in the wilderness."35 When
completely stripped, it is Levin's fondest hope that he will
be in the presence of love, which will serve up the formulae
for the full Adamic redemption he sincerely hopes is close at
hand. This does not, however, turn out to be the ocsse; for
wvhen love does come to this Dimsdale-like sufferer in the form
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of the wife of his department chairman, Levin discovers, 2
like Mr. Eliot's lady in the aind of Prufrock, "That is not :‘;
what I meant at all. That is not it, at all." Further, not ;
only does love fail to provide the formulese for the redemp-

tion he 80 sorely needs, but it becomes, in spite of Levin's

good intentiona, the efficient cause of his deing thrown out

of the demooratic Eden before he ever really has a chance to

sniff around its gates. Playing Hester Prynne to Levin's

Arthur Dimsdale, Pauline Gilly dboth stalks and seduces Levin

in a forest acend reminiscent (in a mook-analogiocal manner)

of Hawthorne's Soarlet Letter. It is the adultery, of ocourse,

that earns Levin his summary dismnissal from the college, and
coinoidently allows him to piok up & burden of his own making

(in part), and to assume the role of husband and father to a

woman he no longer loves snd in whom he sees clearly the real
source of his failure to oreate the "new life." "Adam"™ and

*Evé” drive away from the Western mountains and head East )
again through the gates of the college that has condemned

Levin to no lettera of recommendation and a future wife (prodb--
ably) who will bear their child in hassle and confusion; and

in so doing, they depart froa Malamud's satiric version of ]
demooratic Eden, Weatern-style. Alweys arriving a little late

for everything, nature, mechanics, gsrdening and now women,

‘Levin searetly fears that perheps he is a little late for the

"new life itself"™ and that even his (now) untensble attach~
ment to Jeffersonisn foundations will not be quite enough to
1ift him up sgain. Why such a bleak situstion should evoke
laughter from the resder is a key to the humor in the novel

and a good illustration of Malamud's intentions throughout:
that is, to play off sgainst one another the Adamioc role in
which some Americans continue to cast themselves with the real-
ities of a modern life that continually tests that role doth
for its droll okaracter and its cathartic effect on the rest
of American society.’® It is in much the same way that Dt
Vonnegut, Jr., "does his stuff® with the Ademic strusture as
ve shall ses presently. And ss we have alresdy seem, the
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Adanic redemptive mode is one of the more sffective ways by
which Saul Bellow has tested the wings of this great American
illusion. Let us in passing, therefore, examine the rela-
tionship between some of Bellow's heroces and Malamud's B.
Levin. By any comparisons, I am not in the least trying to
show indebtedness one way or the other. In fasct, it is Jjust
the opposite, for both writers arrive where they 4o, often
asking the ssme queations, quite independent of 6ne another-
Malamud with his starkness working in ?hu'ooal and Bellow with
his luxuriance working in oils.

The characters I have discussed in the works of both

these artists discover at some point in their careera that
living in the present under the shadow of the past (either
historical or personal or a combination of dboth) is a burden
that atrophies the quality of life in the present and makes of
the future a nightmare not much to be looked toward. The Eter-
nal Now aeems to be a philosophical position in whioch all would
like to share. PFinding this impossible in the complexity of
a society "gone crackers" o modernity, they all attempt a
retreat into nature or close to it, hoping to £find there evi-
dence for the Jeffersonian pastoral redemption they have read
and implicitly felt to be th%ir naturel heditage on this earth.
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It is only Henderson who sucdeeds in this ent .
Finding the barriers between themselves and the\unfallen place
ell but impenetrable and fee cheated -of the
that King Dahfu calls Henderson's "birthright,” the rest are
forced into various forms of sublimation that will satisfy
their minds until the top of the next hill is reached and
courage to go down and up
It is in the up and down that the humor: resides: one part of
the Adamic self meeting other m#-hdmo part of the saie
self coming from opposit ons, It is ulf-htrd that
often inspires all the beginnings in which potentisl trag-
ody resides, and thus the falls that ooour, many times, are
from no higher than the: sy heights of the Adamic¢ imsgina-
tion. To fall from a dais or a throne is one thing: to fall

:
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from the generator of all innocence in the mind of man, the
imaganation, is quite another. Rarely does Bellow or Malamud
feel that the alleged covenant between man and nature in the
pastoral garden is a living and viable possibility- if indeed
it ever was. But it is a structure around which many Amer-
icans have based their values and their faith in redemption,
twisted and distorted as it may appear. What is important is
that while not being deceived by the myth and its muitiplie
1liusions (some American poets excepted here), many have been
able to make the best of a bad situation and at least to make
use of the apparatus that remasins, as 1t was in the 19th cen-
tury, quite intact. Where then does one find solace? The
alternative to the illusion is an even greater illusion in
which everyone psychiatrically adjusts to the values af a na-
tional society that is one step away from compiete madness.
Consider Seymour, See-nothing, Levin. What keeps him
going? What allows him to rise after each successive fall
other than his belief in new beginnings and the possibility
of redemption? If it is a lie, a myth, an illusion, so what?
It never enalaved multitudes or dropped an atomic bomb.
Having no religion himself, his Jewishness apparently forgot-
ten with has past, it is inevitable that, while not seeking
money but rather the peace that surpagseth understanding in the
far west, Levin would traverse the up and down path of Adamic
redemption. Browsing through Giliy's library less than an
hour after reaching the coiiege town from New York, Levin
gravitates toward Henry James' The Americen, pofring over it
until interrupted by Pauline with an article by her husbend.
Gerald has given himself over to the rotary c¢lub, and a kind :
of half-baked Hemingway dedication to sport and the active
life in the great outdoors. Her comment, "Nature here can be
such an esthetic satisfaction that one slights others" (NL, 15), o
produces in the 30-yesr-old reformed Adamic drunk from Man-
hattan an instinctive shrug, for he has not yet immersed him- C
self in the great American garden which to date he has only .
. known in booxs. But his ressons for coming to the great North-
vest are more or less clear to him, although he purposefully e
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obscures them from others. He has come to the land of ."mid-
winter eternal spring” to "reclaim an old ideal or two" (NL,
18) which had been his, according to his Jeffersonian heri-
tage. He has had his £ill of cities, and he wants "the open
sky on his head"; but Pauline warns him that “Eastchester is
paradise” and that those who remain under its open skies for
too long soon become guilty of the sin of omission. "I blame
it on nature," she says (NL, 19). Levin is not t¥ be denied,
however. He has come too far and waited too long for redemp-
tion to heed closely the words of the figure who will ulti-
mately prove to be his downfall. Leaving the Gilly houss on
his way to his new lodgings at Mrs. Beatty's, the purity of
the night air and the smell of the forest "almost made him
cry out" (NL, 22) so great is his emotional need for some
meaningful place in nature. To this end he begins an immer-
gion in nature that proceeds by gradual stages, most of which
are either comic or pathetic, snd which will culminate in his
meeting in the forest with "Heater" Gilly mid-way in the novel.
Often thinking of himself as "a latter-day Thoreau" who pro-
bably has come "too late to nature” (NI, 56), Levin neverthe-
less throws himself into his new job and what the natﬁral
world offers to any man so freely. "Without investment to
speak of he had become rich in the sight of nature, a satisfy-'
ing wealth®™ (NL, 59). His long walks dressed in his disguise
(mask), after his obligations at his school, take him deep
into the heart of nature where the animals in the barnyards
and the rich fields- "marvelous"- stare at Levin as he walks
by. This perception of such peace in nature he has never be-
fors beheld. Tramping for miles over dirt rosds, Levin is
inspired to try his hand at epigrem and short essays. )

'The new life hangs on an old soul,' and 'I
am one who crestes his own peril.' Also,
‘The danger of the times is the betrayal of
man' - 8. Levin. He exhorted to himself to
'keep the circle broken.' He was a oon-
scientious becomer but worried that it hed
taken him so long to get started.

(A Hev Jife, 58)
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Levin would "keep the circle broken" because to complete it
would bring him back to a beginning from which he has grave
doudbts he will ever arise. Moreover, the spectre of the past,
which he is not convinced that he will jettison still hangs
oireling in the back of his mind.” He knows that he must re-
Ject the past before his new life will ever be complete. Thus
he retains his mask, and with the help of nature- “already in
his eye, though he did not compel it, as he had in the past
compelled every flower and tree, to solace or mourn with his
spirit® (NL, 60)- he carries on, soothed by the thought that
in the midst of nature redemption and the new life is more
than a mere possibility. After all, "had not Concord" and
"nature... the true history of Eastchester," "been for Thoresu
a sufficient miniature of the univerae?" (gg, 74). But the
movenent toward redemption is not without its Fplse starts,
and surely in the most comic scene in the novel, the not-
quite Adamic Levin (with Malamud echoing Flaubert and Whitman
sgain) prepares to soduce the waitress Laverne. Thim ocours
“in her brother's barn in front of cows. "Now I belong to the
ages" (NL, 82). Just as he is about to take his joy, however,
his rival, the Byrian Sadek, enters the barn with a flash- '
light and makes off with the clothing of the two lovers.

Thus they are forced to return back to town virtually naked,
moving along the drainage ditches and from bush to bush, lest
the police pick them up- Laverne wrapped in a horse blanket
and Levin without even his shoes, nyill not "belonging to the
ages" as he had hoped. In their parting on the porch steps
Laverne reminds Levin not only that has he failed as Adam but
that he has "behind his whiakers" failed as a man. "This
broke Levin up"” (NL, 85).

On the afternocon of his seduction by "Hester" Gilly, a
"late March day in January"- a time Eliot in "Little Gidding"
calls "Sempiternal,” the "improved" Levin, who "eternally
hunted 'a new birth in freedom'" (ML, 194), is on the verge
of redemption, though he does not notice the cracks under his
feet, Leaving the "right" path and going off so deep in the

2
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foreat that he fears being lost, Levin ia struck by a mentle
sadness in the rhythm of life around him,

Although Levin rejoiced at the unexgected
weather, his pleasure was tempered

touch ol‘ the habitual sandness at the re- &L
lentless rhythm of nature; change ordained
by a force that ?roduoed whether he wanted
it or not, today 8 aprin@, froat, age,
death, yet no man's aooompliahmont- change
that wasn't change, in cycles eternal
snmeness, n ropetition he was part of, so
how win freedom in and from self? Was thin
why his 1ife, despite his determined effort,
to break away from what he had already

lived, remained so much the asnme? And why
conatituted a8 he was and living the oxporl—
ence he engendered, he had not won anything
more than short periods of contentment, not
decently prolonged to where he could atop
asking himself whether he had it or not?

- If only I could live as I believe, Levin X

thought,
(A New Life, 195)

As he penetrntes deeper into the forest, he begins to worry
that he mimht be "trespassing" on something sncred in the
temple r nature, and he who had "never been a boy scout" is
momentarily panicked by the thought that he is lost. But he
is driven on by the mystery "of unseen life in natural time,
snd the feeling that few men had been where he presently was."

_Malamud's sense of irony runs unchecked at this point, “Levin,
" woodsman, explorer; he now understood the soul of Natty Bumppo,
’”f?bmerly paper" (g&, 196). Pew historical men have stood on

" Xhe exact spot where Levin now finds himself, with the ex-

ception of the archetypal American Adam, who has been longing

,to reclaim that unfallen place and time ever since Eve drove

him out of it. Her appearance on the scene is startling., It
is as though she came out of nowhere, looking :like someone "he
had never expectid to see again... a trick on himself to pro-
tect what was left of his unused virginity?" (NL, 197).38 it
their first kiss he ig warnéd by his inner Ademic self, "Take
off, kid, and in their deep kiss he saw himself in flight,
bearded bird, dream figure, but couldn't move" (198). Earlier.

Ao A
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intimations about the real nature of "Hester" Gilly~ that

////”Ehe was like "the American prairie" (17), that she smelled

"like a garden" (127) had forewarned Levin, but now he cannot
fly and he cannot hear his own heart. They make love in the
grass; Levin now finally belongs to the fallen ages, and later
he explains to her for the first time something of his sordid
past. Bhe swoons, and he further confesses to her his des-
perate need for redemption and his former inability to respond
to experience and to nature. He concludes by telling her that
one day in the East it struck him for the first time that "he
must get back what belongs to me" (202),, and from that day
forward he placed himself on the road to redemption in the
American garden, that which "belongs" to him from his Jeffer-
sonian heritage, giving him some "sense of well being" and the
courage to go on. "Hester-Eve" Gilly responds to this last
confession by telling Levin, "I sensed it. I knew who you
were., You became Levin with a beard."” Even the mask of the
beard was not enough to hide Adam from the destructive Ameri-
can Eve whom he had never "expected to see again.the American
side of paradise."” It is as though he had given the entire
campeign plan over into the hands of the enemy. And suddenly
Levin's allusion to himself as Natty Bumppo is given a new
meaning when, upon leaving the spot that will drive him further
from his redemption, Pauline explains to Levin that in this
heavy forest, with shades of light and dark drawn probably
from Hawthorne, foresters are trained, and Eve is surely one
of their chief instructors.

"Then it's no miracle you came here today?"
"I've been often, on picnics with forestry
friends, and sometimes I come alone to walk
in the woods."

(A New Life, 202)
On the road to town later, although the sun is shining brightly,
Levin "opened the unbrella over their heada" (203). )
Fallen agein, but not down for long, Lévin is finally able
to extricate himself from his painful .affair with Pauline
Gilly. As time passes, he is cured of the love that stands



paradoxically between him and redemption. He no longer thinks
of Eve. He shaves his beard and sheds his. disguises. "For

the first time since he had parted from Pauline the world /K
seemed home, welcome. He had, as men must, given birth to it; /
he was himself reborn” (273). As proof of this to himself, /
Levin measures the perfect harmony he feels with all created
things. "Vast fires in cosmic space- all nature flowing in
Levin's veins. He felt tender to the grass. 'God's handker-
chief,' Whitman called it"™ (273). He even goes so far as to
have visions of "service to others” in which he would 1ift up
the dross from a fallen world. But the vision blows up in his
face as he finds it increasingly difficult to adjust to the
insanity and cowardice of the McCarthy era principles of de-
mocracy, so much differenf from his Jeffersonain idealism,

that Eastchester, that "Western Paradise,” waves in his face.,
Throwing himself into the viciousness of departmental politics
and the George F. Babbitts who aspire to run ths\department,
Levin is once again dragged down, his Jeffersonian banner is
around his ankles, and it is not long before Pauline Gilly
comes around once again to collect him. Fallen, fired, broken,
a sinner resinned, an Adamic idealist unfrocked, Levin in his
final humiliation sees the leafy birch tree before Humanities
Hall being cut down by workmeli to make room for a heat tunnel.
Whatever measning the place ever had is now taken completely
from him. Just before passing through the gates of the college,
his o0ld Hudson auto filled with crying children and an Eve
whose body once again "smelled like fresh-baked bread,” Levin
catches sight of Gerald Gilly with a camera. "Got your pic-
turel” he yells after them. In an interview in the New York
Post Malamud proclaimed that in the novel he was trying to in-
voke the spirit of Stendhal,39 i.e., the young man from the
city who goes to the country to find his ideals shattered one
after another. This is difficult to accept, for if Levin in-
vokes the spirit of anyone it is Flaubert and his lovely Emma.
Finally, who else but a man like Hoq!;ia would presume "to get
your picturel"™
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I would be slightly leas than honest if I were to
maintain that 8. Levin is able to reject his past and the
historical lessons that it imposes upon his future. With John
Barth, however, we reach a point in this chapter where we can
safely affirm that the rejection of history and the irrele-
vanoe of time past is an absolute prerequisite to the gates
of redemption in the Ameriocan garden. Epistemologically
speaking, we are dealing here with a man, a novelist, who af-
firms everything as a possibility and nothing as a certainty.
*What fictioniat,"” he asserts in his insane essay on Jorge
Luis Borges, "would not wish to have dreamed up the Britanni-
¢a?"40 To this, what does one may? Which trunk does he open
to come up with arguments that will, with moral ocunning, put
down such philosophical anarchistic posturings, struttings,
now-you-got-me's, now-you-don'ts? One reﬁliea to Barth, "well,
if you wish to play the game that way, why, I'd rather not.
I'll Jjust take my cricket bat and shuffle on home." Which,
of course, is a kind of argument in itself, a moral argument
of the most cowardly unpera?aaivo nature in the manner of a
bully. It is rather like Dr. Johnson's refusing to stand up
and fight with the good ﬁishop by kicking the stone, "“thus,
8ir:" In examining Barth's S9t-Weed Factor, therefore, we are
dealing with a novel that not only rejects history as a first
premise but also denies man{s ability to infer knowledge or
anything else from historical data. Everything is possibility.
No one thing is better than another if measured by a standard
of quality. Everything is a geame; he who wins does so because,
like Burlingame, he is in possession of the most clever masks
in which he cannot even recognize himself- whoever he might
be. (Does Burlingame ever really learn?) Clinging firmly to
Hume's conviction that belief is never rational, Burlingesme
re-writes what is usually teken for historical record and takes
clever advantage of everything and everyone in the novel from
the New World itself to its besotted Adamic bard, Eben Cooke.
Bpeaking of the concept of liberty, for exsmple, and maeking
history dance to Q}s own tunes and drums, Burlingame ocries
out: "'Tis more than just political and religious liberty-
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they come and go from one year to the next. 'Tis philosophic
liberty I speak of, that comes from want of history. It
throws a man on his own resources"#! (SWF, 171). 1In this way
Burlingame can justify his many roles in which sometimes he
is his own enemy, and Eben can justify the creation of his own
virgin innocence with which he hopes to redeem the world and
his heaven on earth, beloved Malden, in whose very name is the
key to Eben's violent readjustment andfre-appraisal of himself
and nature. As far as Barth is concerned, the action of the
novel could take place anywhere, at anytime. "It really has
little to do with Maryland and the eighteenth century and a
great deal to do with the mental world of John Barth,"#
What is it about, then? Simply put, it is a spoof on mock-
Adamic American redemption using all the artifacts of the
novel from its very beginning to its present use. Just about
everybody, from Cervantes to Fielding is represented in a way
that does not in the least embarrass Barth. "If this sort of
thing sounds unpleasantly decadent, nevertheless it's about
where the genre began, with Quixote imitating Amandis of Gaul,
Cervantes pretending to be the Cid Hamete Benengeli, or
Fielding parodying Richardson."4#3 Barth goes on to say that
anyone who would attempt to write a nineteenth-century roman-
tic symphony or novel in the twentieth century without that
same kiﬁaAof ironic distance between himself and the form he
is worki with, would indeed be playing the fool. Finally,
Barth :ggifesses" to us (if that is the right word) that The
gpt-WQéd Factor and Giles Goat-Boy are "novels which imitate
the f&fm of the Novel, by an author who imitates the role ¢f
Author."# 1In short, the inability of any form to contain
historical record in a way that can be affirmed as truth is
the existential mock-crisis that Barth is plsying around with,
And he is very funny at it, especially in his re-writing of
the story of Pocahontas. ‘

Because Ebenezer Cooke tells us time and sgain throughout
The Sot-Weed Factor (1960) that he is an Adamite of the Ameri-
can stripe is no reason, given Barth's use of slight of hand,
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to automatically assume that he is. What convinces us, how-
ever, is not so much what Eben says but what he does. Indeed,
a character so diverse as Burlingame has, in a way, almost as
much in common with the Adamic hero as does Eben, judging by
what he says rather than by what he thinks he is doing. He

is stunned by the possibilities of 1life and forced to choose
one of them, and he sees "such virtue in each alternative
that none outshines the rest" (BWE, 225). All of which sounds
like Herzog. But it is what Eben does, really, that brings
him into the Adamic camp. With this in mind, therefore, let
us reconstruct in a general way, what Eben does and what the
world, "a Shameless Playwright," does to him. It is important
to note at the outset that Eben was born in the New World,
spending the first four years of his existence at Malden on
the Choptank. Because of financial obligations in London, how-
ever, and lonelinegs, Eben's Father, Andrew, retired and left
Malden in the hands of an overseer named Spurdance. Privately
tutored with his twin sister, Anna, until he was eighteen Eben
left his father's house for Cambridge and thence to the coffee
house, for which he was best suited- his education at best
having made hHim dreamy and eclectic and unable to maintain any-
thing stoutly except his innocence. After first receiving a
mandate from his father to reclaim his legacy in the New World
and a mandate from Lord Baltimore (Burlingame in one of his
numerous ﬂisguiaes) to become the Poet Lsureate thereof, Eben
is delivered from Lockit's into the hands of one fate after
another, until finally he is within a few miles ¢f Malden
(Read Evil-Eden), which for Eben, under one description or an-
other, is Eden. It is at this stage of his career that he
unwittingly gives away his legacy in reversing a court ruling
that he by chance happens upon. All the American redemptors
in the courtyard thunder their approval, and Eben, who is
shortly to become literaslly one of them, is carried on their
shoulders into a nearby "Gin-sink." What predominates over
this action of criminal generosity and innocence is a heavy
chain of causality from which hangs the fate not only of




Adamic Edben but the fates of just adbout everyone who is olose
to hin. Whereas in the past the fourberie of Burlingame has
been chiefly responsible for all his woes, from this point
forward it is Eben himsolf who sust shoulder the burden of
responsibility and make some heroic effort at reclaining what
has become the illusory, unfallen place in his heart. The
difficulty in shouldering this burden, however, arises from
the fact that Eben already has a substantial burden of vir-
ginity resting on his shoulders, and there is hardly room for
more. When he learns to dump this innocent virginity in the
end by swiving his pox-ridden wife, the former London Harlot,
Joan Toast, Malden is restored to him through an acoeptance of
the proper inheritance of mankind by which some good must be
compelled or "bribed® out of evil, O felix culps. "We ne'er
asked for't, but there it is, and as we 4o choose to live,
why- we must needa live with't" (8WF, 741), McEvoy Jjibes. But
first he must come to recognize that Malden, a den of whores
and opium traders is not a little Eden for the redemption of
Buropean cripples of any sort. It is a hard reckoning for
“Father Adam," who suggests to his sister Anna (despite all
the suffering he has experienced from his foolish innocence)
that they escape it all by becoming "the only folks on earth":

Adam and Eve? The goot'a face burned. 'S80
be it; but we must be God as well, and build
a universe to hold our Garden.'

But to play God is to play the fool, American style. When
Eben is on the verge of his homecoming to Malden, and after
numercus adventures up and down the Bay that contribute to his
snagnorisis only insofar as they indicate the depths to whioch
we have all fallen and the difficulty we expeérience in rising
sgain in a world that will not conform to causality, he learns
from McEvoy the gelfishness of his stubborn adherence to inno-
cence, but to no purpose.

‘\ The fallen suffer from Adem's fall, Eben
wanted to lain; but in that knowledge-
which the Fall itself vouchsafed-how more
must Adam have suffered! But he was too
gripped by cold and despair to essay such

1 hy.
Pritoser ez, 742)
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In the last scene of the novel a benediction of sorts
prevails. Eben with perfect certitude confesses that it was
"redemption"” he always craved, not from sin ironically, but
from innocence. When Anna hastens to comfort him by pointing
out that of all the men on the planet, he is "the freest from
sin" (SWF, 788), Eben counters,

‘'That is the crime I stand indicted for,
the crime of innocence, whereof the

Knowledged must bear the burthen. There's

:he tru: 2ri%ingl Sin ouidsoglg :io bgrn
n: not that Adam lesrned, bu at he

had to learn-in short, at he was innocent.' ¢

) (BWE, 788)
If the reader objects that Eben is a little late in coming to
this wisdom- he has, after all, seen just about the entire
range of man's inhumanity and treachery to man~ probably
Barth, through Eben, would respond that for every turn there.
is a counter-turn of infinite possibilities; and that no form
of belief is rational, even belief in a fallen world from
whiéh redemption might taske place. The fingl words of the
novel are ambiguously addressed to the servént, but they might
just as well transcend the kitchen and affirm the possibility
of the acceptance of redemption in the fallen, so-easily-
corrupted here and now. 'Grace? Grace! 'Sblood, Grace,
fetch us a rundlet!'’

And some good does come out of evil after all. The pox-
ridden Joan dies and the fruit of her marrisge dies benefi-
cently with her. Anna cannot marry her half brother, Henry
Burlingame, and he happily returns to an island in the Chesa-
peake to quell (probably) sn imeginary insurrection. Before
he goes native, however, he leaves behind a child in the womb
of his sister, whom Eben promptly adopts and upon whom he
confers the redoubtable title, Andrew Ebenezer Cooke III.

The final irony in the novel is Eben's commendation for his
Hudibrastic by the real Lord Baltimore by which he is made a
legitimate poet laureate of Maryland, and hence the instrument
for an onslaught of public relations regarding immigration
there, the exact reverse of which Eben intended. "However,
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either his warning got about or else his complaint that
Maryland's air- in sny case, Dorchester's, ill supports the
delicate muse was accurate, for to the best of the Author's
knowledge her marshes have spawned no other poet since Foen-
ezer Cooke, Gentleman, Poet and Laureate of the Province." S
(806) .

According to Barth's logic, who can prove that Jefferson
,vasn't around at this time? He might have been John Coode

or Henry Buflifigame. He might even have been a tree on
Tanglier Islend. “
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111) miis to be aur_ni'o o qpasee- %t% &- g
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To label Kurt Vonnegut, Jr. a science fiotion writer,
as many ocritics hnvo done- and even as Vomosut hiuolf has
done oh merry oocasions- nakes as much sense as to labol the
suthor of The Paxtridge-Bickersteff Papers a Yearned astron-
omer or my uncle Toby as a profound philosopher. With
Vonnegut, Soience Fiction is merely a convenient metaphor of
the sbsurd, as workaday and structured in his vision as the
controlling métaphor of travel in the literature of the 18th
. century, Those who fall to see any relationship between
Lemuel Gulliver and Malachi Constant or Billy Pilgrim do
Vonnegut a great injustice. ILike John Barth in Tje Sot-Weed
'm, however, and unlike his 18th century prototypes,
Vonnegut does have a 1libido for re-writing history for his own
amusement. In the re-writing he is free to reject h:l.-torioal
lessons as they are contain®d in the great libraries of tho
world, and to give us an Ademically re-populated univu-u as
it cusht to be "more or lou," he is quick t0 remind us. By
far the most extraordinary example of Vonnegut's rejection of
history, one universally applicable throughout his work, comes
from The Sireng of Titen, where we ifearn that all civiiization
-and the monuments of human history from time immemorial have
been nothing more than a series of communications in a langusge
' known only by Tralfamadorians to Salo, who is attempting to
deliver \a "Greeting" from one end of the universe to the other.
In the 'h;utma@orian language, ‘gw oxanplo, Btonohonso means, -

Btonohongc wvasn't the only nelugo o.l.d Bu.o
had received.

There had been four others, ail of them

wratteéen on Eafth.
The Great Weli of China means in Truruadmun,

vViewed from above: ‘kmm- ¥e hayen't
tten ghout you. :

{
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The Golden House of the Roman kporoé Nexo

-“ntého l %’biolcov kogﬁn vhen it

vuﬁr-twd vu: "You will be on your way

ﬁ or the Palace of the League of
Nations in Geneva, Switseriend, is: *

zour Shines spd be resdy to lesve on short metice.”

(The Sirens of Titen, 271-2)
Thus Vonnegut's drift toward Ademic Redemption from the evils

of faith in what history has to teach us (a position that un-
equivocally baits Santayana's famous maxim) is reflected in
almofit all the major novels, from the earliest, Player Pisno
(1952), to the theme's ultimate exorcism in the fire-bombing
of Dresden in Sleughterhouse-Five (1969). Further, like snother
of his Adamic mentors, Nathaniel West, Vonnegut is prone to see
the inherent seeds of apocalypse storming out of an Ameriocan
nature that has failed in its Jeffersonian mandate and made a
mockery of redemption. "The United States of America was meant .
to be a Utopia for all,” says the bemused narrator in God Bless
Jou, Mr. Ropewster, but because of greed and the fatalistic
. turnings of Americen capitelism, "the American dresm has turned
belly up, turned green, bobbed to the scummy surface of cupid-
ity, filled with gas" in the bogus Rosewater cansl. "The point
is that Vonnegut rejects both Western religion, with its insis-
tence on God's aots in history, and the novel, the Western art
form which more than any other finds meaming in history."? -Al-
though "thise been the cokkes wordes and nat mine,"” I do some-
what agree with them for reasons different from those advanced
in the context which, of course, obliges me to qualify both
assertions.

First, from scattered sources throushout his vrit:lng, it
is evident that Vonnegut is a self-proclaimed athoiut, who,
for the ufe of him, cannot sccept the viability of ngthing
closely rnonbling a God immanent in the affairs of men or na-
ture. Nor, for that matter, can he acoespt anything closely
‘Tesembling a God transcendent: i.e., a God who simply walked
away from his creation and left it with a kind of stomistic

A
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self-propulsion., ror'Vonnosnt. each man is responsidble for
himself, oreating out of that self either a meaningless
heaven or a painful hell. Indeed, Vonnegut's version of
Heaszel Motes' "Redeemed Church of Ohrist Without Christ," from
Wise Blood- an Adamio redemptive humanism that brutally ac-
knowledges the burdens of mortality and tries to make the best
of them through a shared innocence thwarted by linear time and
history~- is repeated in one form or snother in every Vonnegut
novel, with the exception of Mother Right. Adamio redemption,
generally spesking, fails as an alternstive to the sollective
madness that presses in on the self in i%s attemptas to be re-
born in the work of O'Connor, West, or Vonnegut, but this
faillure does not diminish the heroic proportions of the quest.
In Player Pianho, for example, Adamic redemption is manifested
in the "Ghost Bhirt Boolety"; in The Sirens of Titan, in "The
Church of God The Utteriy Indifferent" wherein the first pre-
cept reads, "Take Care or the People, and God Almighty Will
Teke Care of Himself"; in ngll,gggégg, in Bokononism, in which
the irrational, meaninglessness of existence is palliated by
"foma" (1ies) and collected between the covers of a "oalypso"
as a detiance to the Unknown; finally, in Slsughterhouge-Five,
it is & time werp which provides the frame for redemption in
that it defies death by insisting that desth ocoupies only a
snap o1 the fingers in a cirocular ocontinuum that leads back in-
evitably to rebirth. That is to say, one is dead only from s
particular perspective in the third dimension, as the Tral-
famodorians (who ococupy the tourth dimension) explein to the
time-traveler, Billy Pilgrim. ¥From another perspective, one
may be quite suive, and if he 18 not reconcilied to them, at
least he may ignore the nightmare of the twisted "supreme tic-
tions" around him. The second assertion by Meter, .regarding
Vonnegut's attitude toward the form of the novel itself and his
alleged rejection of it, reminds one of the reformed whore who
continues to bax the butcher in trade. . It is foolish tqQ as-~
sert that Vonnegut does not write novola,/er that he 18 so
highly innovative that he has taxen the form well beyond its

‘ " ' . . 7T
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traditional measures as Busan Sontag end friendlies such as
James Mellard? claim. Neither should ome teke Vonnegut's
own pronouncements on the novel, say in fleughterhouse-Five,
too seriously.

The master of ceremonies asked people to say
vhat they th t the function of the novel
might be in modern society, and one critic
sald, "To provide touches of color in rooas
wvith sll-white walis.” Another one said. "To
desoridbe blow-jobs artistically.” Another

; one said, "To teach wives of junjior executives
what to buy next and how to act in a Fremch

restaurant.”
(8lsughterhouge-rive, 206)

No matter what particular form any given novel takes, no mat-
ter how many multiple narrators there are, each contradioting
the other, Vonnegut remsins firm in the belief that the "su-
preme fiction" of each man, his life, should be or may be a
redemptive process the meaning of which, if it has any "mean-
ing" (eand here I.A. Richerds is of little use to us), can only
be interpreted through a work of art. The lady protests, but
the butcher is paid. If there is s major difference between
Vonnegut's use of fiotion and Wallace Stevens' use of "supreme
fioction," I confess I fail to appreciate it. And if the dis-~
tance between La‘ronoo Sterne and Kurt Vonnegut is any more
than across an intimate room filled with windows that look. out
on to the abyss, then I am very oonfused. But it 1s not my
intention to defend the life-bresath of the novel or even
Vonnegut's use of the novel, but merely to establish paredoxi-
cally that the best way to interpret a fiction calied 1life is
through a fictien called art, which is uncircumscribed by the
boundaries of historiocal remedies. For acoording to Vonnegut,
history is now (the idea is a lovely parodic debunking of Eliot
in "Little Gidding"); the future has already happened, and can-
not be changed by the past. Idke Billy Pilgrim ve must have

" "memories of the future"> (8-F, 1US5) 1f_.wse are to survive.

With this in mind, let us begin with Vonnegut's first published
attempt at the novel, Player Pisno.

S
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One of the more successfuli techniques of Vonnegut's
satiric thrust is his use o1 the Bwiftaian reductio ad absurdum
by which an epparently logical aotivity that is inherently
wrong is taken one last logical step beyond the borders of
sanity. Buch is the situation in Player Pisng, where the
United States, after absorbing another war, is enjoying the
fruits of a victory realized not by men but by technocracy.
The novel is set, as much of Vonnegut's fiotion is set, in
Ilium, New York, whioch classicelly "Is Divided Into Three
Parts."¥ The Northwest consista of the mansgers and engineers;
in the Northeast are the machines, who won the warj and in the
South, across the Iroquois River, are the "Reexks and Wrecks,"
the left over, useless generality of the population that has
been displaced by the machines. This third group is a clear
example of a question that erises with varying degrees of irony
throughout this novel and all the others that follow. The
question is: ' "What are people for?'| to whicb Vonnegut does not
have any ready esnswers. In the midsgt of this tripartite sooi-
ological division emerges Vonnegut's hero, Dr. Paul Proteus,
who ococupies an important managerisl position from which, as
his neme implies, he must change and reclaim a position in 1ife
more consistent with nature. Becretly, he desires to give up
his station and to return to the "out-of-doors," to deal di-
rect.y with nature, and thus to become dependent upon basiec
cunning and physical strength for survivael" (PP, 118). Proteus
is gredually introduced to his intrinsioc need for redemption
by his engineer oomrade, Ed Pinnerty, who 4dropped away from the
system in order to £ind himself and to see clesrly the gystem's
life-denying processes. One evening sfter the conclusion of
a "drunk” on the "South" side of the river, Proteus' subter-
ranesn diqlutiuruoéioﬁ comes to the surface in an overwhelming
desire to redeem, not only himself, but the "Reeks and Wrecks"
sround him. The thought csme to him "inspirstionally, with no
conscious effort on his part. He had only to deliver it to .
nake himself the new Messiah and Ilium the new Eden. The first
line was at his lips, tearing at them to be set free" (PP, 91).
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But the occasion and his drunken state will not allow him to

. redoen anything, and the last thing to pass through his mind
before he passes out is the mindless olanging of the player
pieno in the background., Yet so far from nature end a Jef-~
fersonian pastoral heritege has this Adeamite and his society
been driven, that the unfallen place and the search for it has
beocome a ourse rather than a blessing.

If Kis attempt to become the new Messiah
hed been sucoessful, if the inhabitants of the
north and south banks had met in the middle of o
the bridge with Paul between them, he wouldn't
have the slightest idea of what to do next.

. He knew with all his heart that the humen sit-
uation was a frightful botoh, but it was such
a logical, intelligently arr{ved-at boteh that
he oouldn't see how history could possibly
have led anywhere else.

Paul aid a complicated sum in his mind
and wondered if he 4idn't have enough to enable
him to simply quit, to stop being the instru-
ment of any set of beliefs or any whim of his-~
tory that might reise hell with somebody's
life. To live in a house by the side of the

road...
, (Elayer Pisno, 99)
The first step toward nohioviés at least his own redemption

comes to Proteus in the form of \an inexpensive unmechanized iy
A farm purchased for the establishient of a new Eden for himgelf -
and his Eve, Anits, who later in the novel, betrays Adam in
characteristic fashion and helps to abort the revolution for
which Adem-Proteus serves as the nominal leader. As his Adamioc
destiny slowly draws over him, Proteus comes to realize that
history and its imperative fioctions have separated him from the
Ademic ideal to which he naturally aspires, and that he is only
a hapleas sotor in the instent theatre of a behaviorist society.
"He wanted to deal not with society, but only with Earth as .
God had given it to man" (ER, 119). Idke Eliot Rosewater and
Billy Pilgrim, Paul Proteus assumes that it must be possible
* to counter the fioction of re-invention and re-birth if only the
. unilinear movement of teshnooracy has pot become irreversidble~ -
. which, of course, it has. Vonnegut thi-ough-hil Adanioc protego-

- nists in q}l the novels is forced to face up to this fact.
- y ” )
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8t1i11, what virtue resides in private fioctions exists for the
sole purpose of throwing off anything that is non-human and
of oconfusing and oonspiring ng-innc the fiotions of histoxry
and the state.

" Prior’to his re-=birth in being enlisted as the titular
hesd of the redemptive Ghost Bhirt Boociety, and while leading
the Blue Tesm on the Meadows- & good 1llustration of the way
in which industrial capitalism makes clever use of American
myths of pastoral redemption- Proteus sees himself as one of
the living dead, s servant of the fiotion he despises most.

'"Thi light gave his skin the quality of corroded copper, and
_his lips and eye rims were lavendér. He discovered nothing

disquieting about seeing himself as desd. An awekening oon-
socience, unaccompanied by new wisdom, made his 1life s0 damned
1onely” (PP, 191). Oompletely desd to his 0ld world and its
values and about to be reborn into another, Proteus is now called
upon to play the double agent by the "benevolent" president of
the entire Iliun Works, Dr. Gelhorne.. Because he csnnot get in
a word to Gelhorne to repudiate the corporate system that Gel-
horne represents, Proteus appesrs to agree to the planj he 1is
thus driven from the Meadows by hin former colleagues and asso-
cistes in a way mockingly reminéscent of Adam being driven from
the gsxrden of Eden by God's srchangels. Once back in Ilium, he
is ebducted by the inner memhprs of the Ghost Bhirt Booiety and
given sodium pentathol to assure the members that he is not
indeed what he appears to bo,.i.;., a double sgent. A=”Protcu-
wakes from the Pentathol injeotion, Vonnegut lays down a pat-
tern of imagery consisting of dancing away from one identity
and danocing into another. Proteus is reborn, naturally restored
to his Adamioc self. It is at this point that the inxer group
explains to Proteus the exsot nature of the Ghost Shirt Society,
probadbly one of the most pathetio end meaningful symbols of
redemption in Ameriocsn life. Historically, the dsnce of the
Ghost Shirts was given to the B8ioux tride by the Paiute Messiah,
Wovoka, who passed it on to Kickins'Bq-r’und thenoce to the

great 8itting Bull, who, in his desperation with the Americen
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Aray, wvould try anything once. ’Tﬁori}dri,\?roﬁ the month of

the Dryang Gragss Moon (October, 1890) until the month of the
Knee Deep Grass (June, 1891) the etoux_zpdiann an their shirts
of invuinerability danced to fulfiii the Indian Messiah's pro-
mi1se to restore and renew the Indian's land and to redeem it
from the white man. “"Now Christ had returned to earth: as an
Indian, and he was to restore and renew everything as 1t used

to be and make it better."? During the summer of the year

4891, the United States Government forbade the dancing of the
Ghost Dance, hearing ih its music other-worldly tones of revo-
lution. VWith the murder of S8itting Bull in the Fall of 1891

and the massacre of the remainder of his tribe at Wounded Knee.
the following winter, the Ghost Dance came to a violent end.
Vonneput draws from this redemptive symbol for use in Player
Piano two elements both of which the Indians before him cele-
brated and understood by the use of the Ghost Dance: re-birth
and restoration. In his dreams Paul ﬁ%oteun dances from corpo-
rate man, and all the values agsociated  with that state, to
Adamic n;n, hungry for any attempt that will help him restore
himself to a natural harmony with nature. Finnerty's explana-
tion of the revglutionary meaning of the Ghost Dance to Proteus~
"that the world shduld be restored to the people" (PP, 248), 1is
now an academic consideration. The revolution of the Ghost Shirt
Society, now alre in effect, is a last atraw for those who
have been crushed down so far that they feel, like the Sioux
Indians, a need to justify their very exispence; the finale of
the novel, "with its thrust back into the circulsr, trival, and
acoustical world of nonliterate man meakes all of this clear,

The corporate and governmental structure the Ghost Shirt BSociety
would displace is rectilinear, feudal, and visual- however much
it plays at tribal values at the Meadows' sing-alongs, gamos,
and symbolic central tree. But the Ghost Shirt rebels institute
%heir tribal values in their organization, their secret meetings,
and their aymbol- the Indian shirt. And they intend t¢ imple-
ment them by declassifying eoéiety and roturniﬁé to a 1lite style
that would break down the lines between the socCial clasges in

\)
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Ilium, by Tresacralising machines and returning some of them to
the people as tools, and by resacralising human 1life and re-
turning 10 a harmony among people and objects, natural and
artificial."® The fly in the ointment here, however, is that
this, like the French Revolution, is & revolution of intelleo-
tuals, who, though they do not fall out with one another, are
in love with idealism, which never stormed a palace,and will
never storm 1600 Pennaylvania Avenue. RFurther, it is impos-
sible for idealism to deal with the nature of man, which, ac-
ocording to one of Vonnegut's formulas, is grown "in slmost pure
oat exorement” (PP, 275), a faot which cannot be minimirzed.

"I suspeot that all people are motivated by something pretty
sordid, and I guess the clinical data bears me out on that."”
Proteus confesses to the judge in his triel on conspiracy
charges. "Sordid things, for the most pert, are what meke hu-
man beings, my father imcluded, move. That's what it is to be
human, I'm afraid" (PP, 275). But idealism aside, snd even
taking into acocount the fundsmental mortality of man, the Ghost
Shirt rodonﬁcivo revolution is a failure as are all its leaders
failures; for in the world of Player Piano man is fsllen so far
‘and (into sugh depths divoroed from nature, that he cannot funoc-
tion without his maochines, as is demonstrated by the young boy
lacking the essential part for his automatioc drum-playing ma-
chine, and the crowd's fascination with the Orsnge O stand at
the conclusion. The revolution has been.a little Big Horn, one
qualified "fsolated victory against an irresistable tide" (PR,
291). ' Like his revolutionary Adamioc oollonsu;, von Neumann,
Proteus comes to realize that "he had been less interested in
schieving a pronodi?atod end than in seeing what would happen
with given beginnings" (PP, 295). Though the people of Ilium
"will recreste the same 0ld nightmere,” new beginnings sre al-
ways possible in a world that lends itself to redemptive fio-
tiens of the self. Vonnegut's next attempt at a new beginning,
The Sirens of Titan, other-worldly as it may sppear on the
surface in its new frontier of consciousness, is very much &

part of this world in its emphasis upon a no;/Edon outside the
fiotionk of ‘time.
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For starters, the novel is a massive put-on, and the plot
is 80 purposefully complex that a good computer might have
diffioulty in traocing ite turnings back on and into itself.
The novel's parading of man's irrationality helps us see why
"Vonneput 's canonization by the Yipples, for example, makes
perfect msense; both Abbie Hoffman and Vonnegut use the put-on,
raedical irony, as an annlytioai tool for stripping awey the
masks of the absurd."” Also, like Flannery O'Connor in the use
of larpe and startling figures, Vonnegut often finds it necen-
sary to shout and to soribble with a cosmic oroyon in the de-
ceptively innocent manner of n child. In The Sirens of Titan,
at every cornar Vonnegut coaxes us with a child-like notion
tQ\F the Kinpdom of God resides within, and that we should love
one nnother by re-inventing our fallen selves. The Adam and
Eve fipures, Malachi Constent and Beatrice Rumford, Mal and
Bee, who emerge f{rom a meaningless universe to begin life again
in a new Eden or Titan, are hard pressed almost up until the
death of Eve to accept "the chronosynclastic infundibulated"”
idea that "everything that ever wns will always be, and every-
thing that ever will be always was” (8T, 287)8 taught to them
by Salo, the seiLf-manufactured, altruistic Tralfamadorian. 4,
Without Eve 1ife is simply too lonely for Adan.

Constant rubbed his hands together. The

only company he had left on Titan was whatever
, company his right hand could be for his left.

"] migs her," he said.

"You f{nally fell in love, I mee," saird
Salo.

"Only an earthling year ago," saird Constant.
"It took us that long to realize that a purpose
of human lite, no matter who 1s controlling it,
is to love whoever is around to be loved."

(The Sarens of Titany 313)
An earller attémpt at re-birth without Eve had been a failure
for tha Adamic Malachi Constant. It was "after the war with .
Mars" when he ha¢ returned to a churchyard in Barnstable,
Massachusetts, U.S.A., wearing a "clinking breechclout made of
wrencheés and copper wire to cover his shame" (8T, 217) that
" Adam, realized how futile was his life without Eve upon whom

-
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earlier in the novel he had tucd&hinou. Bven though his
arrival coincides with "springtime for mankind” (g2, 220) end
he bestows humanistic blessings upon the populatien, he eanmot
£ind meaning within himself until he finds something te love.
After their re-unification and redemption dack on Titan, they
are able to pass on their nev wisdom cenocexrning love to their
son, Ohrono, who has gone Adamically native emongst the Pltanie
bluedirds- the only organie life on Titan that indulges in sex.
With Eve dead, however, and himself redeemed and 014 enough to
be the father of all mankind, Constant decides to return once
more to the  planet earth-~ Indianapolis, to be exact, "to jJust
look around” snd perheps to redeem America with his Adamio
knowledge of the fourth dimension. As a gesture of kindness,
Salo hypnotises the rapidly expiring Adamie Space Vanderer,
Oonstent, and leaves with him a post-hypnotio suggestion that
will allov him to imegine his death and the ultimate parsdise
to which most men aspire. Oonstant dies in the midst of s light
snow while waiting for a bus to take him to downtown Iadiangpo-
liss In his last redemptive fiction he is reunited with Btony,
the Englishman whom Constant had, while lodbotimiszed, strangled
on Mars, snd he looks forward to seeing his Eve onee again. He
is smiling through the falling snow at perhaps the heroie
knowledge that man makes up the whole show- even unto the first
and last actor. As another Adamioc prototype in Vonnegut's de-
velopment of a series of them, Malachi has more in common with
Billy Pilgrim and his Eve, Montana Wildhaok, than he does with
the Adanmic Eliot Rosewater and his jet-setting Eve, Sylvia.

The common denominator running through all three Adamic sets,
howevexr, is "to make it new," to stert afresh toward a new be-
ginning that will reclaim what is natural end imnocemt in men
from the machines that have slowly but inevitsbly stripped not
only Ademic man but the Jeffersonian heritage that is his
birthright as an American in nature. Underiying Vonnegut's ef-
forts in all these novels, of course, is the subjunotive mood
that, by means of the conditional sbsurd, threstens to expose
anything like a meaningful fiotion, But if we consider that .
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one fiotion is almost as good as anether in the grand stxuggle

for survival, we come very olose to understanding Vonmegut's
over-view of things. Oonsider Eliot Rosewster's Adamioc fiec-
tion as opposed to Senatbr Rosewater's Goldwaterian Adamie

fiotion, doth of which meet heed on in the novel, Ged Bless

Iou, Kz- Rosswatep.

In this his fourth novel, Vonnegut ocomes dangerocusly close
to lidbel, for old Senator Rosewater from Indiana is the prepo-
nent of a philosophy that is more than Just an eche of the ig-

nominiocusly defeated American presidentisl candidate, Berry
Goldwater,in 1964, OCharles Harris calls this philosephy

"Social Darwinisu";9 a better deseription might be naked greed,

dressed in the holy ocloth of Emersonian Self-Reliance.

Both

these figures thrive on corporate slogans eesily translatable
into politicel philosophy. Both deplore the "useless snd un-

sttractive" (GB, 36)70 members of a class systea based on money,

which Adamio Eliot Rosewater, for his part, is only too happy
to disburse to the poor. Finally, both old Benator Rosewater

and his mirror-imsge, Senat

Goldwater, are fond of ha-

ranguing in the rhetorie of the Puritan ¥thic, hearing in its

words an exouse for their own inoredidble selfishness.

In dring-

ing this up, I am trying to make the point that old Senator

Rosewater's beliefs in historicel progress upwards by whioch the

« v
01d values apd the old nature caf bé redeemed through self-

relisnce is an Adsmic distortion rather commonplace in American

political life. To Eliot's odservation that the poor,

down-

trodden and sick-of-it-all have a "rotten time" of it (recall
Miss Lonelyhearts), Senator Rosewater snaps back that if the

poor hsd more incentive, "If they got to work, they would stop

baving such a rotten time" (GB,.88). Although ve have all

heard that song many times defore, it would be acourate to ssy
that Vonnegut, who is quick to affirm himself a part of middle

class America,11 does not appreciate some of the material ef-

fasts brought on by the industry of the Puriten Ethic.

Which

is as much to say that he would not indeed throw out the
flushing-toilets along with the "Orange O machines® and

/
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dehumanizing computers. On the other hand he deeply feels the
great wrongs in American society and the profound need for
redemption there, and he is thus sble to counter Senstor Rose-
water's distorted Adsmic fiction with the only other fiction
fantastic enough to lamgh it down: mot'a‘cén-piraoy of love
and innocence by which history and time surrender to the
Ademic redemptive fiotion that, in God Bless You, Mr. Rose-
ter, anyway, is quite triumphant. One finsl word in passing:
one must never confuse Vonnegut with his fiotions. Kurt
Vonnegut, Jr., existing in a different time dimension, is not
Eliot Rosewater or Billy Pilgrim and could never bring himself
to accept what Billy bullishly affirms and Eliot cannot see-
which when the last bell sounds is rather without point as far
as changing snything in absurd man or in his absurd and mean-
ingless universe. If there is any meaning in life, it resides
exclusively in nature. Hence, the song of the bird, "Po-tee-
weet” in Slaughterhouse-Five. Nothing finally is changed by
human charity. "The outside world has not been even micro-
scopically improved by the unselfish acts of man" (GB, 42).
It remains, however, for Eliot to try, snd this is what consti-
tutes his dignity sbove all the depravity of those around him.
To establish the Adamic innocence of Eliot Rosewater it is
necessary to skip beyond God Bless _ﬂ, Nr. Rosewater to
Slsughterhouge-Five where Eliot and Billy Pilgrim are recovering
in a veteran's hospital froa essentislly the same digease: bat-

tle fatigue from life. VWhile conversing, each learns from the
other his great devotion to the unheralded science fiotion
writer, Kilgore Trout. Later, at s dinner party to which Trout
has been invited, Billy reveals to Trout, Eliot Rosewater's
great admiratiqn for him. A further revelation, that Eliot
Rosewater is thé ot Rosewater, much celebrated in the press,

.shocks Trout, for he hed always sssumed from Eliot's fan meil

-

that Kliot was an innocent young boy.

God- T thought he wasabout fourteen
. _ Years o y" sald Trout.

. "A mu p.-o\m man~ a captain in the var.

!
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"He writes like a fourteen-year old,"
said Kilgore Trout. .

(8laughterhouse-Five, 170)

This is not too far from the truth, for Eliot's innocence is -
cultivated beyond its natural limitation, thus becoming mas
like and covering up his extreme vulnerability. But beyond
natural and cultivated innocence, Eliot is suffering from the
same Adamic disease that destroyed Nathaniel West's Migss Lone-
lyhearts and almost destroyed his Eve, Sylvid, who for seirf-
preservation, was forced to flee Rosewater (Eden), Indiana. (

The last stages of the disease called "Samaritrophia" by a
young psychiatrist, Dr. Ed Brown, induce a bresk-~down and "hys-
terical indifference to the troubles of those less fortunate
than oneself" (GB, 41). There is a point apparently where even
the desire for redemption ceases to function, and the futile
search for the unfallen place in the human heart that charac-

\Efrizes Eliot Rosewater's career becomes a nightmare in which

everything vicious about man suddenly gathers in too constricted

an area, symbolized by the fire-bombing of Indianapolis near

the end. The first stages of the Adamic fall, though, are

brought about by means of the conscience's efforts to right the -

wrongs of unenlightened self-interest. The process is in- -

stinctual, and there:is nothing that can be done about it. "1f

you would be unloved and forgotten, be reasonablie" (GB, 68),

Eliot had written in the height of his delirium. Once i1n the

terrible Adamic graps of the disease, the heart swells from an

uncontrollable love of Volunteer Firemen and their altruisti- m

cally mot1Vated kindness. Ironically, Eliot accidentally mur- - -

ders a flreman while on patrol in the second war. '
Before reclaiming "Eden" in-the county of Rosewater, In-

diana, that "had always been his home" (GB, 35), ELiot goesa _on

8 drinking bout all over the United States visiting Volunteer

Firehousdg in Elsinore, California and writing letters to his

wife, Syl@}a, in New York, signing ‘his name, Hamliet. His

Adamic "sikkness" is almost ready to claim him. "I don't- hear

voices: But there is that feeling that I have a destiny far

away -from the shallow and preposterous posing that is our life

‘e
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. in New York. And/ I roam. And I roam" (GB{ 31). In Vashti, - '

sonian dlctum that revolution- praferably led by Volunteer
Firemen and infantry veterans- should take place in ﬁ#

United States "one in every twenty yeara" (GB, 32). /Arriving
in Rosewater, Indiana, Eliot: tells Sylvia over the télephonp‘f
that he is "in America _among the rickety sons and grandsons of
the pioneers” (GB, 33), who have been denied their pastoral
heritage by the naked grabbing and financial whoring of Eliot's
ancestors. It has finally come to him: his Adamic destiny is
to administer the interest from the principle of the Résewater
Foundation (a tax dodge) to "the useless and unattractive"
Americans of "New Ambrosia" and Rosewater and all the towns
squouadlng that Edenic par;agig in Rosewater County. New Am-
brosia, "A heaven on earth," 8 originally a utopian community
made up of Germans, . "communists, and atheists who practiced
group marriage, absolute truthfulness, absolute cleanliness,
and absolute love. They were scattered now to the winds, like
the worthless papers that represented their equity in the
{Rosewater/ canal”™ (GB, 37-8). Eliot feels certain that togeth-
er he and this besotted group can "re-inyent themselves" and
nake a new beginning in the "o0ld place™ that could be a foot-
hold on the redélption they all of them sorely need. Not just
money but bags and bags of uncritical love will perform the
creation he has at his finger tips.

*I look at these people, these Amer-
icans," Eliot went on, "and I realize that
they can't even care about themselves
anymore- because they have no use. The 15
factory, the farms, the mines across the :
river- they're almost completely sutomatic
now. And America doesn't even need these .
people for war- not any more. Sylvia, I'm B
going to be an artist.” o

"An artist?*

"I am going to love these discarded
Anericans, even though they're useless and
u?attragtive. That is going to be my work Y

. of art. ' :

(6B, 36) S
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Like the fiotive redirth that Kliot is celedrating in the un-
pudblished novel which he is writing while Vomnegut's novel
! ‘esses, Eliot's Ademio orestions with broken people and  °
“the tattered humsn heart are still-born and emount to little.
They are fictions. But then that is right up the alley of the
Adanio artist. Besides, all of 1ife is a preemptive fiotion,
anyway, acoording to Vonnegut. One does what he has to 40 when
‘he has an Adamic "Destination there" (@B, #5). To ask why is
to beg the question and theredy affirm some belief in a rational
universe. PFor Vonnegut that is an idle pastime.

Once set up in the “home place" in Rosewater, Adamio-Eliot
and his Eve, "The king and queen," begin the creative prooess
of redemption by courting a olass of people 0ld Senator Rose-
water calls "the maggots at the bottom of the pail.” The first
thing Eliot tries to instill in them is some appreciation for
their Jeéffersonian pastorsl heritage. "Eliot tried to popular-
ise Thomas Jefferson and Socrates, too, but people couldn't
remesber from one visit to the next who they were. 'Which one
is whioh?' they'a wey" (3B, 54). Eliot is fira in this edu-
cational program becsuse, unlike Vonnegut, "he would argue that
the people he was trying %o help were the ssme sort of people
who, in generations past, had cleared the forests, drained the
svamps, built the bridges, people whose sons formed the beck-
bone of the infantry in time of war- and so on" (@R, %). But |
the narrator 4does not sgree with Kliot's unoriticsl love and
futile attempts at redemption.

The people who leaned on Eliet regularly were

a lot weaker than that- and dumdber, too. When

{t csme time for their smons to go inte the

arned forces, for instance, the sons were gen-
- erally rejected as being meatally, morally,

and sically undesirasble. ‘

ore vas a tough element among the Rose-

water County poor who, as a matter of pride,

! stayed away from Kliof snd his wneriticsl love,
vhe had the guts to get out of Rosewster County
and look for work in Indiamapélis or Chiesgo or
Detroit, Very few of thea found st work in
those plases, of course, dut at least they $ried. .

@, se)
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Inevitably, ell of this is lost on Eliot, whose caly sdver-
-tising is drawvn from Thomas Jefferson ead a peem by Blake that
marks the stair rd.url on the m up to 's office over a

. Seedy restaurant.

The Angel

that presided
o'er my
birth seid,
*Iittle creature,
fora'd of
Joy and Mirth
Go love . ‘
without the
help of
any Thing

( on Barth."

At the foot of the lyd.ro old Senator Rosewater has soratched
on the wall his rebuttal, also from Elaske.

Love seeketh only Self to please, \

To bind snother to Its 4 t,

Joys in another's loss of ease

And builds s Hell in Heaven's despite.

Vonnegut's point here quite obviously is that Blgke's insight
in the latter poem is much closer to the fallen nature of man
than the former, and that Eliot's svaluation of the nyth and the

people he is trying to redeem has no fmnhtion in the "resl"
world. Americans may vell have been a releemed and redeeming
people during the sge of Jefferson and Jacksomn, but self-
interest has so diluted the us:lc of that original covenant
that anyone who is even remotely a carry-ovexr from that period
is an snachronisa, Bunny Veeks, himself the son of New Englend
Vhalers, points this out to the ledies looking out the window
of his Jolly Whaler restsurant where Haxxry Pema and his seas
sail by after a fishing expedition. The bank is soom te fexé-
close on Harry Pena's bdoat. Bummny VWeeks is ome of the direc-
tors at the bank. He knows that, -

*Real people doa't meke their livings that
vay sny soxe. Those three romenties eut
, there make ss much semse as Nearie Anteinette
\ mhuunmu- Vhen the q

bcg:hnn&
Yoar- they'll
u-lonhomuui-nlunupc

¢
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ny restaurant here." bmwa to his credit,
vq not happy about this, *That's all
over, men working with their hends and
backs, They are not nesded."

(@B, 131/) }

The above is significant for two reasons, Number one, it il-
lustrates Vonnegut's fond attachment to a man of the Ademic
stature of Herry Pena, vhich helps to explain somewhat his use
of the Adamic redemptive theme as an spparatus in four of his
better novels. Number two, it is s clesr and direct state-
ment of the bankruptey of the Adamic myth in American life.
Therefore, though he cannot but help to sdmire the self-less
efforts of a man like Eliot Rosewater, he cannot at the same
time refrain from laughing at them when measured sgainst the
selfish realities of an America that tekes its oue from the
velues of men like 0ld Senator Rosewater, or the insipid ladies
taking their coocktail on the porch of the Jolly Whaler. "'Men
like Harry will always win, won't they?' said Oarolino,\ ‘They're
losing everywhere,'" says Bunny Weeks rather ironicaelly while
pointing to the four insipid ledies. "'And look who's winning.
And look who's won'" (GB, 131). In a world for which only Hume
could have written the scensrio, Vonnegut seems to imply that
the only way to survive is f;o nake one's peace with the value
system of a figure like Senator Rosewater. And that is s trag-
edy.

But, as I said, all of this is lost on Kliot, who has
driven off his Eve and sublimated his "sexusl energies for the
creation of a Utopia® (GB, 73). He is now not only a confessor
but a healer as well, whose "hot-line" telepheone therspy does
vondera for the almost totally worthless Disns Moon Glampers?2
end other ruined human beings in the newly rp/-;cld.nod "heaven
on earth” of Rosewster Oounty. In his spare time in his office
over the restsurant vhere he also lives, Kliot werks desulterily
at his unfinished novel, which he began "en sn evening vhem he
understood Sylvia would never come baek to himn.” The nevel is
s very humanistic document whieh dedunks traditiocasl netioms of'
parsdise and life after demth and which tries to fimd valid
reasons for being "redorn in this life."
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Heaven is a bore of bores, Eliot's n -

/ went on, so most wraiths queue wp te be re-
born, and they live and love and fail and
dieé, and they queue up to dbe re-born again.
They take pot luek, as the ssying goes.

(a¢B, 80-1)
The problem with heaven is that it isn't, and Eliot's metsphor
for this unfortunate cirocumstance is frightening: "imagine a
billiard table,” he says, "as long and brosd as the Milky VWay,"
and covered with green felt. At dead center is a gate. "Any-
one imagining that much will have comprehended all there is to
know about Paradise- and will have sympathized with those be-
coming ravenous for the distimetion between inside and outside"”
(6B, 81). If this is the case, then the only Paradise that
man will ever know, as Stevens suggests in "Bunday Morning," is
"our perishing earth," which Eliot sometimes recognizes as a
pretty grim staging area in which to be reborn. Appareatly, .
Eliot is trying to tell himself something in his novel that his
inner ear refuses to hear. Though the great majority would
rather not, Eliot heroically comes to acoept the faoct (in his
novel) that he must be Adamically reborn in order to find out
why all those who have been reborn eomplain so about ocur "per-
ishing earth.” "“And I came to realise that, in order to get
the proper answer, I am going to have to cease to be desd. I L
am going to have to let myself be reborn” (@B, 82). That part
of Eliot's mind that insists upon continuing the forms of re-
demption such as benediction or baptism of Mary Moody's twinas-
"'God damn it, you've got to be kind,'"™ he intones over them-
is monolithic in its humsnism and cannot, because he is siock,
take, warning from that other side of his mind that is inheremt- —,
1y phenomenological and hence distrustful of the ideals on
vhich he is erucifying himself. To call Eliet sehisophrenic’
is to play with a tired pvqholosiul term, wvhich mndtnog
Vonnegut's coming up with a new, mockwidamic jargon ters, )
"Samaritrophia” that visits Eliot suddenly with a "eliek" in
the head. He who had formerly been "my chureh group,” my
everything,” "my goverameat,” “"my busband,® snd even “"my
friends* (GB, 171), oan ne lenger take uwnto his Desem the
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suffering of the paltry Lonelyheartgisn citisens of a redesmed
Rosewster County. The overvhelming of s funiamentally
corrupt human nature finally drives Adem frea his illusoxy
Bden, never to return again. On the outskirts of Indisnspolis
whenoe he has repaired on the bus, Xliot was "sstonished to see
the entire city was being comsumed dy a fire-sterm” (43, 175)
about which spocalypse he hed read and dresmed many times be-
fore in the past. It is what America deserves and one dsy will
probably get, and this terridle foreknowledge blacks out his
mind. Ve next discover him a yesr later on the temais court of
a mental institution, almost completely cured dut not utterly
indifferent to the plight of his fellow man. With his new
health he is resdy to scknowledge every child in Rosewater
County reputed to be his as his ohild, "with full rights of in-
heritence as my sons and Mtc-.' Without warning, Eliot
is back at the game of Ademic redemption.

*"Tell them that their father loves them, no
matter vhat they turn out to be. And tell
them-" Kliot fell silent, raised hig tennis
racket as though it were a magiec wand, .
‘ “And tell them," he bagan again, “to
be fruitful and multiply.® -
(@B, 190)

"The full rights of inheritance” must of necessity include the

‘ourse of the search for the unfallen place that probadbly will

bresk the hearts and the minds of Eliot's)\Adsmie children. As

the process contimues, the laughter erising from it grows more
bitter until the word redemption beeomes Jjust a werd oa g pege
that once meant something most Americans eam 2o longer remen-

ber. The "Poo-tee-weet?™ that prefaces that last two chapters

of the novel froa the innocent bird inm the sycamere seunds. a
menacing note for man., Wherever he sppears in the werk of
Vounegut, his song is slweys cast in the fexrn of e gquestiea. :
It is as though the bird, a most useful and representative part «3
of the matural world, were questioning the intrusiean inte matwre
of this strange phencmenea, this wmaaturel specinen ealled mem
fer whemn Younegut camnot diseever, try as he may, a geed use.
But he keeps trying,

far e Pim
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I have mentioned, or at hut

sbout the fictions of this world es
fioctions of snothei- with no :l.nhntioa
the reader's being mmod to believe in either fioction. It

. 1ied, that Vonnogut's
use of science fiotion amounts tp j“;u& than his speaking

is this which immediately separates Voanegut from serious
writers of science fictien such as Ray Bradbury and a few

others.

In W these two fictive worlds are

distinguished by the different time-Lrames cocupied by Kurt

Yonnegut, Jr. and by Billy Pilgrim.
sional world obtrudes upon the flow of the action of the novel

in three seperate places;13 Billy Pilgrim triumphs in a four

. dimensional world that allows him 'por:!.odio, though involuntary
redirth, simply through a change in perspective.
incorrect, really, to say that both these points of view oon-

stitute two 'nonln in one. "It is as though Vonnegut were

pleoing Tristss Shendy snd Tom Joneg within two ocovers, telling
each story, and resolving them simultanecusly.*1# Vonnegut's

inadility to bde reborn in the third dimension, therefore, only

enhances Billy Pilgrim's sbility to be reborn in the foyrth,
and to carry out the mission, which Malachi Constant failed:

to prescribe "scrreetive lenses for Barthling souls" (§-F, 25)
so that they might see beyond desth in the third dimension and

into the fourth. Thus Redeemed they would not take 1life too

seriously.

Using this ipg:lo, Billy lectures the crowds before
his death that mortality is immortality, time is eternity, the
finite is infinite, and man is the euly source of his owvn re-
demptien if he will but re-invent himself

it Billy end Eliot

and Malachi Constant have done.

“™he mest important thing I learmed on

Trelfemsdere was that vwhen a persen dies he
&11 to :10. g:il vw?oh
ve pest, e s silly for

o So oy ot %is i :

in terms of the
on Vennegut's part of

Vonnegut in a three dimen-

It weuld bde




Mountains, for instance, They can see how
permanent all the moments are, and they can
look at aeny moment that intu'utn them., It
is just an illusion we have here on Earth

that one moment follows another like beads
on a utr:lns} and that once a moment is gone

it is gone forever.

(8langhterhouse-Five, 27)
To achieve this Adamic self-redemption, there are only four
things required: one must reject the fictions of history, be
fundamentally innocent, be schiszophrenic, and be hopelessly
American. Also, to be on the front line of at least one of
the many traumatic disasters of the twentieth century is a big
help. Eliot Rosewater, f ample, once murdered a fourteen
year o0ld German volnnteer fireman. Billy Pilgrim witnessed
the greatest msdm:e in BEuropean history. Malachi Constant
resorted to a re-invention of himself through sheer boredon
with his money and all it bought. "They were trying to re-
invent themselves and their universe. BScience Fiction was a
big help." Indeed, in tne veteran's hospital Billy once heard
Eliot Rosewater in the next bed tell a psychiatrist, "I think
you guys are going to have to come up with a lot of wonderful
new lies, or people Just aren't going to want to go,on 1i "
(8-F, 101). Unfortunately for Eliot, his fiction of Adsmio
redemption did not hold up completely; Billy's does, the momnent
he is able to be "unstuck in time."™ If one is prepared to ac-
cept his vectors, Billy even goes beyond Wallace Steven's
"supreme fiction™ and Jeames Dickey's "I am trying to make it/
make something/ mske them make me/ Re-invent the vision of the
race” in the poem "The Eye-Beaters."™ Billy is the Adamic per-
fection of a series of protegonists in the works of VYommegut,
who, without question, has stumbled upon the "hovering place”
of the Peacesable Kingdoa in which "roses and mustard gas” are
reoconciled, "Farewell, helle, farewell, hello," are predicate
nominatives, and "the coffin-ghaped”™ horse-drawn, “"green wagon”
that carries.desd dodies axround also contains the seeds of re-
birth. At the econclusion of the novsl, nature talks to Adamt
*One bird said to Billy Pilgrim, "'Poo-tee-weet?'” (u, 215).
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But Billy's most triumphant Adamic asct in the fourth dimen-
sion is his redemptive power to reclaim the orgamic from the .
inorgenic, and thus to restore the Americen gardem to its re-
doiptivo place in nature. That this variation on "lying down
with the lamb, is acocomplished by Billy's viewing the late
movie backwards is Vonnegut's way of lsughing at, not only the
fiotion of Adamic redemption, but at the fiestion of story
telling itself, which requires a man with the mind of a bril-
liant ghild to fully appreciste. This helps us to understand
-why for Vonnegut the unexamined life is the only life worth
living, for to look at life too closely is to lose one's mind.
Given Vonnegut'!s brillisant reduction of history to unintelli-
gible messages from Tralfamsdor to Salo via earth, such an
anti-intellectual extreme should not be shocking to anyone.
Coming as it does from a self-avowed middle class American,
however, it is amusing.15
Earlier I mentioned that Slaughterhouse-Five might be con-

strued as two novels in one. I should perhaps gqualify that
statement and say that it is actually one novel characterised
by a semi-fictive autobiography at the beginning and a half
dosen or so interpolations from the nsrrator of that autodbiog-
raphy throughout the novel itself. One asks himself, why a
structure of this nature? To begin with the historical par-
ticipant in the fire-bomdbing of Dresden, Vomnegut, who appears
in the brief auntobiogrsphy at the deginning, does not wish to
have the reader confuse him with the intelligence that tells
the story of Billy Pilgrim- another pai'tid.p-nt in the fire-
bombing of Dresden, but who survived in a differemt time dimen-
sion. Billy's occupation when "unstuck in time” in the "chrono-
synclastic infundibula” affords him a profound sceeptsnce of
life at all levels. The intelligencer or the narrator of
Billy's pilgrimage (Langlend's will?) is not 4uite so fortunate,
enjoying as he does only the, third dimension, wvhiech ferces him
often to question Billy's Adsmie perspective. It is not wneom—
son for him to interject statements such as "Billy maintains,”
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or "so Billy ssys." The philosophy which characterises his
skeptical acceptance of Billy's sdventures is therefore a
kind of stoical determinism grounded in the third dimension.
Hence the refrain repeated over ome hundred times in the novel:
"So0 it goes.” Vonnegut, the sutobiogrspher, from the third
dimension expects us to believe that ke 41d thus and thus at
a certain time and in a certain place (the details of which
need not concern us) in an effort to expiate the guilt in his
American heart srising from men's inhumsanity to his fellow man
in the completely irrational fire-bombifg of the gessamer and
defenseless city of Dresden. The sutobiographer's experience
happened; all the rest of it hsppened, “"more or less.” Finally,
the thing that separates the autodbiogrspher from the intelli-
gencer, who tells Billy's "story” of deing "spastic in time"
(8-F, 23), is that where the latter is a.stete determinist the
former is a "Telephoner" who used to de one of "“the United
Vorld Federalists” (§-F, 11). In other words, ss adefenseless
and moridund "Telephoner,” trying to resurrect the deed from
the historicel past, the sutobiogrspher cannot contein a mean-
ingless life within the luxury of the refrain, "So it goes."
And he doesn't,16 either. A fourth point of view that could
possibly be added to this medley of tormented voices is that
of Kilgore Trout, who imegines in his novels everything that
Billy Pilgrim has already oconfirmed in his life. B0 he says.

Billy's “"story™ is relatively simple. Captured by the

Germans in the second war and sent to Dresden to perfora slave
laboxr for his csptors, Rilly expexriences at first hand the
horrors of the Dresden fire-bombimg, whidh thereafter he is
never able to shake from s mind that from childhoed wes al-
ready weak and schisophrenic. Returning heme after the war,
Billy marries the wealthy daughter of sn Ilium, New Yexrk, op-
tometrist, has two children, end at age ferty-five is murdered
by his o0ld army compenion, Peml Lassare. Idke his death, his
life was meaningless. For this reescn, he hallusinstes at the
point of his cepture in a forest in 194 and through imventioa
projects his 1ifé into the future es a defense against the “
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enormities of the moment.” These hellucinations do not stop
with his repatristion, and he gontinmes them into the future

as a defense ageinst the ?on

existence.

aftermath

nding banelity of his mafried

.The highlight ‘%{Eﬁdh@imnou is his abduc-~
tion by the Tralfemsdorisns snd Bis transport to the

planet where Billy and the former hard-core, blue-movie queen,
Montana Wildhack, are redeemed as Adam snd BEve froa the -sorry

of 1ife in the Americen garden., All along

home

, Billy had

known that this, an Ademic world in which "everything was

beautiful

and nothing hurt," was in store for hinm.

"He hed. .

supposed for years that he had no secrets from himself. Here

was proof" (§-F, 273).

Before his adduotion to Tralfamador

and his mating with Montana Wildheck for the amusement of the
"plumber's helper" Tralfsmsdorisns, Billy, when spastically
"unstuck in time,"” was often sble to exercise his Adsmic powers
and to redeen a vorld in \‘h:lch "nothing hurt." I refer to his
preactice of w‘thhing the late movie backwards.

Anrieu‘lnglnu, full of holes and

wvounded men corpses took off backwards

from ug/d.rﬁold i.%rmglmd. Over France,
& ' few I anes flew at them

banhardl, mekod bulliets and shell frag-

aents from some 0f the planes and orewmen.

g- did th;h same for the w::ckod ilor:lcu
ors on ose planes
Llew 3 ckwards to Joiu the formation.
c formation flew dackwards over a

that wvas in flsmes. The bdombers

e a iy ter Sl e
reculous magnetism ° es
gathered them into lindricsl steel jcon-

ainers, and lifted the containers into the
bellies of the planes. The centainers were

stored nestly in recks. The Germans delow
had nirnculm devices of their owm, which
wvexre long steel tudes. They used them to

suck more f» ts the crewmen and
lanes, M e W still a few wounded
x-or.l and some eof the dombers
vere in bul Over France, though,
Gn-un ﬂ.;htcu ono again, nade every-
as new,
nu the got baek to their

base, the steel linders were taken from
the racks and shipped dack to tho United




Statu of America, vhere the factories

oLM ting night and day, dismantling
tho ers, separating.the dangerous
contcntl into minersls. Touchingly, it
was mainly wvomem who 4id the work. The
‘minerals vere thea pped to specialists
in remote areas. It was their business

to put them into the frcmnd to hide thea
¢cleverly, so they would nw;r hart anybody
ever .

The American fliers turned in their
uniforms, became high school kids. And
Hitler turned into a baby, Billy Pi
supposed. That wasn't in the movie. Billy

was extrapolating. Everybody turned into '
a baby, and all ty ‘ without exception,

consp od biologically to produce two per-
fect people named Adam axd Eve, he supposed.

(8lsughterhouse-Five, 73-5)
Almost like Prospero, Billy pu'forl\h a magic whéredby the inor-
ganic flows back to thé mineral, organic, thus establishing s
nev basis for a redemptive life. Moreover, the practice is
not isolated. "Throughout Mmr_i_v_o_ Vonnegut's lan-
guage emphasizes this vision of the world by using Newtonian
terms for humans (they 'flow' like Iiquid or ’expel fluid' like
machines), and organic terms for ¢ e nonhumen (1ight 'seeks to
escape,’ and bubbles of air 'sesk td-elimb' out of a glass)."17
Thus wve escape from a.world that has ‘surrendered to the ipor-
ganio- of. Nathaniel West's Miss Loneliyhearts- snd pass into a
world in Slaughterhouse-Five that has reclsimed the organic -
from the inorganic. We have returned triumphsnt, in other woxds, |
to the redeemed warld of James Dickey in poems like “Cherrylog R
Rosd” vhere wrecked sutos and rusted machinery revert back to
the organic, and Adam and Eve are reborn in their love-making.
As vith Dickey, Vonnegut's version of the "Pescssble Kingdem"
does not stop with the fictively reversidle preeess of the inar-
ganic flowing back to the crganie: we are tekem sll the way
badk to Adem end Eve as they will ultimately sppeer rebern ea
Tralfemsdor- immosent and in perfeect harmony with Mm '
furnished, alas, by the Besrs, Reebuek Cempany from Iowa Gity
. (Vonnegut spparently could not resist this gv}u). Bat this is
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Just a beginning. The reai depth of the paésgge lies in its
inherent attitude toward history and the absurdity of history's
successive irrational events. PFor to have faith in its lessons ,
is to fall into time and commit the same hapless sins over and
over sgain., The progression toward the "Peaceable Kingdom"
therefore is backward, and paradoxically its redemption is a
conspiracy of love that struggles to produce‘"two perfect peo-
ple named Adam and Eve, he supposed."” To spurn,the process,

to call it Science Fiction, is to spurn art itself.

At this stage of my study, I feel relatively safe in as-
suming that I have passed beyond the realm of the hypothetic§l;
that the reader will grant me the continuing existence of the
base for an Adamic redemptive\pre-oc?upation‘that has many roots
and is broad in scope in American fiction. Whether redemption
performs as a leit-motif that frustrates the conventional ex- \
pectations of both reader and Adamic protagonist alike, or .-)
whether it perfdfms openly and directly on the surface of a work,
it remains a habit of mind and a spiritual dispensation from an
old time to a young people who see themselves as nothing less
then choseén and redeemed in the midst of a natufe, a heaven on
earth, set asidle by God. It had little basis in fact in the
past; it has less basis in fact now. Yet many Americans persist
in clutching at the tragic consequences of instant salvation and
new beginnings free from the burdens of the historical past. To
round off the progress of this study in fiction, therefore, I
should like to conclude with the most explicit and quintessential,
expression of a failed Adamic redemption in the immediate pq:;od;
1945 to the present, that I have been able to discgyer.

A native-born American writing Being There (1971) would
have performed a notable feat; for Jerzy Kosinski, "an inner
emigre"18 from Poland to have written Being There is nothing
short of astounding. The novel is s cogent summary of where
Americans have been and where they cannot fail to go in the fu- ;
ture if they persevere in their redemptive illusions. Placing %
his fingers lightly on the stops, Kosinski has played a bitter- "
sweet song on the "ice-cream coronet”™ of a great people who once
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thrust\indn-j;riali- and technecracy upon the world and then
failed in their own maturity and adjustment to it. The drift
of the novel is neither strictly satiric nor parodic: rather
it is more like an elegy or a Kaddish intoned by a man whose
religious instincts have been atrophied by his lack of options.
Who or what is being mourned is not Chauncey Gardiner, the ul-
timate victim, but those who look to him for their redemption
outside of history- a point of wyiew with which Kosinski can
rudily _sympathige, having been himself in his early years in
Poland and Russia a nesr tragie victim of history. “The motive
of the lone wolf is the motive of all the novels, with the one
exception or Chsuncey Gardiner who is really unable to even
realize that redemption is a possibility. He is externalised
beyond collectivity, indeed, beyond the garden"19 from which
he has been driven by the death of the 014 Man. The reason for
this is clear: Chauncey the gardener, the incontrovertible
natural, is incapable of seeing himself as a fallen creature with
an identity governéd by’ historical time. Spesking an Adamic
language that frustrates even death itself in its Tasadhi-lik
innocence, Chance can essily accept desth as "the mother of
beauty” and the residual force of all regeneration. "It vas

hard to ‘know which was more important: the garden's surface or

tho snvéyt:vd from which it grew and into which it was coastant-
1y lupd.ng (Beipg There, 4).20 For Chance there is no end but
the bosinnins "He not even know how to show that he was
afraid” (BT, 28). ’If Chance did not exist, he would be mamm-
factured by whoever runs the United States to satisfy the Amer-
ioan Hunger for redemptiom. But he does exist all around us,
ilplicit in all the varicus forms of American life that “"dis-
aredit any sense of history”"21 or discount smy rational inter-
prefation of the tragic meaning of men nov sunk in a predstery

mcrty of his own making. ILike Chance, peny Americans have
not in their hearts passed Beyond the ) san-pastoral devel--
opaent of man Xor the ingemmous.reasen the pastoral werld

for them seems to inhibit the m-pynt possibility ef tragedy
we usually associste vith men in s complex seaiety. Americans
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simply do hot like the tragic. Thus, a substantial part of
the nationsl psyche will always lurk in the garden, orphaned
by a Jeffersonian heritage that exists (outside the realm of
poetry) only in advertising sloganss

As an qi'phan, Chsnce had been "sheltered" in the home of
the 0l4 Hanl/e'nr since the "trees were small, and there were
practically no hedges”™ (BT, 14). KNot even the 0ld Man could
tell him who his father had been, although he did warn Chance
sbout his mother, who was pretty and whose "mind was damaged as
his, ruined forever" (BT, 7). Before the death of the Old Man
never once did Chance venture from the Old Man's garden he
temded, nor was he ever curious about the world outside its
walls. His only form of entertainment beyond a new electric
sprinkler gystem and the passage of the seasons was to watch a
color T.V. in"his monastic room, where he mistskenly came "to
believe that it was he, Chance, and no one else, who made him-
self be" (BT, 5). The nature of the 0ld Men and the tyranny he
exercises over Chance in many ways suggests the relationship
between God's (Yahweh's) inevitable eviction of Adam from the
garden of Bden, which exists for Kosinski only as a symbolic
representation of the sense of displacement and loss he sees
everywhere around him in America. "There is no place beyond
words where experience first occurs."22 If man were not around,
God would not exist. If Chance were not around, the 0ld Man
would not exist- at least according to Chance's Berkelian,
epistemological way of perceiving reality. "As long as one
didn't look at people, they did not exist. They began to exist,
as on T.V., when one turned one's eyes on them" (BT, 12).
Iater, after he has been driven from the 0ld Man's garden by
the lavyers from the estate, Chance gives a televiszion inter-
viev vhere he makes a similar observation. "The viewers exist-
ed only as projections of his own thought, as images. He
would never kmow how resl they were, since he hed never met them
and 4id not know what they thought” (BT, S54). At the 014 Man's
death, one of his eyes remsined open, "like the eye of a dead .
bird" (BT, 8). The indireot and oblique imsge of God-the-fathexr
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. fades from Chance's mind, and the picture slowly, like a
television that has just been switched off, recedes into noth-
ingness,' When he thinks of the 0ld Man one other time in the
novel, it is not in terms of the 0ld Man himself but in terms
of his unfallen garden. Because "he is his own event,"23 it \
has not yet struck Chance that there is a difference here in f
the 01d Man's unfallen and timeless garden, where one never
knew "whether he was going forwerd or backward, unsure whether
he was ahead or behind his previous steps. All that mattexed
vas moving in his own time, like the growing plants® (BT, A4).
This is not the fallen and temporsl gerden outside the 014 Man's
brick well where "the trees had roots that came to the surface
and withered” (BT, 36) and died., In fact, that he has been
displaced never asserts itself in Chance's "ruined mind,” all
of which helps to explain his ability to cut across the reali-
ties of an industrial society and to simply ignore time and
history. Tbus through Chance others may hope for the redemption
due them as Americans. Not actually redeemed himself, he is the
ococasion of potential redemption in others, a pattexn we have
already seen repeated in aharacters such as Miss Lonelyhearts,
Hazel Motes, "Leo" E. Henderson and others. Unfortunately, the
commonality in America who seek redemption from the Adamic
Chance, are motived by greed, and they quickly translate his or-
ganic metaphors drawn from the close harmony between unfallen
man and unfallen nature into a new rubric for the manipulstion
0f a bearish stock market, or a new form of masturbatory self-
gratification., I speak here, of course, of the “"siek man" at
the United Nations party and E.E.

Outside the garden time is measured not by the growth of
plants dbut by the chronometer that ticks off historicel progres-
sion. Of this Chance is unaware. Before leaving through the
locked gate, he takes one last look arocund. “He felt wikh his
fingers the prickly pine needles and the sprawlimg twigs of the
hedge"” that hass marked his own progression through the Bternal
| ‘ Now that is the time frame of the Adsic protegonist. “The

needles sesmed to reach tovard him™ (B2, 23). Vhereas before
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the death of the 01d Man hature did indeed comspire with his
perfeotion and reach out to Chance with love, now with his
lopu-tqro imminent, nsture only “"seemed” to touch him, a re-
ality that te Chance goes umnoticed. Outaide the gates of
Elen which are locked after him, Chancey dressed in a suit
"that fitted his body as bark covers a tree"2* (B, 40), is as
unresdy for ocivil society as his Biblicel predecessor. The
world sround him.is not as it sppesared on T.V. Though his
fallen perfection excells that of everyone sround him, he is
nevertheless an alien, a stranger in a strange land who cannit
relate to what the garden has dbecome outside the walls in the
20th century. His first introduction to that world results in
pein when E.E.'s nlg“sino cxushes his leg sgainst a parked ocar.
Chance had never known pain. OChance had never known a wosan.
From this moment forward he will de subjeet to both. Through
E.E.'s suggestion of a convalescence in her husdand's home,
Chanoe stumbles upon the second father figure of the novel, o0o-
tagenarian, Benjamin Rand, or God-the-Consultant, a dying right
hand of the 014 Man who resides over the fallen, economic Amer-
iocan garden outside the brick walls. From the right hand of
the dying "Consultant,” Chance is literally given his Eve,
Elisabeth Eve, called by her intimate friends, E.E. Though
Chance remains a ocelibate throughout the action of the novel,
E.E. does expose him to one degradstion after another that fi-
nally works its way into his heart. Before leaving the 014
Man's garden at the beginning of the nowvel, Chance oould say
with justification, "I am a gardener. Mo one knows the garden
better than I" (BT, 15). At the conclusion of the novel, how-
ever, vhen Chance retreats into the garden at the guest house,
he knows nothing, "Not a thought lifted itself from Chanmce's
brain® (P2, 118). Turning the activities of the party off the
way one turns off a T.V. set- "The images of all he had seen
outside the garden fadwd" (P, 117)- Chance hungers to return
to the harmonies of the unfallen place he mystically evekes in
his speech patterns. But he cannot return te the perfestion of
a place that no linger exists except as an imperfect reflestion ,
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< xy passion dissolves it. You make me free.

of his mind upon the natural world.

Chance was bewildered. He reflected
and saw the withered image of Chauncey
Gardiner: it was cut by the stroke of a
stick through a stagnant pool of rain vlnter.
His own image was gone as well.

(Being There, 117)
Although his inage; is "withered,” the image of nature ix\;depan—
dent of man remsins intact. "The garden lay calm, still sunk
in repose® (BT, 117). Chance has changed; nature remains the
game. No longer can Chance extrapolate from nature those
metaphors by which formerly he had endowed the relationship
between man and nature with a redemptive meaning. A tone of
despair seems to creep into the final pages of the novel, leav-
ing us with its final meaning- and this despite the illusory
"peace that filled his chest” (BT, 118). Chance is an imminent
victim. The corruption of those who surround him will not be
denied.

There is little elsé to say. Whatever redemptive value
Chance could dispose to a people blinded by faith in their own
restorative fables is spent on the ground like the masturbatory
gseod of the "sick man" and Eve, Chance cannot participate in
their sexual aberrations becanse he has just not fallen that
far; or perhaps his impotency is a correlative for the unnatural
paraliels drawn between Chance's gift from nature and an ailing
stock market. In any case, the fallen world is, trasgically, no
mor'é\ real to him than the images on T.V. "I lixe to wateh"
(BT, 95), he tells "the sick man,” and later E.E., vho mastur-
bates before him.

Chance looked at her but said nothing.
*Dearest... You uncoil my wants: de-
sire flows within me, and when you watch me

I revesl myself and I am drenched axnd purged.
‘ (Beipg There, 96)
In "uncoiling” her wants, Chance brings out the serpent in Eve
which had not in any way been his intention. Ry revealing
herself to herself she is redesmed and restored to sn arigina]
place. Some purge! Some redemption! For the moment, Chance
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can switch her off like a T.V. by simply looking away.  But
ultimately she will finish the eorruption she has alreedy
-turtod of the most innocent of Americans. W¥ith her help, the
politioal system will turn Chance into a commodity that has
no past, no background "to oripple him" in rumning for the
vice~presidency of the United States.

Gardiner has no bact?onnd' Am 80 he's not
and cannot be objectionsble to anyone. He's
personsble woll-lpokon, and he comes across
well on T,V es far as his thinking
goes, he appears %o be one;of us, That's
all. TIt's olear what he isn't. Gardiner is

our one clgmco."
(Being There, 116~7)
If we can forgive the sbsurdity of the pun in the last line,
we can forgive the absurdity of Kosinski's meking Chance a
cendidate for the vice-presidency. “He is one of ufnrcly i
ip vays that transcends mere political skulduggery. He will be
with us for a long time to come. He will always be in code.25
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if space were not a factor. BSee, for example, the Adamic
figure of John Williams in Stanley Elkin's short story, "A ~
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historical analogue though improbable source for this inter-
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Andrew Jackson: gSymboli For An Age (New York, 1968), 31.

25 Kosinski viewe the langusge of a novel as a kind of code.
Apparently he did not think he was risking much in using the
code of Adamic redemption before san Americen audience, It was
my guess originaldy that the book would have mystified an
lish or a European audience., A quick reading of some of

the reviews confirms my original speculation. I have not in-
cluded these reviews in my ptudy because it is my belief that
generally apeaking they ahould be taken for what they purport
to do: i.e., to introduce the reader to a text. "I think in
terms of proposing a certain way of evoking... You must re-
member that from the very bdeginning I insist for myself, or
to myself, on one major aspect, that a novel is nothing without
its reader. In other words, had I to write a novel knowing
that it would never be read, I wouldn't have written it. Now
this may sound as a sort of highly egocentric statement, as it
probably is. It presupposes the act of reading in the act of
writing. It sssumes that the act of writing has to lead, must
lead, to the act of reading. - And when I use the word %ggg%%gg,
what']l mean is that my encoding is of no use since in itsae
the work of fiction has no meaning. It acquires meaning onliy
in the process of being decoded by another gsyoho. Not by the
payche I can approximate but by the pasyche I cannot approxi-
mate. How do I know hang about %gu? Is there any way to
know about enything? ere isn't. ere is a aoli?iaitic
quality to it- that it has to be decoded. If there's an ele-
ment of having benefited by my previous works, I do not feel
that I am at a difterent stage than I was when I was writing
thozfirat one, since the guiding principle is basically the
:P' language aimed et the psyche I do not know. I have no

sy of knowing how it wiil be decoded. All I can assume 18
that there isn't much of a difterence between my psyche and
the collective payche which surrounds me, and therefore quite
likely what I encode, the other will be able to decode within
a veguely similer frame of reference, and the frame of re-
ference is a orucidl phrase. Frame of reference meaning the
societal components which are rather readily accessitde. The
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= The Mever Against Gardens
&mioulm o bring his Vice in use, ' ‘
Pid aftex h:lz the Verld lzuco: ! :
And from the fields the NMlow'rs and Plants allure
Vhere Nature was most zhu:ln and pure. .

He first enclos'd within the Gerdens squire
"A desd and standing pool of ﬂﬂ-‘

And a more luscious h for th 4 kneead,
Vhioch stupifi'd them while it fed
'.cho P.l.nk gi ow then as doudble as his Mind;
aent diad @ the kind. S
with -trm perfumes he did the Roses taint.
Fliew'rs theaselves were taught to paint.
The Tulip, white, 4id for onglmen seekt .
And leaxn‘d to interline i%s cheek: , T
. Its Onion reot they then so high 4id held, .
That one was for a Meadow sold.
Another ¥World was search'd, through Oceans nev,
To find the Marvel of Peru. , .
. And yet these Rarities might bde allow'a, oA

70 man, thet Bov'reign thing amd $
, _ Hed he nob dealt betwesn the Berk Tree,
D Forbidden mixtures there to see.

No Plant now knew the Stotk from whiah it mo;
He grafts upon the Wild the Tame;
‘That the uncertsin and adult'rate fruit . \
. , Might put the Palate in dispute. :
- His green Bersglio has its Rumahs too;
. . Lest eny Tyrant him out-doe.
And in the Cherry he does Nature vex,
To Ja‘muﬂ without a Sex. '
'Tis all enfore'd; the Pountain and the Grot
: - WVhile the sweet Fields do H; forgot: X
: Where wi Rature does to dispence
. A wild fragrant Innocence:
And Fauns and Fairies do the Neadews till
Nere by thelr yressse then thelr eciii,
Thelir Ste sh'd by u-o ndut m,
May to d.m the Gardeas st
But howso’ere the Figures do m-l
!ht@outhu»lmnmudo&nn '
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One parting qualification on the particular nature of
the fioction I have tried to examine within the frame of the
redemptive theme: with little variation, it falls, .not
uniquely, 'into ‘the category of what Robert Scholes calls
"myth enmeshed in phenomena,"? trapped there and finally put
to death 1like something bright with great wings. Ineluctably
driven toward the theme as the basis for an explanation of one
form of national self-delusion, many mid-century Americen
writers are dazzled by the theme's stmxrtling beauty as they
deliver it a death blow. It is rather like the scene in
Etyron's Confesgions of Nat Turner where the slave leader,
Nat, kills the very thing he cherishes most by bludgoning Miss
Margaret to death with the fence rail. Yet one thing is clear:
no American novelist, with the exception of Melville himself,
in Billy Budd, has ever been able to translate the theme into
a totally successful redémptive statement. The H,M.8. ;Bel-
lipotent K went down with all hands after Budd's death- whatever
one wants to draw from that. It would sppear that still others,
too, writing in the ssame Adsmic redemptive tradition in the
19th and 20th centuries have approached the theme froa the
standpoint of something that blocks the light of self-knowledge
that these writers ingist Americans should seek out in them-
selves. Indeed, the very hostility of the theme toward the
state and toward the complex forms of society the state fosters
" would seem to bear this out. This helps somewhat to explain '
the national immaturity- expressed in the -slightly jaded child
syndrome, wvhich the theme inevitably presupposes. Thus, it
remains for a oertain few Adamic poets, fathered by Whitman
and Thoresn and Stevens, to dresm the dream of »edemption, and
upon waking, easily to slide the dream into vhat passes far
the real world. If one objects that both gemres are, of ceurss,
fictions, I can only offer in evidence that wherees prose is
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the natural language of a divi ‘looiot}- circumscribed by
time and history~ poetry is theé natural langusge of a pre-
civil society (toward which the Adamite is inevitably drawn)
circumscribed by nothing more than the mystery of the unknown
in cyclic, timeless nature. And herein lies, at least, a
partial explanation for the Adnicapoot's' ability to affirm,
beyond fiction, a fourth dimension absolved of the timeful,
the apparently actual, and the historical. In a pre-civil
society, all men spesking the languasge of things are children
and participate in the unfallen vision of the child. The pro-
blens is, however, how can one return to the redemptive com-
forts of that child-blessed vision in a believable fashion in
the midst of the Moloch-ridden twentieth century? A nére
relevant question might be, what form will best contain attempts
at redemption, and what language should that form take? As we
have seen, the novel, because of its inherent limitations of
syntax, can take us only to a certain point where the realities
of historical time and place frustrate redemption. We are re-
minded that we are reading "a story" that cannot go beyond the
prescribed limits of fiction set by the society that reads it.
We believe in Huckleberry ®inn and Holden Caulfield only up to
a point because their kind of logic convinces us that almoat
anything is possible in a world re-translated by a child. But
only up to a point. We don't believe in Billy Pilgrim or
Chauncey Gerdiner,-except perhaps as paychological extemsions
of a collective need for redemption in Americsan life. But that
is not enough for what I might call the ultimate redemption we
enjoy in a poem, which, though it uses the same langusge as ,
prose, is not constricted by the p&hcfoxgs of a given conttft
that presupposes time and some set place in society. In other
words, the mind cannot disprove the limitlesp areas of the
imagination found in a poem. It follows therefore that the
idesl langusge of Adamic redemption should be the langwege of
the ahild, who, more resdily than hiq fallen father, ecan see
the untended garden beneath the temded garden in a corpossnt
li\ght of redeemed nature. "The child paves the way for s
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- fatunrt chingo of persomality. In the individuation process,
it snticipates the Pigure that comes from the synthesis of
conscious and unconscious elements in the persomslity. It is
therefore a unifying symbol vhidf:nitos the opposites; a
mediator, bringer of healing, that is, one who mskes whole,
restores. Because the symbol of the 'child' fascinates and

. grips the conscious mind, its relemptive effect passes over
\into consciousness and brings about that separation from the
conflict-situation which the cemscious mind by itself was un-
able to achieve."2 The idesl formula for the kind of poetry
that miglit deliver a redemptive world might be stated thuas:

"A minimom of ‘ideas,' a maximum of 'intuitions,'"> which can
be rendered only in a poem that accepts self as place- home
is where one starts from, in a tongue of naming that is non-
conceptual ,’ instinctive, and that ié able to penetrate the un-
fallen through the medium of things that involve the fallen.
In the poems of Stevens, Dickey and Ginsberg we have seen this
formula at work with differing degrees of saccess. Let us now
turn to the one who, hopefully, time will one day dlike the
spokesman for all his: Adalic peers.

While it is true that Theodore Roethke has procla.tnod
Wallace Stevens, not brother, but “"our father,"® it is also
true that James Dickey has proclaimed Theodore Roethke, "the
greatest poet this country has yet prodmced.”® In trying to
evaluate both these complimentary statements, I sm reminded. of
Randall Jarrell's injunction: “The best critic who ever lived
could not prove that the Iliad is better than Trees.”® Simi-
larly, it is impossible to prove that one poet is better than
another, although one can muster persuasive arguments on either
side. VWhat is finally important in all of this is the sense _
of kinship that emerges from both Roethke's and Dickey's state-
ments by which they recognize one another as the same animal
under the skin, Without exception, all four peets abjuie any
dependence upon an historical or a ratiocnalistic solutiom to
the problems of redemption- Stevens' [ltidkl his neck out as
far as to say, "Poetry must be irrational,"? snd Roethke quiek
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to second the motion with, among a plethora of such dioctums-
"Reason? ‘That dreary shed, that hutch for grubby schoolboysi®
(CP, 92). Out of a sense of devotion to solipsism, all four
cultivate the self as the resource and origin of new'begin-
nings that arise from an unshaskable innocence which has its
roots in a redemptive heritage potentially present in many
Americans. Finally, each sees man as made to fall so that he
may rise again through the "supreme fiction" of Adamic redemp-
tive art, which becomes in the hands of certain poets a form

of American natural religion, the origins of which can be
traced to one form of pastoral agrarianism or another in the
ever expanding American new Frontier. I do not mean to imply
that each of these poets marches lock-step to the same drum-
mer,8 but I do mean to leave the impression that there exists
among them “a common origin of strength: the belief that in
the depths of the self lies a core of power, a source of light,
a redemptive memory") that may be conveniently gathered under
one banner. The differences which separate them are superfi-
cial compared to the similarities that unite them in a contin-
uous, though sometimes wavering line, all the way from Roethke,
“Be with me, Whitman, maker of catalogues/ For the world in-
vades me again" (CP, 220), back to Whitman. A few Adamic poets,
surviving the counter-influence of Eliot and Pound in the thir-
ties,10 Ransom and Tate in the forties and early fifties, and
Robert Lowell in the sixties,?? would reclaim nature and re-
store man to his original position there, and would continue
to mirror what appears to be one most important pre-occupation
of the American soul: redemption.

To say that Theodore Roethke rejects history and all that
its treditions imply in the complexity of life of 20th-century
America surely would draw a smile from anyone who has read a
smattering of his poems, for Roethke doesn't simply reject
history; he almost totally ignores it. Without having resd
the Seager biography,12 for exsmple, one would be hard pressed
to determine from the poema themselves from what place they ‘
give birth to the unique structure of his vision. There are,

A ’ . )




of course, a fev references to uniquely “"Americean sounds,”

and even an entire ayocle called "North American Beguence®

from The Xar Jield; dut without these and a scattering of ob-
soure place names from the stetes of Michigen and Washington,
the reader is forced to confront the primel qualities of the
natural world interpreted for him by a man who belongs essen-
tially to nature, and is an alien in any other society. Iur-
ther, one gets the impression that this rejection of the past,
both parsonal and historical, is a deliberate choice brought
on by the need to heal a consciousness that was troudbled, ap-
parently, from the moment Roethke's father died and Roethke
was forced out of childhood into his father's chair at the
head of the table.’> "My past is sliding down the drain,/ I
soon will be myself again" (CP, 256). This is not an uncommon
remark to be found in the total production of the poems, and
it pales beside other frequent desires for "mindlessness” (CP,
200), a prerequisite of sorts for 4 re-entry into the "origi-
nal” unfallen place outside the greenhouse the spesker in his
poens seeks everywhere in the fields or untended American gar-
dens. "The poet's scene constitutes a society of animals and
things. To walk through his idealized Nature is to be sur-
rounded by figures veriously greeting, beckoning, calling,
answering one another, or with little groups here and there in
confidential huddles, or strangers by the wayside waiting to
pose." 1% Where history does intervene indirectly into the
midst of the untended garden outside the greenhouse, it is
characterized there by detritus, garbage, bottles and cans-
the cast off remains of a throwaway civilisstion such as one
finds earlier in the century in Btevens' poem, “"The Man On The
Dump." The positions of Stevens and Roethke apropos of the
historical past are consiastent and quite similar: the American
garden means, slso, for Rosthke very much what it meant for
Stevens, i.e., a potential source of redemption for the man
who would create out of himself, through the imagination and
nature, the unfallen place that he knows from his Ademic in-
stinot to be there, waiting quietly in sn "aftexr-light" (CQP,
202) of the "inner eye" (CP, 155). "Roethke viewed the self
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as ocontinually seeking a harmonious dialogue with all that
is. The bulk of his poetry derives its imaginative strenmgth
from the author's restless quest for that commsunion in which
self and creation are joined. Though they take the self as
theme, we cannot look in these poems for the sort of personal
element we associate with the later work of Robert Lowell.
Yet they are in their way Just as intimate, maybe even more
/intimate, since some penetrate the protective screen of oon-
/ scious thought. Lowell focuses often on other personalities,
the family, the world of historical time, while Roethke's
concentration either is inward, almost untouched by public
happenings or by history, or turns outward to the existence of
things in nature."1> "The sareen of conscious thought” of
which Mills speaks is a general version in Roethke's poems of
the aftermath of the fall. As a covering, it obscures the
timeless and unfallen fields and meadows, thus hindering the .
kxind of Adsmic perception necessary for redemption. Hence
Roethke's occasional references to "mindlessness”™ and his
unique cultivation of depth intuition. "Eliot added winds of
doctrine. Roethke ‘'regressed’ as thoroughly as he could, even
at considerable risk, toward a language of sheer ‘intuition. ' 16
The mind for Roethke in many poems, therefore, is a self-
limiting, inhibiting area, which helps to explain why he often
speaks from the vantage point of a voice trapped on the wrong,
or conceptual side, of a door, a window, a sill, a casement,
or a continuous wall between his redemptive voice and unfallen
nature in the fields or meadows.??

Another far-ranging consequence of the fall is the separa-
tion from "Papa,” or the father-figure variously invoked in
the poems, and a subsequent loss of an unfallem (theugh recsp-
turable) mode of perception enjoyed exslusively by the
Adamite or a child. In section & of a poem entitled, "Where
Knock Is Wide Open" from JFraige To The Epd, Roethke circui-
tously comes to terms with the illegical betrayal he had ex-
perienced as a child after the death of his father, O8to. The
poem is divided into four progressive sections, each of which
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employs a defense mechanism verging  on the incomprehensible
oblique, and on a kind of "jibberish" that a gifted child

might use to hide an acute pain. (Roethke decliares in "Open
TLetter"18 the inevitability of the use of this language.)

So- in Roethke, the use of the persona of the child works in
two ways: first, it is a defense mechanism that in its artless
freedom helps to reclaim an "O Lost World" (CP, 224) and re--
stores the "Lost Child" to it; second, it operates on the level
of a mask that protects the lost Adamic child from the punish-
ment of history, tradition, society, etc. Without doubt, as )
Hilton Kramer maintains, Roethke has taken the technique and
1ts multiple uses beyond Wordsworth into the realm of "la con-
dition botanique™ where sometimes the positive face of the
Adamic chiid 1s lost in the primordial siime and mire from
which he sprang: "primitivism's final frontier."19 The first
three sections of "Where Knock Is Wide Open” employ the sub-
stantive Langusge of chiidhood in a way that is rather forced-
almost "cute," thus detracting trom t#® serious movement in

the poem. With sectlons’four and five, however, the substan-
tive "baby-taik" is put to better use, and Roethke's entire
world is virtually capsulated in its microcosmic accounting.
Pspa and son are fishing. Both partake of a harmony with the
world of nature that has been lost by the spesker and at ques-
tionable times enjoyed by the father: Papa's ultimate loss
occurs through his division in an earliy death, which wall for-
ever call into question in the speaker's mind Papa's redemptive
powers in the manmade and tended garden of the greenhouse; the
Adamic son's loss occurs i1n the guilt and confusion that stems
from his aduithood and his diminishing successes in redeeming
nature outside the greenhouse in the far fieids. Although
nature 1n this poem tried to talk to him, "Pspa threw him
back," for Papa couid not commune redemptively in this context
with forms of life outside the tended garden in a way that his
Adamic son will in the future triumph in doing. And this
faiiure becomes the failure of God himself. Papa's metier in
the Lost Son poems at least is the artificial, man-created
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1ife in the greenhouse, He is an artiast of the hybrid.

He watered the roses. g

His thumb had a raindow,

The stems said, Thank you.

Dark came early. ' -

("Wnere Knook Is Wide Open," iv, QP, 73) -

{c.pa'l apparent success with the hybrid in the greenhouse
where healthy weeds and naturally selecting dlight are eon-
trolled is not enough to dring him back after his "eaxly"
death. Whatever sucoess he achieved with the pampered and
spoiled annuals,

That was before. I fell! I felll
The worm has moved away.
My toars are tired.

Nowhere is out. I saw the cold.

Went to visit the wina. Where the b:l.rdn dde.
How high is have?

I'll be a bdite. You de s wink.

Bing the snake to sleep..

)

Kisses ocome baock,

I said to a3

He was all whitey bones
And skin like paper.’

God's somevhere else,
I said to Mamnma.
The evening came
A long long time.

I'm somebody else now.
Don't tell % heands. :
Have I come to always? Not yet.

Maybe God has & houu.
But not here.

("Where Knock Is Wide Open," iv & v, P, 73-A)
'l'ho woram has moved a little farther off, as Beowalf says of
Grendel, but the wora will never dissppear froa the world of
the productions of man. When the woram does ut:a.to the un-
tended fields, however, he will be sung out of ‘or sung
to asleep by the Orphic songs of the Ademic poet, who, though
now epparently "somebody else” behind his mask in adultheod,

has not yet "oome to slways." A lonely task witheut a dearly-

loved father whose former identificetion with God-the~father
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exact mature of the flowers that grov ia the greeuheuse?”
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is now explieit. Not only was God never in the gresnhouse,

_he vas probably never in heaven, either. If God is met in

the greenhouse or in heaven, he has got to bde in the sellf.
T™his Roethke discovers in the poems relating to the mesdows
and fields. But the Ademite is not all that Roethke's self
supports as the remainder of the oyocle makes elear; for not ..
only is Roethke his own Adam and his own god, dut he is also
his own Eve- Jung's gniBa+2° pulled out of his fifth rid ia
this and a number of love poems that follow in The Collested
Loma.

At this stege of my discussion I rnnu that I have yot
to prove the embivalent relationship betwesn the gardemer
(Otto), with his fellen, seraglio-greenhouse, and the Ademite
(his son), with his unfallen, faun-filled meadows and fields.
First, the greenhouse iteself. Roethke has designated this as
his "symbol for the whole of 1ife, a womd, a heavea on earth,*2?
On the surface, one can accept this statement until the death
of Roethke's father. It does not synchronise, however, with
the total statément made by the group of peens dealing directly

%

' or indirectly with the greenhouse in yorda Por’Ihe Wind. What

I sm suggesting is that thexre is a case for Roethke's having
lost (in refrospect) faith in the earthly snalogue to God-the-
Father and in his own father at the time of Otto ;twhk
death. - The evidence for this csse may de gathexred, the Sesger _—
biogrephy notwithstanding, from the greenhouse-related poems
theaselves smupported by ocontrasting ovidonoo from "North Amexr-
ica Sequence."
One asks himaelf, "What grows in o gresnhouse, Ion?" ;
"Flowers, Socorates, foxr the most part.” .
. *"What kind of flowers, Iop?" ' :
"Wéll, almost sny kind one desires, Socrates.”
"No! No! That is not vhat I mean, loa. What is the -

Ry dear Soarases, I say to myself- théy are, with fow ‘
exceptiocns, hybrids, and therefere their seels are sterile. = -

WYhen they drop Shem on the 'mmlo"ambmnjﬁn
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pollinate amongst them, they sre impotent. They cannot par-
ticipate in the great oycle of nature cutside the greenhouse
in the far field that surrounds it. Moreover,)sometimes the
effete flowers in a greenhouse are so stupified, so unnatural,
that they do not know the stock from which ‘they came. ' They
are an adulterate production of the fallen mind of the garden-
er. Indeed, one of Otto Roethke's greatest sources of pride
was his hybrid roses- several of which he invented himself.
l?inally, if the case is as I have outlinod it, the sro% se
(being unnatural) is a kind of "seraglio® (I am stealing
Andrev Marvel here and elsewhere), and its keeper, the garden-
er, is a kind of eunuch, who is as limited (impotent) as the
flowers he tends. Without going into the different” uses of
cut flowers (the principl‘e ocoupation of the greenhouse in
winter being, of course, to serve churches and undertakers),
we are able to determine that the greenhouse has more than one
symbolic -oanin3.22 Before carrying this any further, it
would be well to examine the poems from the Lost Son to which
the ambiguous symbol of the greenhouse is intimately related.
The first -two poems in the cycle, "Cuttings” and "Cuttings
(later),"23 present the reader with a before and after gitua-
tion dealing with cut flowers that have been left behind in
the cloying loam after their brethren have been cut and sent

"off to market. .They are dying, it must be admitted, heroi-

cally, and their last stand against the loss of light and
fruitless sustenance from the losm is not without an sgonizing
eppesl. / The clarion of one last “tendrilous horn® iz the last
line of the former poem moves us becsuse we know that not even
the gardsner with his u‘tiﬁ.cial resources can help them parti-
cipate in the great qclo or redemptive genesis that flour-
ishes outside the greenhouse. The ot flowers csnnot share in
redemption. They are doowed to extinction. In the latter
poem, "Cuttings (later)" the stems "struggle" and "strain"
lixe "saints" (no paturgl sexmal redemption here) to put down
roots in a soil that will not restore them without the limited
sid of the gardener axd his tert. Nevertheless, the process.
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dees awaken in the speaker a correspondence by which the {
stunted cyocle in tended nature triggers in the speaker a sim-
ilar chemistry, and "sheath-wet,”™ he "leans to beginnings."
It is important to note that the spesker does not realize new
"beginnings," but rather he "leans" toward them, for “per-
petual beginnings" (WW, 209) are possible only outside the
greenhouse in the fields. The language is clear in the "Cut-
tings" poems and is consistent with a similar attitude struck
in the greenhouse poems that follow, in which the speaker
qualifies the possibilities for redemption that exist within
and without the greenhouse. There is even biographical evi- (
dence for this. "If the greenhouse was, Eden created and
maintained by h%s fathér, there was for Ted another Eden un-
touched or touched very lightly beyond it"2% in the fields.
It was in the untended fields:and not in the greenhouse that
Roethke spent the.better part of his childhood, as the biog-
raphy mekes abundantly clear.

The next two poems, "Root Cellar" and "Forcing House"
once again play upon the idea of plants, bulbs, and flowers as
victims of an unnatursal imprisonment in the waiting station of
the "seraglio," the cellar or the forcing house. In "Root
Cellar," "a congress of stinks" wafts over the vegetal life
that seeks release and escape from its confinement by art.

Bulbs ¥roke out of boxes hunting for chinks in the dark,
Shoots dangled and drooped

Lolling obscenely from -11&-.4 crates,

Hung down long yellow evil necks, like tropical snakes.

("Root Cellar,™ WW, 13)
These are not flowers that in any way resemble their counter-
parts in the field who are attended by fauns and nymphs: they
dangle, droop, loll oblccnoly, have evil necks, and resemble
tropical snakes. They are more like spoiled, kept women with
more than a touch of the serpent in them; they are rnnk and

_gross in nature. In "Porcing House," the title itself is a

give—-avay insofar as the plants there aro completely dcpcmdent
upon steam from the "knocking pipes” in the ssme way that a*~~
sick man with defective lungs is dependent upon an iron lung
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for his Life's breath, and to draw upon the sersglio meta-

phor again, these plants age "fifty summers in motion at once"”
like overworked harlots frightfully busy at their trade. The
next poem, "Weed Puller" finds the young Adamite "tugging ail
day at the perverse lite" of weeds in the father's greenhouse.
The world of unfallen nature outside the greenhouse has in-
vaded the seraglio from underground, and its healthy fibers
are, unlike the plants in ”forcing House," "tough,/ Coiled green
and thick" and are not subject to the art of Prospero, the
gardener. Their redemptive cycle runs year around; and though
pulliing the weeds up from under the benches involves "indig-
nity," this is, more to the point, a tampering with the nat-
ural process which the Adamite later comes to regret. (Con-
sider, for example, that the "weeds wear crowns™ (WW, 91) like
royalty outside the greenhouse; compare also Roethke's later
reflections on weeds in "Weeds, weeas how I love you" from
Praagse To The End (WW, 93). "Orchids" and "Moss-Gathering"

are companion pieces because the sphaghummoss from the latter
poem is gathered in tne fieids and swamps to "feed" (water) the
orchidg of the former. And what are the orchids iikxe? They
are active. Thé§ "lean over the path,” are "adder-mouthed,/
Swaying close to the tace." Also, like their respiendent
brethren in the "Forcing House," they are "soft and deceptive,/
Limp and damp," and, further, they are predatory, "devouring
infants” that require moss gathered from the unfallen, dis- .
tant fields to sustsan them., Thus far, then, the connotations
of evil associated with life in the gréenhouse are unmistak-
able, and the nature of the guilt feit by the young Adamite,
who has prostituted himseif and the untended garden in gather-
ing the moss for the orchids, 1s quite clear.2> (see note)

And afterwards I always feit mean, jogging back over the
loggang road,

As i1f I had broken the natural order of things in that swamp-
land;

Diaturbed some rhythm, old and of vast inportance.
By puilang off fiesh from the living plant;

As if I had' committed, ageinst the whole scheme of life, a
desecrdtion.

' ('Hoas-Gathering,' (W, 21)

N
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The next poem, "Big Wind," utilizes the conceit of the green-
house as a ship that survives with its cargo of roses all

that the world of nature ocutside the greenhouse can hurl at
it. It is Roethke's ambivalent tribute to his father's art

as a gardener. What the rose means symbolically cannot in
full be lifted from this poem, except to say that roses are

a precious cargo for any ship to carry.26 One must 1look
elsewhere, therefore, to determine its proper meaning, wirich
I will do after finishing the poems related to the greenhouse.
In passing I might add that conceivably the "Big Wind" is in.
the wrong sequence and would make more sense in the cycle fol-
lowing the poem, "Otto" from The Far Field. '

The next two poems in the cycle further illustrate the
dependence of the vegetal life in the greenhouse upon the gar-
dener and his surrogates. In "01d Plorist,” the deformity of
the gardener- "That hump of a man"- is the first impression
to asettleywith us in the poem. The price he pays for fanning
"life into the wilted sweet-peas with his hat" and the price
he pays for other ministrations that protect the sersglio from
the "crowned” weeds of the far field is "blue feet.” In *"Fram
Bauman, Frau Schmidt, and Frau Schwartze," the three graces
who attend to the pampered wants of the seraglio- "Keeping
creation at ease”- suffer from "thorn-bitten wrists" as the
foot-soldiers of unfallen nature outside the greenhouse fight
back at the unnatural processes within. The speaker of the
poem recalls these three ladies with profound affection out of
his "first sleep." "Transplanting™ contimues the idea of the
lanquid struggles of the plants within the seraglio to come
to life- and this a direct consequence of their fallem nature.
Theioat'striking line of the poem that follows "Child On Top
Of A Greenhouse™ is "half-grown chrysanthemums staring up like
accusers.”™ V¥Why, one wonders, do the flowers inside the green-
house witness the Adamic child on the roof as sn "accuser,” /
and what is the child doing on the roof other than fulfilling
a young bay's whim to climb something he ,ﬂonldn't. Seeing
the “unnatural" flowers through the perspective of the glass

roof, the Adsmic child is able to intuit for the first time
| o



that ultimately his obligations lie with the fields and mead-
ows outside the greenhouse. Hence, the flowers ggouge him of
a betrayal as though they were women who had seen the bqy'a'
attentions wander. The rest of nature surrounding the green-
house appears in a wild spirit of spprobation with "clouds ”
rushing,” and "elms plunging and tossing." Everything in na-
ture seems to applsud the child's presence outside the green-
house except the gurrogates of the gardensr below, who point
and shout. This tension between the approbation of unfallen
nature and the disapprobation of fallen nature (the gardeners)
is consummate craft on Roethke's part. The Adamic child learn . o~
later from the "Flower Dump" -of the sterility and death-throes
of the hybrids (not a part of the far field's natursl cycle)-
"Turned-over roots/ With bleached veins/... Everything limp."
Here is @ final reckoning with no hope for redemption. One
condemned tulip "swaggers" over the "newly dead"™ with a show
of irony that, as a doomed and .sterile hybrid, it is incapsble
of sppreciating. ¢

The poems that make up section 2 of the poems directly
related to the greenhouse deal indirectly with the theme I have
been developing, and it would be relevant to mention a few of
them. The most femous is "My Pepa's Walte" in which Roethke's
ambivalent attitude toward his father, Otto, emerges in a Aare-
matic way. The child in the poem truly loves and is dassled
by the mere presence of his Papa; but ah the same time Pspa's
fallen role as adminiutrator)nnd executor of the greenhouse
("Ordung! Ordung!") works its way into the consciocusness of
the grown-up Adamite who is looking back on the scene and
writing the poes with mixed feelings. Three things are at work
within the poem: the waltz or the dance that| translates man
through the processes of life; the indirect pain- "My right
ear screped his buckle,” associated with the authority or
father-figure; and time, which the fallen "executor®" of the
seraglio beats out "on my heed/ With a palm ceked hard by dirt,"
an obvious snalogue for mortality. The ending of the poem
moves toward sleep or death.with the cessation of the walts.

-

M



The poem "The Return,” indirectly dealing with Pspa and the
greenhouse (although the building in question could as sesily
be a mental institution on another level), is difficult to
analyze without enlisting the aid of someone.like Jung; but
it is posaible to read it, I thipk, in the terms I have out-
lined without calling on Jung.

The Return

I circled on leather rriaus

In the darkening ocorridor,
o Crouched close .to the floor,

Then bristled like a dog.

As I turned for a backward look,
The muscles in one thigh:
Sagged like a frightened lip.

A cold key let me in

That self-infected:lair;

And I lay down with my life

With the rags and rotting clothes,

With a stump of a scraggy fang
Bared for the hunter's boot.

’ (ﬂo 32)
A terrifying sense of guilt overwhelms the poem. The speaker,
through the persona-of a hound, is returning from the world of
the fields in which he is as yet not at home to the greemhouse
of his dead father. We are, ohviously, on a psychological and
not a litersal level of understanding. The "backward look"
that makes the muscles of the t‘igh gag, presumably, is cast
toward the world of nature, occaiioging the kind of guilt we
witnessed in "Moss-Gathering."” Moving down the "corridor" of
the interconnocted:ﬁreonﬁouao (Otto's were six hundred feet in
lengtP acocording to Seager), the Adagito reaches the heart of
an experience that will culminate in a kick in the face from
the gardener's, the "hunter's boot," who resides, even after
death, at the inmost psychologiocal depth of Roethke's soul.
The gsrdener-hunter image Yfurther clerifies the sggressiveness
that the gardener brings to .the untended fields. Becsuse he
has as yet imperfectly realised his Adamic redemptive role in
the fields and meadowa, the speaker's mind or reéason, ("a cold
key" in the “"self-infected lair” 6f the personality) which he

A\



21?

has tried to cast from him in the fields has driven him back
> to the greqnh'onae, temple of the failed-father, for a recon-

" cilistion the Adamite knows in his blood will not be forth-
coming. Hence the anger in the line "bristled like a dog" in
the first stanza. Surely this poem goes a long way toward
counteracting the fairy tale, idealized version of "Pspa™ in
the later poem, "Otto."

Hints of redemption missing from the other greenhouae
poems make up the last three poems of the cycle, which look
toward a triumph of redemption characterized by a "spirit of
blessing™ and real "beginnings"™ in "North American Sequence.”

In "The Minimal,” from the conclusion of the greenhouse-
related cycle in Words For The Wind, a regression toward the
lowest level of organic life reveals to the Adamite, "Cleaning
and caressing,/ Creeping and healing™ in which nature in the
fields takes care of itself and thus forms the basis for re-

Yo denption’/impoasible in the greenhouse. Unlike the "adder-

( mouthed" orchids with their connotation of an evil and infected
world, the “elvers in ponds™ in this poem "kiss the wara su-
tures” of the fundamental structure in things in an untended
world that redeems itself with aesthetic assistance from the
Adamite., Health and vitality prevail everywhere in this emer-
ging vision. "The Cycle" is an interesting and clesr example.
The Iast poem “The Waking,” however, indicates the new direc-
tion, free of the totemistic image of the Papa-figure that
Roethke's poems will now teke.2’ Not just the plants, but the
animals as well will talk to the Adamic child and demonstrate
for hinm,

This way! This way!

The wren's throat shimmered,

Either to other, .
The blossoms sang.

The stones sang,

« The 1little ones 4id,
‘And flowers Jumped

' Idke small goats.
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“Fhe redeemer’'comes a dark way" (CP, 49), bu\u not without re-
ward for his intense suffering. At times he wall fall back
where he started unable to read the iambs of the minimal, and
his way back out through beginnings will be painful.

/ I came where the river
) Ran over the stones:
My ears knew :
An. early joy. 4

v " And all the waters
Of all the streams
Sang in my veins
. That summer day.

\ ‘ (W, 51)
Absolved at last of the image of the Papa-figure, the lost son -
will come into his nathral inheritance in "The Peaceable King-
dom" where reconciliation on g1l levels, the organic and thg
jinorganic, the human in the diyine, the temporal in the eter-
nal, is possible. "Sometimes one gets the feeling that not
even the animals have been there before; but the field, the
marsh, the Void, is always there, immediate and terrifying.
It is a splendid place for schooling the spirit. It is Ameri-
ca."28 : ‘ |
Of the poems that occupy the distance between what Roethke v
‘has obviously set up as greenhouse-oriented poems in The Lost
Son, sections 1 and 2 from Words For The Wind and the redemp-
-tive poems from The Far Field a fev words are in order. Like
some of the greenhouse poems, these middle poems from Praise
To The End deal literally with infancy, childhood and adoles-
cence. Further, as states or positions on the life process,
ét\ey represent different stages of an Adamic probe into a his-
toryless past of mind and.the senses in their sometimes inde-
pendeixt search for an organically redeemed world. The search
is both painful and heroic for "the redeemer who comes a 2 3
wvay" (WW, 97) out of the recesses of nothing less than th
origins of life. “I've crawled from the mire, alert as a dog
or a saint/ I know the back-stream's joy, and the stone's eter-
nal pulseless longing" (WW, 100). The stone is "pulseless”
because at this point it remains inorganic and unredeemed; no
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roses grovw from its surfece as in the triumph of "The Rose"
from The Far FZield. Here, even though the process is evolving
toward redemption and light, "This salt can't warm a stone"
(D, 98); for “the stones are sharp" (WM, 99), and the speak-
er's identity is “"lost to a pebble™ (WW, 100)- i.e., lost in
hardness to the very thing he would recleim. In the poem that
immediately follows, "Unfold, Unfold," the speaker attempts to
work his way out of the paychological mire that obscures the
fundamental meaning of the amyambols of life he would restore to
their "first" position. He would have all the aymbols that
contain a creaturely life, sing, and in singing, burst open
the crust that misdirects a newly found unfallen sense percep~
tion. But he needs help. A low voice comes to him out of the
leaves, and the speaker is reminded of the ambivalent presence
of "the cold father" in nature from his past, who, like his
spiritual snslogue, seens to desert him in times of need. "Is
it you, cold father? PFather,/ For whom the minnows sang?"
(WW, 103). It would appear that the adjective "sold" in this
context seems to cancel out the success of the gquestioned ao-
tivity of making minnows sing. (of. Roethke's larger-than-
life version of Papa in the poem "Otto" which has something of
the mythological wild weat hero in it. The unarmed "forester"
and his child and the two armed, sullen hunters whom Papa slaps
has more than a passing affinity with Roethke's Purple Gang
stories.) Thus, when the Adamite "speaks to the stones, the’
stars anawer” (WW, 103) with an indifference that brings to-
gether all the frustrations that beset the redeemer in his ef-
forts toward.transforming the inorganioc into the organic. Yet
the poem does conclude on a positive note that promises a suc-
ceasful redemption without enlisting the aid of the father,
"What the grave says,/ The nest denies" (WW, 103). The desd
"help” by throwing into relief the living, by dissolving the
center of the I and thus meking it an integral part of all
creation- including the loathsome snail as Roethke suggests in
his comments from "On 'Identity.'" *
Certsinly the best illustration of the possibilities of v
Adamic redemption in the untended fields deyond the greenhouse
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may be found in "North American Sequence" from The Far Field.
I say this because it strikes me that these poems complete a
statement made by the greenhouse poems in The Lost Son from
¥ords For The Wind, and from the point of view of themstic
struocture ought logically to follow them. All six poems, be-
ginning with "The Longing," constitute an incremental pro-
gression from verious points in the unfallen world of fields
toward a complete participation in the perfection of the un-
tended "Rose," growing in a stone that, as a part of the real-
ization of the total redemption of all existence in the un-
tended garden, is no longer inorganig. Unlike Eliot in the
Four Quartets, who would "put off sense"” to achieve a timeless
"stillpoint" at the mystical marriage of self and selflessness,
Roethke, like his Adamic brethren Stevens and Ginsberg and
Dickey, would heighten his senses so that, as "The Longing"
tells us, he can "be there to hear" (recall Kosinski) the
world of nature as it breaks over all his senses, and at the
same time, "be beyond; I'd be beyond the moon,/ Bare as a Bud,
and naked as a worm." To project oneself into the "heart of
form," the timeleas and the untended, therefore, one must cul-
tivate what the senses will bear and not abandon them by a
hedgerow, as does Eliot.

To this extent I'm a stalk.
L ~How free; how all alone.
N Out of all these nothings
-All beginnings come,

(G, 188) /
In order to redeem the/wholo of nature in the /American garden,
to transmute the in ¢ back to the organfé as in "The Rose,”

one must start at the /minimal. "I would be... a leaf/ I would

love the leaves,/ delighting in the redplent disorder of/

this mortal 1ife." The next stage of this projection into

"disorder of mortal/life" involves an identification with an

Indian, i.s., a hymsan who is_most tive and therefore inti-
ciated with the :a\mrﬁp::im- the king of the

can Adams, as it were. Echoing Kliot sgain in "East

v V. (perhaps sparing with is the right word), Roethke \




opts to be, not just an “explorer"™ as with Eliot, who in-
evitably touches as little as he can dbeing a mystic, but an
*Iroquois,” who belongs ferociously and endemically in the

natural world. L

In "Meditation At Oyster River,"” Roethke strengthens the
desire "to put on," not the knowledge of the mystic, but the
knowledge of the Iroquois, and with the "shy beasts”™ of the
field, the doe, the young snake and the hummingbird- "With
these I would be," travel to the end of the nstursl qycle in
nature and know it as a beginning "in this hour,/ In this first
heaven of knowing." This constitutes a restoration in which
the vehicle of,art is slmost forgotten: “In the cradle of all
that 18" toward which the senses and a mindless knowledge
crave. But on the "Journey To The Interior," there are inter-
ruptions brought on by "the raw places” of historical time
wherein the back wheels of the metaphor in which one travels
hang dangerously, "almost over the edge.” Then suddenly "time
folds” and the vehicle of detaphor in which we were moving is
motionless as the "Peaceable Kingdom” in American nature and
all its inhebitants "flow past. I am not moving but they are"
(of. Dickey's "Springer Mountain®). At this timeless moment
of unmoving motion, the Adamite can hear "the lichen speak,/
And the ivy advance”; the nature of that time and place is

Neither forward nor backward
Unperplexed, in a place loadlng nowhere.

As a curtain lifts, (recall the barriers of windows, casements,
sills, gstc.) so does the dross covering the unfallen world
lift.

As a blind men, lifting a curtain, knows its morning,

I know this change:

On oné side of silence there is no smile;

But when I breathe with the birds,

The spirit of wrath becomes tho.;girit of blessing

And the desd begin from their dark to sing in my sleep.

This redemption and its joyous triumph now look toward the sym-
bol of the Ademic child and the symbol of the "Rose," which
interpenetrates the redeemed child and defines his projection
into the American garden. It is with the Adamic child that
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section V of "The Long Waters" is concerned, and the child's
appearance in the middle ground detween “advanoing and re-
treating waters" heralds yet another, more intense level of
beginnings on the journey that Roethke has set for himself in
the land between before and after of the "Peaceable Kingdom,"

I mee in the sdvanocing and retreating waters
The shape that ocame from my sleep, wcopigfn
The eternal one, the child, the lwuying ne branch,
The numinous ring around the opening flower,
The friend that runs before me on the windy headlands,
I, who came back from the depths laughing too

loudly,
Become another thing v
My eyes extend beyond the farthest bloom of waves;
I lose and find myself in the long waters;
I am gathered together once more;
I embrace the world,

("The Long Waters," V)
The uae of the paassive voioce in the second to the last line in
R way that would surely please Andrew Marvel is a good indioa-
tion of the successful manner in whioh nature reaches out and
redeens man, for the agent in that line ia nature, not only
"gathering" dbut binding as well Adumio man to his origins in
e manner that will allow him to embrace an unfallen world.
"The numinous ring around the opening of the flower" is now
aleo around the heart of the child and the man, too. But the
Journey is not donej the level of the perfection of the rose
has not been realived, and in the next poem, "The Far Field,"
it ocontinues, "repeatedly." Bection I reveals the spesker
loast in the dead of winter out on a headland to which his auto,
a aymbol of motion in time, has brought him. The car atalls,
"Ohurning in a snowdrift/ Until the headlights darken." With
the battery dead and no way out but the end or the dbottom of
the terrorising experience, the way up, to invoke the real
presence of Eliot in the poem, is the way down, at the very
floor of things where beginnings start. The next section, II,
therefore, opens "at the field's end," signifioantly, in the
corner missed by the mower," at a further place, "Not too far
avay from the ever-changing flower-dump." The meadows (re-
deened flesh that is grass) grow untended and untouched




by the finality of time. Near them, of course, is the
flower-dump, in dramatic juxtaposition to the untended garden
in nature. From the flower-dump one can "learn of the eter-
nal," but only as a tragic commentary on the productions of
the sersglio-greenhouse. It is an object lesson. The speaker
suffers also "for birds, for young rabbits caught in the
mower," but his "grief is not excessive.” At the bottom is
the top, at the end is the beginning in the untended cyclic
world outside the greenhouse.

For to come upon warblers in early May
Was to forget time and death.

In a world of such restoration, the lost son has been found;
.the ultimate level of redemption for which he has longed on
his journey back, now only steps away in the perfection of the
rose, calls out to him like an unheard music.

-Or to lie naked in sana2d °
In the silted shallows of a slow river,
Fingering a shell,

Thinking:

Once, I was aomething like this,
mindless,

Or perhaps with another mind, less
peculiar;

Or to sink down to the hips
in a mossy quagmire;

Or, with skinny knees, to sit astride
a wet log,

Beliaving:

+ I'1l return again,
As a snske or a raucous bird,
Or, with luck, as a lion.

("The Far Field,™ II)

At a still point, "but not a deep center,” there is mindless
peace that surpasses understanding. "I am renewed by death,
thoughts of my death,™ becsuse the speaker has now become an
inherent part of the cycles of the natural world. Thus he
becomes (like Henderson?) "An old man with his feet before the
fire,/ In robes of green, in garments of adieu.” Is this the
*Hello, Farewell" of Billy Pilgrim? It is. It certainly is.

The opening of the last poem in the sequence, "The Rose,"
reminds us sgain that self is the center of place, the only
origin from which we start. "This place,” however, “where
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sea and fresh water meet™ is Ademically unique, for it is
attained only by means of the senses to affirm anything be-
yond or outside the festival of the naturasl c¢ycle. To sway
outside oneself requires the utmost in simplicity- a belief
in the senses as the foundation for a "mindless” redemption
in which,

I wore a crown of birds for a moment
While on a far point of rocks

The light heightened

And below, in a mist of nowhere,

The first rain gathered.

This place "Is important™ slso becsuse through the self and
its sense perceptions, "All finite things reveal infinitude"
("The Far Field,” IV). Section II opens with an emblematic
distinction between the futile efforts of the historical pro-
ductions of man in nature- the ship, "rolling slightly side-
ways/ The stern dipping like a child's boat in a pond,”

thrown up against the inexorable currents of the great water,
and the rose and its effortless rejuvenescence in nature at
land's end. The shipy an alien, idhething that doesn't really
belong on the waters, moves; the rose, that obviously does
belong, stays, "Stays in its true place," flowering (as sec-
tion IV demonstrates) out of a stone that has been redeemed
and restored to its orgsnic beginnings. Buddenly the perfec-
tion of this wild rose everything around which comes to “"em-
brace" brings forth from Roethke's memory the six hundred foot
greenhouse and Papa, whom Roethke rejests, and thus makes his
sepsrate peace with nature. Unlike the wild rose which stays,
the productions of man (the ship, etc¢.) move, including Pspa's
hybridé that “seemed to flow toward me, to beckon me, only a
child, out of myself":

What need for heaven, then,
¥ith that men, and those roses?

But surely that is a rhetorical question. Papa and his hybrid
productions from the greenhouse sre sternally desd, as well as
God the father with them, except insofar as he lives in man
and man's projections into the great cycles of the natural
world., The world of Pspa was a .oc.ink. And it is gone.
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Adamic man mygt redeem himself. Bection III quietly reminds
ud-that we are well sway from the greenhouse and Papa, lis-
tening to "American sounds in this silence,” waiting for the
*light /that/ enters the- sleeping soul" from "the ripening
meadow, in oarly'sn-&r' near the rose at the sea's edge. In
hosannas of silence, "Near this rose," (section V) Roethke is
finslly sble to come "upon the true ease of myself,/ As if
another man appeared bdut of the depths of my being,/ And I
stood outside myself,/ Beyond becoming and perishing,/ A some-
thing wholly other.® %he world of nature and the redeemed
Man-child in it flow in motionless motion, hang, as it were, ‘
expecting nothing and sharing in everything of the reclaimed.
and restored American silence, )

And in this rose, this rose in the sea-wind
Rooted in stone, keeping the whole of light,

- Gathering to itself sound and silence-
Mine and the sea wind's.

A corposant light, a "numinous ring around the opening of the
flower," now has become, with all other life that survives the
cycle, that flower "rooted in stone” in the soundful silence
of "The Peaceable Kingdom." All things in nature have con-
spired to exchange the qualities of their own perfection-
including the Adasmic Man-child. ILife everywhere participates
in timeless ‘extensions of itself. For the first time since
Whitman, the American garden is fully redeemed in the Eternal
Now, :

-
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I wish I oould say there is nothing more to
/ : ~ saYy sbout-the redemptive phenomena I have been
exploring in this study. But that, of conrio,
would be wishful thinking, for I have touched upon
what I consider to be only the most ocutstanding
representatives who set in relief and reflect the
emerging picture that I have been able to repro-
duce with a stubby pencil. Hating all trsditions
ofid lacking (though fearing) a God, Americans
through their artists have redeemed a God of their
own from nature, and they have pleaced him in the
temple of the self promised to them by Jefferson,
s associates, and the romantic trencendentslists
of the early 19th century. Americans have never
recovered from an intrinsic belief in this myth;
they probo.b]g never will as long as there is a
: place called Amexrioca.

But howso'ere the Figures do excel,
The Gods themselves with us do dwell.
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Notes To Chaptexr 5
1 Robert Bcholes, "Metafiotion,™ The Iows Review, I

' (vinto::j, 1970), 114,

2 ' Carl-Jung, Payche spd Symbol (New York, 1965), 125. ‘

3 Kenneth Burke, "The Vegetal Radicalism of Theodore
Roethke,"” The Sewanee Review, 58 (Vinter, 1950), 76.

4  Theodore Roethke, "A Rouse For Stevens," froa Col-~ {

A B B o by [ oated, a1l quotations'from

Roethke's poems are from this Doubledsy edition. The excep-

tion to this is the greenhouse-related poems from n
and m that appear in The ’ ’
inw oethke's intentions are more clear than in Col-~
ﬁgg_ brought together for the most part by 8 ey

z oethke's wife. - g

5 James Dickey, "The Greatest Amerioan Poet," The Atlsntic
Monthly, No. 222 {November, 1968), Sh. ’

©  Randall Jarrell, Poetry And The Age (New York, 1955), 80.

7  Wallace Stevens, Opup Posthumous (New York, 1959), 162.

8 Stevens' abstract use of concrete langusge would seem on
first appearance to separate him from his Ademic peers who
wvheel deal almost exclusively with the world of ¢t s.
But Stevens' concrete abstractions are troublesome only to
those who refuse to acoept Stevens' own sdvice in the poems:
*One poem ves snother and the whole." Wallace Stevens, ;_h_g

or

gg;ﬁgtgg of ¥ gtgm (New York, 1954), AA1,

an res dIscussion o evens' use of langusge, see
Bdvard Kessler, inagep: North And South (New

Brunswick, New Jersey, .

9  Louis Marts, "A Greenhouse Blen," from Theodors Roethke:
J4372 99 the Postry, ed. Arnold Stein (BeattTe and LOBAGH,
) .

10 PFor an understanding of Roethke's spparent hostility
tovard the counter-Adamic trsdition, and paxrticular, 2.XK.

EKliot, see Theodore Roethke
Rosthke, ed, Relph J, Mills, M&.ﬂﬁ‘&

)
25%1. Roethke's hostility toward Kliot seems to have ;um:u‘d

in Eliot's refusing to pudblish, I An Says The Iamd in 1962,
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11 The counter-iAdasmic influence that may be inferred from
the body of 1 taxt is deeply grounded in the historical tra-
dition which the Adamic poet shuns vhere he can: When its
adherents use the word I in a poem, it is the collestive ]
of an entire tradition t looms behind them. Kliot is
largely responsidle for its use in the 20th century. In in-
the I he seems to be giving t to words that are
otherwise frivolous, I guess. Thus, the.]l] becomes the filter
of the best that has been thought and said in the Western Tra-
dition, and it is delivered from a height of moral judgment
that is directed toward all the rest of us who midod
or ill-bred. In the mouth of two of his most di shed -
disciples in America, Tate and Ransom, the ] comes to mesn the
. Agrarian South, which apparently enjoys a moral and cultural
superiority over the remainder of the vulgar United States. -
In ¥he mouth of a disciple like Robert Lowell, the I becomes
the voice of New Engl and the moral lesdership it has ex-
erted over the U.8. from the days of Lowell's Puritan ancestors
to its demise in the fifties. For Example: Even poems as
intensely personal and autobiogr cal as those in
%ﬁn;upgort this argument. e opening lines of ng

e Blue” serve my point well. Here the I of the poem
fixes in acid “"the night attendants a B.U. sophomore® at the
home for the mentally ill. VWhile admitting that "There are no
Mayflower/ screwballs in the Catholic Church,” the I of the
ggel who happens to be one of the "screwballs"™ locked up, sees

mself and other New anders as "th bred men¥al
cases" in relation to the cold-blooded "Roman Catholic attend-
ants.” The I or voice of the poem has rendered a snobbish
value iudgnont that is impossible to ignore no matter how sym-
pathetic one might be disposed toward him (it); and this value
Judgment, which weighs Roman Catholics as toarse and not given
to the breakdowns of "thoroughbreds," coming from a recent
convert, a man who earlier in his llfo had been converted,
along with Allen Tate, to Roman Catholicism. What they were
looking for in the grab-bag of Romanism was the same t that
Eliot found in the High Church of England. What I am ¢ to
say is that the I in the counter-Adamic tradition in American
poetry somehow usually spesks from a moral height and is often
used as a subtle moral w o ‘

In the Adsmic redemptive tredition the I renders no moral
Judgments. It speaks for one isolated individual, absolved
of all histori ties, vho is trying to reclaim his or:l.ﬁnnl,
“first® home in nature. There is no better example of this

than Roethke himself in whose poems the ] is an event in itself,

existing beyond the limits even of tir and space.

12 1t is no accident, I think, that the biography degins
wvith a long quotation of a desoaription W VYalley,
vhere Roethke was born, from Alexis de o's .
%, 1831. "The wilderness was before us," o8 do
¢y "Just as six thousand years ago it showed itself -
to the father of mankind.” I think the area impressed itself
upon Roethke's sensibility in the ssme way it impressed itself
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upon de Tocqueville's. i.o as a potential source for re-
desption; an untended, unrailon garden.

13 It is interesting to note and relevant to my later dis-

cussion that the rathor-ﬁguro. who has £i prounmt];

in this study, in Roethke's poens is almost always a failure.

Seager goou s0 far as to suggest that hed Roothk. s t..thcr
ethke might not ever have written any poetry.’ "Quite

) 1ivod.
illog:loally Ted felt that his father, by d:in& had betrayed

him, left him far too soon without his love guidance, and
intcmittont in those moments when he remembered his tnthor
as flawless, Ted was torment by guilt for even having enter-
tained the notion that a like his tathu' d have
done anything so base as to botrty his son.”™ Allan Beager
%! &l”iy (Nw York, 1968), 62. I do not wish to enter .
00 deep playground of smateur psychology here, but the
failure of tho father-figure does sppear often in the poems,
and Seager's notion may well be an explanation for it. I
have gone him one better in suggest. that Roethke's confu-
sion 1h retrospect of the earthly fat and the heavenly
father led to a rejection of Both. I suppose such specula-
tions are idle, but they can be helpful.

% Burke, 14.

> Ralph J. Mills, Theodore Roethke (Minneapolis, 1963), 8.’
16 . Burke, 102. *

17  Por roprountative oxmpln, see pogu 79. 154. 163, 247,
etc. from The Collected Poems of

%%Tﬁdi%a%ég&%m Bosthbe Doy i AR,

19  Hilton Kramer, "The Poetry of Theodore Roethke,” The

. Western Review, Vol. 18 (Vinter, 1958), 14A,

20 HI{Ia, 36.

21 wopen Letter," 39,

22  genneth Burke, among others, sees the greenhouse and its
vegetal 1ife in an' entirely pon{-:ln light. "But of flowers
as -tanding for the final term of human lifey we recall no - °
mention."” Burke, 87. I sm forced to go to/an opposite 10
in this matter, lnd ny reading of the greenhouse poems

I think, bear me out.

23  Theodore Roethke, Q* H& (Gexrden City, New
York, 1958),° 37. I have chosen to fo o this text for wy
ad.Ing of tho greenhouse poens.
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2% geager, 22. ﬁ‘ X

25  yor a Frendian reading of the greenhouse poems totally
in dissgreement with I have to say sbout them, see

the latest full lmf:h 0. Rocgko, !u-l Nalkoff,
sty Roslys 9, feeggr (ey Yo
on -r, see osu of vhiaeh

the foll is a ulplo. e gath: takes place in a
1 e with clearly sexumal overtones; /it is followed by a
te of guilt at the onanistio action, While this sense
of t at an "unnatursl" action is hardly limited to mastur-
batory activities, the phrase "pulling off flesh" provides a
less ambiguous context for the uneasy emotion." Malkoff, 53.
It Malkoff's mind is not right in thia section of
the study. Both he and (str Burko are guilty of ignor-
ing the faoct that Roethke was onu],y avare of the pastoral
tredition in English poetry. He was devoted to Trsherne and
Andrew Marvel. As for Freud, he confessed to hiave little
more than a superficial knowledge of him, which he picked up
from his learned collesgues at different universities where
he taught. See Seager's dbiography for a sconfirmastion of these
facts- in particular, Chspter 3.

26  Por what appears to be Roethke's rin.l -tatc-ent on the

meaning of this symbol, see "The Rose,”
(Gaxrden City, New York, 196a), 29. AN %
with this poem.

27  The poem "The Waking" dooa not appesr in the greenhouse

oycle from _g:._;g_ It does, however, with
the greenhouse qy trol which I gquote
it. Roethke was only or the arrangement

of the poeas before hia dOath.
28 mopen Letter," 40.

29 As with Whitman, Ginsberg and Dickey, Roethke was fond of
wvelking around in the bYpuff so as to allow the natural world to
flow freely through him. I have never seen any evidence that
Vallace Stevens indulged this pastime- a droll thought, but
who knows what he 4id on his yscht? BSee Seager spropos o

Adamic nakedness, 144. TFor Roethke's use of masks, see nlso
Beager, 55 and 98.
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