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Sinatra sings again
the songs of the Dorsey days ...
. . . reliving, recreating the mood, style and material which fused the Sinatra state-of-mind
in America's music. Listen to an evocative, reminiscent Sinatra, breathing new life into
an awesome musical legend-conjuring the imagery and sentiment of an era and an idea
you can never forget. 0 Arranged and conducted by Sy Oliver, these are the historical
Sinatra songs-as much yours as they are his-as steeped in nostalgia as a faded Valentine.
Never before a Sinatra presentation so uniquely meaningful-to you ... and to him.
l 'M GETTING SENTIMENTAL OVER YOU
IMAGINATION
THERE ARE SUCH THINGS
EAST OF THE SUN (AND WEST·OF THE MOON)
DAYBREAK
WITHOUT A SONG

I'll BE SEEING YOU
TAKE ME
IT'S ALWAYS YOU
POLKA DOTS AND MOONBEAMS
IT STARTED ALL OVER AGAIN
THE ONE I LOVE BELONGS TO SOMEBODY ELSE

The Second Coming Magazine
ARTHUR ADAMOV was born in Kislovodsk, in
the Caucasus, in 1908. He left Russia at the
age of four, was educated in Switzerland and
Germany, and went to Paris when he was
sixteen . There he edited an avant-garde magazine and became a friend of Eluard. He has
translated Strindberg, Chekhov, Brecht, Kleist,
and Buchner into French. His plays Professor
Taranne, Ping Pong, and As We Were have
been published and produced in America.
LAWRENCE ALLOWAY is the English art critic
who has recently been appointed curator of
the Guggenheim Museum. Now teaching at
Bennington College, he was formerly a lecturer at the National Gallery and the Tate
Gallery in London .
GOTTFRIED BENN was at the time of his
death in 1956 considered the outstanding poet
of the German Expressionist movement. Born
in 1886, near Berlin, Benn studied medicine, .
served as an army surgeon, and then specialized in venereal diseases. His poetry and
essays are published by Limes Verlag in Wiesbaden, Germany. Some of his work is available
in English in Primal Vision, published by New
Directions.
DAVID BERLINSKI, 20, is a student of history
and philosophy at Columbia College.
PAUL BLACKBURN is a poet, an editor, and a
translator of Span ish, French and Occitan. His
books include Proensa (translations, 1953),
The Dissolving Fabric (1955), Brooklyn-Man·
hattan Transit (1960) , and The Nets (1961).
His anthology of 12th and 13th century troubadours is undergoing final revision.
HERBERT BLAU, a founder and director of
The Actor' s Workshop of San Francisco and
Professor of English at San Francisco State
College, calls his article a "subtext" for his
book The Impossible Theatre: A Manifesto, to
be published by Macmillan. His theatre com·
pany represented the United States at the
Brussels World's Fair in 1958 and will play at
the Seattle Fair this summer.
ARTHUR C. DANTO was born in Ann Arbor,
Michigan, studied at the Detroit School of Art,
Wayne University, and then at the Academia
Julien in Paris on a Fulbright Fellowship. His
work is represented in the permanent exhibits
of The Museum of Modern Art, Brooklyn
Museum, and The Society of American Graphic
Artists. He is Associate Professor of Philosophy at Columbia University.
STUART DREYFUS is Assistant Professor of
Industrial Management at the Massachusetts
Institute of Technology and an applied mathematician who has publishd numerous .a rticles
in technical journals.
JULIA G. EBEL will be teaching at The New
School this summer, and at Barnard College
in the fall. She has studied at Cambridge University and is currently working for her doctorate at Columbia .
WILLIAM EGAN studied at the Catholic University of America In Washington, 0 . C. His verse
has appeared In The Texas Quarterly and In
New World Wrltlns 18,
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DARYL HINE, 25, was born in Canada and
studied classics and philosophy at McGill
University. From 1958 to 1961 he lived in
France. He has published a volume of poetry,
Devil's Picture Book, and a novel, Prince of
Darkness and Company. He now lives in New
York City.
RICHARD HOWARD, a poet and novelist In his
own right, has translated much modern French
literature, for The Second Coming Magazine
and numerous other publications.
MARIO JORRIN, born and raised in Spanish
Harlem, New York City, was the winner of the
1961-62 John Hay Whitney Foundation Fellowship for Photography,
PAULINE KAEL describes herself as "Californian, by birth as well as inclination." She has
published film criticism in Sight and Sound,
Partisan Review, FIim Quarterly and else·
where . Her program notes for the Berkeley
Cinema Guild, written from 1955 to 1960, have
become collector's items.
JAMES O'CONNOR, economist and teacher,
has written for Nation, Dissent, The Progressive and The Second Coming Magazine. He
has recently returned from a visit to Cuba and
is at work on a study of Cuban affairs.
MARTIN PERETZ, who teaches government at
Harvard University, is currently editing a
collection of essays to be published as War
and the Modern Mind. He has contributed to
Commonweal, New Leader, and Dissent, and
writes a periodic "American Letter" for a
London weekly. He' is 23:.
GEORGE ROSS lived in Paris for several years,
acting and writing, before settling in New
York. His play Phlloktetes was produced off
Broadway last year. His theatre criticism has
appeared in Commentary and The Second
Coming Magazine.
I. B. SINGER was raised in Warsaw, where his
father was a rabbi. He now lives and writes In
New York City. Among _h is recent books are
Gimpel the Fool, The Spinoza of Market Street, '
and his latest, The Slave, published in April
by Farrar, Strauss and Cudahy.
SUSAN SONTAG teaches in the Department of
Religion at Columbia Un iversity. She has
written a novel, Dreams of Hlppolyte, scheduled for publication this fall.
GEORGE STEINER was born in France and
educated in the United States and England.
He is the author of two widely discussed
books, Tolstoy or Oostoyevsky and The Death
of Tragedy, and of numerous articles · pub·
lished in journals here and abroad .
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Special Offer

SUMMARY OF
INVESTMENT ADVICES
On 1000 Stocks in 59 Industries
Plus 50 Special Situations
There are well-grounded reasons to expect
that the next 12 months will be rewarding to
investors who adhere to objective standards of
evaluating stocks-despite the fact that many
individual stocks and industries are in for difficult times.
To identify those stocks which are now reasonably priced and therefore most likely to outperform the market as a whole, send for Value
Line's new SUMMARY of all forecasts for the
coming year . . . for each of 1050 stocks under
regular and continuous review!
You will receive all the new Value Line Rankings-which group these 1050 stocks by expected performance over the next 12 months
and over the next 3 to 5 years.
In view of what has just taken place in the
stock market, use the SUMMARY to check
every leading stock in which you are interested
- immediately and all at the same time. See how
each one now ranks for (a) Probable Market

To take advantage of this Special Offer,
fill out and mail coupon belaw

Address--------------C i t 1 1 - - - - - - - - Zone _ _ State·--Send $5 to Dept. SC-IL

THE VALUE LINE
INVESTMENT SURVEY
Published by ARNOLD BERNHARD & CO., Inc.
The Value Linc Surtcy llu1Jdin~

5. East 44th Street. New York 17, )'. Y
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Performance in the Next 12 Months, (b) Safety,
(c) Income and (d) 3- to 5-Year Growth Potential. (These Rankings are provided only by the
Value Line Survey.)
Here in one convenient SUMMARY you will
have the conclusions reached in the full 1400page Value Line Survey. With these ADVICES
you can now choose the best values on the basis
of objective and current research.

GUEST COPIES AVAILABLE
To help you invest more profitably in the next
twelve months, we will send you a guest copy
not only of this new SUMMARY OF ADVICES,
but also the other Reports listed below-all in
conj_unction with a special Guest Subscription:
(1) THE SUMMARY OF INVESTMENT
ADVICES (as above).
(2) 80 FULL-PAGE REPORTS on selected
stocks in key industries.
(3) Arnold Bernhard's new book "THE
EVALUATION OF COMMON STOCKS"
(regular $3.95 clothbound edition published by Simon & Schuster).
And for -the special "guest" price of only $5
you will receive (a) the next 4 weekly Editions
of the Value Line Survey with full page reports
on each of 300 additional stocks, (b) a new
Special Situation Recommendation, ( c) Four
"Especially Recommended Stock-of-the-Week"
R eports, (d) Business and Stock Market Prospects (weekly), (e) List of S elected Stocks to
Buy and Hold now (weekly), (f) the Value Line
Business Forecaster (weekly), (g) "What the
Mutual Funds Are Buying and Selling," (h)
"What Company Officers and Directors Are
Buying and Selling" (weekly), (i) Weekly Supplements, (j) Four Weekly Summary-Indexes
including all changes in rankings to date of
publication.
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on a half-year subscription to America's most remarkable magazine
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We invite you to sample America's
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most adventurous magazine as a trial
subscriber at only 50c a copy. Art . . .
fiction ... drama .. . poetry ... essays
... the whole spectrum of the cultural
scene of the Sixties is found in the
pages of Evergreen Review. Recent
issues have included sections from
John Rechy's unpublished novel, the
complete translation of Evtushenko's
poem, Babii Yar, and a new short
story by Samuel Beckett.

First with new fiction. With stories, novellas, and works-inprogress by Kerouac, Trocchi, Terry Southern, Shelagh
Delaney, Alain Robbe-Grillet, William Burroughs and
others.
First with incisive and pungent essays on the contemporary
scene. From such writers as D. T. Suzuki, Karl Jaspers,

Albert Camus, Mark Schorer, William Saroyan, Henry
Miller and Jean-Paul Sartre.

"One of the best-balanced, freest, liveliest and biggest
little magazines in its field."-SAN FRANCISCO EXAMINER
" The Evergreen Review contains the most adventurous
collection of writing you can find on the stands today."
-W. G. Rogers, ASSOCIATED PRESS
"A stimulating, often irritating, almost always exciting,
and - most important - surprisingly accurate literary
barometer."-John Unterecker, THE NEW LEADER
Take advantage of this great half-price offer. Subscribe now!

EVERGREEN REVIEW , Dept. S-1
64 University Place
New York 3, N. Y.
Please enter the following subscr.i ption:
O Special half-price offer-3 issues for $1.50
O 1 year (6 issues) at $5.00
O 2 years (12 issues) at $9.00
(Add $1.20 per year for foreign postage)
NAME

First with the vital new poetry of our time. With works by

ADDRESS ..

Allen Ginsberg, Lawrence Ferlinghetti, William Carlos
Williams, Gregory Corso, e. e. cummings and others.

CITY

First with new drama. With complete plays by Samuel
Beckett, Edward Albee, Ionesco, Brendan Behan and
others.

I encolse $

ZONE ... STATE .....

Please bill me O

FREE

The widely-acclaimed first issues of The Second Coming Magazine.
These collectors' items are fast becoming scarce. They are
available only thru this special introductory offer.
Use the enclosed envelope to order your subscription TODAY.
You will then be assured of receiving the previous three issues
as well as the next eight numbers. A total of 11 copies for the price of 6!
Exciting and Imaginative

A most exciting and imaginative publication; the articles in the first issue,
ranging from an acute analysis of the Congo situation to a heterodox but persuasive evaluation of the movie "Psycho" are uniformly rewarding. In fact, it
was only after finishing the magazine that I realized just what you have
accomplished: you have turned out a journal which covers a dizzying variety
of fields without giving the reader any sense that your reach exceeds your
Norman Cousins, Editor, Saturday Review
grasp.
Naked Intellectual Excitement

the d
secon
coming ·

-~·~

A vigorous, swinging publication . .. The Cioran sketches (of Saint Paul and
Socrates) were fascinating. I felt the same kind of electric shock in the intellect
that I remember feeling when I first dug Plato. That kind of naked intellectual
excitement.
Paul Carroll, Editor, Big Table
Bravo! Your second issue is admirable . Allan Nevins, Pulit:;rnr-prize historian
These two issues . . . surprised and impressed me ... The articles on Galindez and Castro are absolutely first-rate, as in general all of the contents are.

-

c 1... ,~1ess

Revolu·
tion

Mark Van Doren

--~
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Insight and Intelligence

coming

==--

The lead article by Yosal Rogat, a specialist in constitutional law, which has
the title "The Measures Taken: The Eichmann Trial and the Rule of Law" is
important .. . The insight and intelligence of this discussion of the Eichmann
Trial triumph completely over the distasteful aspect of the subject.
Editorial, MANAS, an independent California weekly.
Congratulations on this issue . .. It's obvious you're Coming.
Lawrence Ferlinghetti

NOTE:

Because of the necessarily limited supply of back copies, we will give
priority to those subscribers who enclose payment with their order.
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An unprecedented offer to add two remarkable reference
books to your library at an actual saving of $291 The 970 page
ORIGINS and the 1362 page A DICTIONARY OF SLANG AND
UNCONVENTIONAL E NGLISH will inevitably b ecome indispensable adjuncts to your dictionary, Thesaurus and Bartlett's.
But their value far transcends the pragmatic. Their worth can
only be measured in terms of the joy and the discovery these
magnificent volumes hold for all who will prowl through their
pages.
In OruGINS, Eric Partridge charted the lifelines of more
than 20,000 words. His etymological mas terpiece evoked
rhapsodic praise. The Manchester Gu ardian "vrote, "One cannot speak too highly of this wonderful book." Tim e and Tide
wrote, "ORIGINS is a major event and one for which the English speaking peoples would do well to rejoice .. . own it if you

tion of he r poems, translations and prose
p ieces , plus h er fam ous correspon dence with
Ford on naming a n ew car.
R etail $6 .95 . Member's p rice $5 .4 5 .
Th e Drug Ex perien ce. E dited by D av id E bin.
Extrao rdinary pe rsonal ex_pe riences, from aesthetic to terror-filled , by Cocteau, Baudelaire,
.Huxle y, m an y others.
Re tail $5.9 5. Member's price $4,95.
Th e G e niu s o{ Leonardo da Vinci. E d ited and
with an introduction by Andre Chas te!. L eonardo's reAections on painting and the p a·inter's life. Beautifu lly illustra ted.
R etail $12 .50 . Member's price $8.95.
Sh o rt Nov e ls o f D o s to evs ky. I n troduction by
Thom as Mann . Th e Gamble r, Notes f ro m the
Underground and four others. 8 11 pp.
R etail $6 .00 . Member's price $4. 95.
Van Gogh, A Sel£-Portroit. W. H . Auden's
masterfu l abridgemen t of the 3 -volume complete letters. 36 rep rod uctions, 8 color pla tes.
Ret ail $10 .00 . Memb er's price $6.95.

Smiles
of a Summer Night, Th e Seventh Seal, Wild
Strawberries, T he Magician. lllustra ted .

Four Screenpla ys o f In g mar B e rgman.

R etail $6.00. Member's price $4.95. ·
Ri mb aud an d Bau delaire. By Enid Stark ie.
(Dual select ion .) D efin itive and illum in ating
stu dies of the life and works of two great
poets.
Ret ail ( both ) $20 .0 0.
Member' s price (both) $9 .95 .
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can ... there are years of reading in it."
In A DICTIO NARY OF SLANG AN D U NCONVENTIO NAL
E NGLISH, this gifted linguist presents in very explicit terms
the meaning and derivation of words born and nurtured in
barracks, taverns, streets and stables - as well as the slang,
colloquialisms, solecisms, catch phrases and vulgarisms of
English letters from the fifteenth century to the twentieth.
By making your first selection from the list of books below
you may begin your membership in the Mid-Century Book
Society and take advantage of this extraordinary offer. Books
offered by Mid-Century are selected by an Editorial Board
consisting of Lionel Trilling, Jacques Barzun and W . H .
Auden. Special offerings and average savings up to 50 %
p ermit you to add to your library the books most likely to
interest you.

CHOOSE YOUR FIRST SELECTION FROM THIS LIST
A Marianne Moore Reader. A uniqu e collec-

·to g~ncrali1.e',

P arad e's End . By Ford Madox F ord. ( F our

volumes in one . ) One of the select grou p of
English novels that deserves to be . called
Retail $7 .50. Member's p rice S5.50
g reat.
S t ra n ge rs a nd B r ot h e r s. By C .
La u g ht e r i n t h e D a rk . By Vladimir

P. Sn ow.
abokov.
(D ual selection.) Two superb novels by two of
the m ajo r novelists of our t ime .
R etail (both ) $8.00 .
Member's price ( both ) $5 .95 .

Lizzie B o rd e n : Th e U n tOld St ory . By Edward
R ad in. T h e Faces of Ju sti ce. By Sybi lle Bedfo rd. ( D ual Selection. ) Th e study of a fasc ina ting case; and a detailed look at the courts
o f E n gland and central E urope.
Re tail (both ) S9.0 0 .
Member's price (both ) $6.50.
Th e H e nry Mille r R ea d er. Ed ited by L aw-

rence Durrell . A generous select ion from the
e n tire body of H enry Miller's work.
Retail $6.50. Member's price $4.85 .

THE MID-CENTURY BOOK SOCIETY
115 Ea st 31st Street, New York 16, N. Y.

SC -2

Please enroll me a s a membe r of The Mid -Ce ntu ry Book
Societ y. Beg in my membe rship b y se nd ing me the selecti o n
I ho ve listed, my copies of O rigi ns and A Dictionar y of
Sl an g an d Un co nven tion al En glis h a nd the fi rst iss ue of my
FREE SUBSCRIPTION l b Th e Mid -Ce nt ury Magazine-t he
mo nthly literary review f o r mem bers on ly. I need b uy o nly
f ive more selections during the co m ing ye a r at membe rs '
d iscounts from the pub lis hers' p rices. For eve ry four selections purcha sed at the members' reduced price, I wil l rece ive a FREE fift h selection of my choice.

My fi rs t se lection ......... ................ ...... .. ... .... ... .. ........ .

Name ..

Address

L e t Us Now Praise F a mo u s Men . By J am es

Agee & W alke r Evans. An American classic,
su perbly written by Agee and illustrated with
Evans' p hotographs.
Re tail $6.50. Member's price $4 .95 .
Lo~·e and D e ath in t h e A m e r i can Nov el. By
L eslie Fiedler . " . . . amounts to a gen eral cultural history of the n ation ." -Lion el Trilling.
R etail $8.50 . Member's price $5 .95 .

City

D
D

................ .... .... ......... Zone ....... State ... .

Please charge my account an d b ill me fo r my first
selection, $3 .00 f or the sp ecial offer, plus ship ping .
M y check is enclosed . (Mid -Century w ill pay posta ge .
N . Y. Cit y resid ents please add 3% fo r sales l ax .)

the crisis of freedom By martin peretz

Political
Realism
and the
Suspension of Dissent
It is liberty for which we have been told we should
be prepared to die; yet in a world where "necessity"
emasculates the greatest of treasures, we are hardly
asked of late, from any quarters, simply to take up in
its defense or to infuse it on occasion with new and
vigorous meaning.
Not, of course, that liberty has been entirely shorn
of its polemic volatility. Indeed, in the thunder on the
right, it is the first article of the catechism. Given the
curious cacophony of causes therein represented, however - resistance to segregation and to fluoridation,
the celebration of heresy hunts at home and of the
decaying vestiges of colonialism abroad, for example
- liberty is a word of but noble sound and squalid
8

content. On the left, where much of the older generation still yearns nostalgically for a popular front
formation, liberty's tattered banner seems to be raised
only in endless objection to the equally endless harassment of the small and pathetic remnant of the once
potentially potent Communist movement, itself debilitated less by the legal maneuvers against it than by
history's grotesque exposure of what Communist
power implies.
But of the liberty to think and act, knowing that
human destiny is still largely in human hands, denying that the Cold War and its mad weaponry establish an autonomous historical logic of their own, of
this liberty only the muffied voices of incidental and

isolated academics speak. This should not surprisefor the freedom and pluralism here intended actually
constitute the most radical notion of our age.
It once was, perhaps ten years ago or even later,
when the cry came up loudly and continuously, from
the liberals and more radical brethren, in protest
meeting after protest meeting and each filled by the
indignant faithful, that the hysteria had us all effectively gagged. But now Joe McCarthy and his senatorial competitors no longer stalk the land ( Death,
at least, appears benignly to have had some high regard for our freedoms), and Thomas Dodd seems by
comparison a cheap imitation. ( "Better Dead than
Dodd," someone has suggested, might be an appropriate slogan around which the disarmament and
libertarian young might cluster.) And Roy Cohn earns
his keep in the fight game, an enterprise more appropriate to his temperament-though only recently a
photograph on the first page of the New York Times
momentarily recalled the nightmare: a no-longer-soyoung errand boy buzzing solicitously into someone's
ear, fortunately this time a bus company president's,
not a senator's.
If I read the pundits' rare writings on the subject
at all correctly, our civil liberties are held in renewed
esteem; it might even be that the Bill of Rights would
pass muster, if not in the House of Representatives,
then in the requisite number of state legislatures, a
prophecy one would after all have thought overly
self-indulgent, pollyannaish and deceptive a brief
decade back. The President, hitherto having shown
himself scarcely more forthright regarding such matters than when he absented himself from the censure
vote on his Wisconsin colleague, did, nevertheless,
stonily rebuke a reporter who slandered two of his
subordinates. as "well-known security risks." Surely it
is not impossible that the ecstasy which greeted the
President's instinctive decency ( it was no more than
this ... ) in the face of obvious character assassination
( and no less than that!) may actually encourage him
to act in like manner against similar pusallinimity
undertaken by officials of his own administration and
of the Congress.
But the waiting may kill us, and at the moment our
liberties are massively endangered - by institutions,
of course, but at the bottom by deeper currents in
the culture itself. The truth is, in any event, that not
the President's inaction or the relative laissez-faire
attitude of the Court nor even the inquisitorial impulse of the Congress lie·s at the root of the contemporary crises of freedom. These, of course, are not
insignificant: they are one and the same time reflective of the crisis and, in turn, help to perpetuate it.
And I do not believe for a moment that the President
or the courts are entirely helpless in reversing the
ambiance of fear, just as I could not pretend that
were the House to curb Francis Walter and his

agency of random terror the state of liberty would
not be greatly secured.

THE LIMITATIONS OF JUDICIAL REVIEW
To decry what is is not quite to discover what
should be; and one of the more difficult but abiding
lessons of our time could well be that even as we
cannot discern the ought from the is, we can no more
deduce it from what is not. Issues, then, of legal and
constitutional right are more complex and more resistant to simplistic analysis than we would like to
think. It is, alas, not true-at least in the real worldthat liberty, like renaissance sovereignty, is plenary.
And we do calumny to thought and to the anguish
of well-intentioned men when, to be particular, we
consign a Felix Frankfurter to the lists of the hopelessly erring and elevate a Hugo Black to the ranks
of the infinitely just. I focus on the Court, rather than
on the Executive or Congress, not only because the
issues are more subtle and elusive but because we
have made it the scapegoat of our own failures within
the democratic process, of the proclivity of the other
two branches of government-the direct creatures of
majoritarian rule-to silly and pernicious activity.
These dicta are, to some extent, intended as apologia for the Court, limited and specific, but apologia
nonetheless. On balance, the legitimacy of defense
would appear difficult to deny, though if cogently argued evidence is of interest, Robert McCloskey's recent masterful study in historical perspective, The
American Supreme Court, is for the broad sweep
unexcelled. But the judges, once thought to rule as if
by divine right, may act only in so far as the democratic forum of the people permits. Understandably,
then, the Court will often be obliged by the threats
of the demos to limit itself, often suddenly to reverse
itself, when doing otherwise or less might cause the
structure of constitutional restraint to topple, a consequence of ill-conceived hubris.
It seems little noticed that in 1958 the now familiar
bi-partisan coalition of the right waged the most con. certed assault on the Court since Reconstruction days,
and was a good deal more nearly successful than had
been Franklin Roosevelt's judicial reorganization
scheme of 1937. At issue here is less the general tenor
of the attack, which continues intensified albeit in
highly circumscribed circles, than a particular proposed piece of legislation aimed at nullifying several
recent decisions and which added the prohibition that
the Court could not render opinions on the basis of
Congressional intent save where such intent was explicit and unquestioned. The bill passed the House
and failed in the Senate by only one vote; shortly
thereafter the Justices, like their predecessors a score
of years earlier, began what appeared to be a long
period of recantation.
Who, of course, can say for sure? The question for
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the Court, Alexander Bickel has contended, "is not
only which principles and how, but also, when and
in what circumstances." One certainly could reasonably contend that there was nothing logically or legally inconsistent in the civil-libertarian posture of
the 1957 Watkins decision, reversing a conviction for
contempt, on the one hand, and the Court's restraint
in the Barenblatt litigation, as in Wilkinson v. U.S.
and Braden v. U.S:, on the other. In the Watkins case,
ruling on whether a witness before the House UnAmerican Activities Committee had been arbitrarily
deprived of his rights, the Court, after all merely
established procedural limitations on Congressional
investigations: the committee's queries had to have
obvious legislative purpose, of which subpoenaed
witnesses were to be duly informed, and a committee
could not interrogate simply for the sake of exposure.
None of this was, in fact, substantially reversed by
later decisions, although retrospectively the restrictions had hardly hindered the Congressional investigative function in the first instance. The subsequent
appeals from lower tribunals to the Court, however,
involved more than procedural constitutional guarantees for witnesses; here the issues were not simply
procedural, but involved the very protections of the
First Amendment. Thus, they challenged the very
scope of the investigative function and offered the
Court the opportunity to strike out at what probably
even the majority of Justices might concede as fla- ,
grant misuse of that function.

CONGRESS OR COURT:
THE NECESSITY OF SELF-RESTRAINT
Here the Court took refuge in a traditional retreat.
No doubt, it still accorded a special respect, as Justice
Frankfurter had once written, to appeals in behalf
of "those liberties of the individual which history has
attested as the indispensable conditions of an open as
against a closed society." But another position, of
which Frankfurter following Holmes is the outstand- ·
ing champion, carried greater weight: a Court that
substitutes its own judgments for those of the elected
representatives of the people does so only at the peril
of undermining the very principles of democratic
government.
Effectively, the Court ruled, the protection of the
First Amendment was of no recourse when an "overbalancing" governmental interest in a particular investigation was determined by the legislative branch.
The Court here yielded up a personal freedom not
out of callous disregard for individual liberties but
out of intense belief that redress of grievance in a free
community must ultimately be satisfied in that assembly where the cause of grievance originates, not
by arbiters from above.
Often the Court has conceded the constitutionality
of measures it surely must have thought silly or ab-
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horrent or worse. It is not rare that a Justice may, in
his opinion, admit to a conflict between what he
judges to be wise and what he finds to be within permissible constitutional limits-and this distinction was
a difficult one to establish. The polarity between the
principles of intervention and of self-limitation may
perhaps be stated too simply, though it should reasonably persuade that it is not perversity-as some
ritual.istic liberals are wont to pretend-which impels
men to espouse judicial restraint. The notion that the
majority must be protected against itself is, of course,
not a ridiculous one, but those who argue for judicial
activism as the defensive device might well ponder
that they urge a double-edged sword: the time may
yet come when what people now think of as abdication by the Court will be replaced by an assertiveness,
akin to that of the nine old men, evoking, as it did
from the Court's New Deal critics, the charge that
the very idea of review is an authoritarian doctrine
serving essentially undemocratic ends. Or does the
democrat now contend that the surest guarantee of
individual rights is minority rule?
Having argued the validity of judicial humility, I
would not want it inferred that I approve every judgment which has been rendered according to its rubric.
Given the history of the Court, however, legal permissiveness is no more monolithic a philosophy than
constitutional limit, and each leaves for its adherents
wide areas of disagreement and misgiving. Ultimately,
these matters involve questions of wisdom-this does
not minimize their significance-to which rigidity of
conception is not quite an adequate guide.

THE MYTH OF COMPETITIVE IDEAS
It may be that once it was, though we become increasingly aware that formulae we had confidently ,
viewed as axiomatic can no longer lay justifiable claim
to our loyalties. One such principle of the optimist
creed is that of the "survival theory of truth." The
theory itself, with roots in Jeffersonianism and in
pragmatism, found clearest expression in the dissents
of Holmes and Brandeis. But, as often happens with
a bold and generous minority view, its assumptions
became the submerged ideal standard with which all
future majorities, if even only in rhetoric, would be
obliged to conjure. Holmes, writing in Abrams, argues,
"the ultimate good desired is better reached by free
trade in ideas - ... the best test of truth is the power
of the thought to get accepted in the competition of
the market." And Brandeis, eight years later in his
Whitney dissent, was even more explicit: '1t is the
function of speech to free men from the bondage of
irrational fears ... To courageous self-reliant men
with confidence in the power of free and fearless
reasoning applied through the processes of popular
government, no danger flowing from speech can be
deemed clear and present, unless the incidence of

the evil apprehended is so imminent that it may befall
before there is opportunity for free discussion." It
was an old formulation: "And though all the winds of
doctrine were let loose to play upon the earth," wrote
Milton, "so Truth be in the field, we do injuriously by
licensing and prohibiting to misdoubt her strength.
Let her and Falsehood grapple; whoever knew Truth
put to the worse in a free and open encounter?"
The "survival theory" as a philosophic concept does
not, of course, stand up. For it argues, on the one hand,
as Max Lerner has pointed out, "the pragmatic view
that what survives is the truth," and, on the other,
"the idealist view that what is true will survive." But
it is not merely as a philosophic concept that the doctrine should fin ally be displaced. For we know all too
well that the free market of ideas which the author of
Areopagitica and the two great judicial dissenters
assume is entirely illusory. And it could not be, if yet
one unstrained confidence be allowed, that what has
survived in our time, the totalitarian content of this
period, constitutes truth.

FREE SPEECH AND "PRESENT DANGER"
"Every idea is an incitement." Holmes was prepared
to admit in his minority Gitlow opinion; but, he insisted here, as elsewhere, that unless its advocacy explicitly and immediately threatens the safety of the
community it was privileged according to the guarantees of free speech. The test of "clear and present
danger" was first applied in 1919 by Holmes, for a
unanimous Court upholding a conviction for sedition,
in Schenck v. U.S. Thereafter, it became a staple of
his civil liberties dissents, as the Court majorities substituted for it the standard of "evil mind and evil
tendency." In the late thirties, the Holmes standard
was resurrected only to be modified in the fifties to
what one might call "clear and probable" or "clear
and possible danger."
The anticipation of remote consequences became
judicial doctrine as the earlier test emerged hopelessly
inadequate. Indeed it was, at least as a guide to treatment of revolutionary movements, with which the
Smith Act and McCarran Internal Security Act in
question attempt to deal. Surely the experience with
anti-democratic minorities in democratic societies, the
Nazis in Weimar Germany and the Communists in
post-war Czechoslovakia, made it all too dramatically
evident that a free government is unreasonably
hampered in its self-defense when the only measure
of threat on which it may rely is on the order of the
direct effects of the cry "fire" in a crowded theatre.
The Supreme Court has by now confirmed the constitutionality of the central provisions of both laws
referred to above. Significant, however, is what it
continues to insist on and what it has yet to confront.
In allowing the Dennis Smith Act conviction for advocating and teaching the overthrow of the govern-

ment of the United States by force and violence, the
majority took implicit pains to disassociate itself from
Frankfurter's view, in a separate concurrence, that
the Court must abide by a legislative judgment as long
as it is reasonable, which a law aimed at violent overthrow obviously is. The Court's opinion, as expressed
by Chief Justice Vinson, maintained that as advocacy
was, what Sidney Hook has called, a "strategic freedom," the government would be obliged to prove that
at least the modified version of the test of "clear and
present danger" was met. Two more recent decisions,
reversing the Yates and Noto convictions on Smith
Act indictments, reinterpreted membership in the conspiracy to mean "active membership" and required
proof of individual steps towards implementing the
advocacy of violent overthrow. As a result it is now
probable that prosecution along these lines will cease.
Of the provisions of the McCarran Act only those
obliging the Communist Party to register and file
reports as to its officers, members, finances and printing presses, have been affirmed. The Court has not
yet ruled whether the compulsion to register violates
the right against self-incrimination, and, since the law
itself clearly states that membership is not to be construed as a crime, given the current shambles of the
Smith Act, it may never be faced with the question
at all. Nor has it been confronted by the mass of litigation about "cruel and unusual punishment" and the
right to trial by jury, for example, which is bound to
arise from so pernicious a piece of legislation, directed
with only the vaguest discriminations at Communist
"action," Communist "front," and Communist "infiltrated" organizations.
The constitutional issues however resolved by the
Supreme Court will no doubt still leave unclear the
ultimate questions about the powers of the state and
its limits. On this score we may well expect an extended tradition of ambiguity. But even Justice Black,
an unconciliated and "absolutist" libertarian, hinted,
in his memorable dissent in Communist Party v. Subversive Control Board, that it was the relative invulnerability of the American people to the lure of
Communist revolution that so confidently permitted
him to argue the unconstitutionality of the challenged
statute. The test, then, of immanent or anticipated
consequences of the act of advocacy is still a useful
criterion, but assessments by its lights are unlikely to
be uniform. And particularly where the facts are
uncertain and legislative intent is self-evident, the
Court should not be expected to intervene in such a
manner that it becomes the primary shaper of public
policy.
But it need not be its silent anc willful agent. The
Court, even a modest court, may still exert an immense
moral influence. I again take my clue from Professor
Bickel who writes, in a recent issue of the Harvard
Law Review, that it has not sufficiently asserted the
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integrity of principle where it has allowed countervailing necessity to impinge on principle; nor has the
Court procedurally explored all of the choices open
to it in such situations.

LIBERALIZATION
THROUGH EXECUTIVE INITIATIVE
But to tax the Court with primary responsibility
for cleansing the national atmosphere is to ask of it
far too much. This is particularly true where executive
discretion might, without entering an enchanted wood
. of constitutional complexity, nullify the most flagrant
miscarriages of justice. One such simple and immediate act could be a Presidential pardon for Smith Act
defendant Junius Scales, himself no longer a Communist and imprisoned for a term longer than the
Party's leaders, and whose pleas for release have been
supported by men as different-and as militantly antiCommunist-as Robert Goheen of Princeton and Reinhold Niebuhr. Similarly, the President could tell his
Attorney General to desist from pursuing the senseless
invasions into the affairs of the Worker, without actual
precedent in American history-even under the earliest Sedition Act-and entirely without function as social policy. And I do not think it overly arrogant to
suggest that only the wrathfully malevolent could
think the cause of justice served, for example, by
Scales' continued incarceration, a prisoner for his conscience and a scar on our own.
In the face of such executive action, it is not wholly
impossible that Congress might ever so slowly begin
a cautious return to reason. For even it has not fully
followed the logic of its own hysteria: it did after all,
in that nearly unanimous orgy of patriotism called the
Communist Control Act, stop short of making mere
party membership a punishable crime.
It is not inconceivable that desirable modifications
in present laws or tempering of institutions in the
direction of greater reverence for civil liberties, even
for Communists, will actually occur-whether by Presidential initiative, judicial review, legislative act, or
each of these. From the perspective from which I
write, as should be evident by now, such developments are desirable, however, not because they might
provide Communists and the Communist Party with
an additional dimension of freedom of late denied
them. My assessment happens to be that the Communist threat is so remote and inconsequential that we
squander moral energies better used elsewhere than
in a vast effort aimed at containing a virtually impotent domestic challenge ( which does not mean that
the F.B.I. should close up shop).
The legal repression of the Communists has, however, occasioned in its wake an atmosphere of suspicion and fear which has effectively inhibited many
who, of right, deserve total and free access to the
processes of a democratic political community. What
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is really being urged, then, is that in the final balance
the abridgement of particular rights "required" by
national security has undercut rather than bolstered
the greater complex of freedoms on which our society
has evolved and with which we speak to the world.
But not the state of formal liberties alone reflects this
crisis of freedom. It could in fact be that these would
remain relatively intact, while real freedom was still
effectively in eclipse. Curiously, in our concern for
the survival of the adumbrated semblance of the free
market, we may well open ourselves to the dangers
posed by the totalitarians. For as we might congratulate ourselves on our liberality and tolerance of extremes, the real radicals who nevertheless accept the
fundamental democratic consensus-the agreement to
disagree-may in effect still be denied recourse to
its processes.

FREEDOM AND THE END OF POLITICS
This is not an unknown paradox: totalitarian societies, for example, have perfected the technique of
extending certain freedoms so that they in effect become a longer-and tighter-kind of chain. The comparison, though imperfect, is not totally irrelevant.
For one could sensibly argue that where constitutional
guarantees are undisturbed an illusion of perfect liberty may well be constructed which has little relevance to the actual possibility of being free.
I am not here raising the issue that economic
inequality makes of certain liberties spurious fictions.
The contention is by now obvious, though the dilemmas it poses to democratic government have no
more been satisfactorily answered than when the
insight first preoccupied us as a nation a generation
ago. Suffice it to say that substantive freedom of the
press is an unconquerable enticement without recourse to several millions of dollars. As a consequence,
the whole problem of real liberty in the communications or opinion industries may not be considered
solved until equal access to the market of ideas is
available to the whole spectrum of the democratic
consensus. Parenthetically, one might remind that
actual liberty, even in the political sense, is appreciably less. for a youngster raised in New York's "Hell's
Kitchen" than for one brought up a mere mile away.
But I am trying to suggest a situation infinitely more
insidious than that, and ultimately more corrosive to
the democratic fabric. On the most elementary level,
it is the "tyranny and holy injustice" of majorities,
which Alexis de Tocqueville first perceived more than
a century ago, that has come to characterize so accurately the American political climate. We have in our
time sturdily avoided cultivating an appreciation of
the vital function of minority dissent in a free society,
and by so doing have closed off the variety of alternatives with which the future might otherwise present
us. Much in the intellectual culture implicitly con-

spires with the cynical necessities of a mass society
to convince that there are no profound differences of
opinion amongst us. All that is left, goes the argument
if stripped to its essentials, is some disagreement on
the ways to manipulate the societal apparatus.
Spengler, the great historian of our decline, once
warned that in the society of the future man will
build weapons no matter what values they attack or
defend, that these in the God-deserted churches shall
become the new deities. And the bleak prophecy,
once no doubt thought to be hopelessly insane, no
longer seems a private disturbance but a collective
nightmare-one not without some truth. If I read at
all correctly the nature of the "great debate" that
periodically exercises the nation, it appears entirely
shallow and altogether one-sided. Marines to Cuba
or simply air cover, one weapons system or another,
entrenchment in Laos or belligerence in Viet Nam;
but little or nothing to raise other possibilities, even
slight ones let alone major ones, that the drift to
total war might finally be reversed, that the content
of our lives might be improved beyond the conception of imaginations impoverished by fierce but unviable ideologies of worlds past.
But the linguistic philosophers tell us that the ultimate questions have been reduced to a higher lexicography; the sociologists of knowledge offer up as
panacea a new and "objective" elite; the "toughminded realists"-in government and in the universities-cum-National Security Council-tell us that democracy's business, so intricate and detailed, must
now and henceforth be carried on by surrogates, to
whom we democratically relinquish power, and politics, and the determination of the future.
It has, no doubt, always been difficult to be a man
of conscience in America. Our literature is too replete
with the subdued martyrology of those who were
such, in a diversity of causes, for us to repeat the idyll
of some golden age when each could speak his mind
freely and without fear. But the limits of "approved"
dissent are now incontrovertibly narrower than at any
point in the recent era, narrower in a way even than
during the reign of McCarthy when many men could
still be found who refused to yield to the terrors of
the moment.
The new tactic of total domination is more subtle
and thus more ·difficult to discern. For the consequence of distinct and deliberate dissent is, as a rule,
no longer intimidation by some provincial fuehrer;
now one is simply ridiculed, or dismissed as a curious
eccentric, evidence in fact of the permissiveness of
a free society. This is not to underestimate the success
with which local vigilante groups in individual communities have been met in imposing their parochial
tyrannies by harrowing any who oppose them. Nor
should we ignore the possibility that these are possessed of incredible growth potential. But the massive

danger to our liberties, I have suggested, does not, at
least as yet, lie here.

THE UNIFORM SILENCE
OF THE GARRISON STATE
The ancients meant by liberty the right to participation in the community. For us that formulation is
only a quadrennial ritual, designed to get out the vote
in a psychologically manipulated electoral situation.
Indeed, the "shoe pinch" theory of government, moving beyond this, makes of minimum involvement a
social virtue, while the requirements of bureaucratic
organization and of tense international conflict less
ingenuously make of it a necessity. If these they are,
and are allowed to go unchallenged, we dare expect
little save that the cautiously preserved shell of democracy will host only to an artifact which out of
defensiveness and shame we shall defend with a zeal
merited only by the "real thing."
There is some evidence that this is no secret. But
those who know that the perpetuation of the cold
war will lead to total destruction via a bleak detour
through a totally mobilized garrison state, with complementary mentality, they have been exiled from the
community of discourse. For when a Life magazine
editorial sought a "left wing parallel" to the John
Birch Society, balancing its excommunication of the
fanatics on the right, it fixed on H. Stuart Hughes,
David Riesman and their Committees of Correspondence. As of now, the only liberty they, and men like
them, can effectively employ to crack the conspiracy
of silence in the public arena is the right of petitionby paid advertisement in the New York Times.
Our obligation is not necessarily to agree with them
( though Professor Hughes' independent candidacy
for the U.S. Senate from Massachusetts surely merits
support.) But we had better see the challenges they
issue as serious, and take them up ourselves, adding
our own nuances, extending the discussion beyond
the limiting confines which might as well be represented by competing brands of toothpaste as by individuals and parties. For the moment, optimism about
transcending the current impasse is unwarranted. But
if elections are ever again to offer choices, if the elaborate guarantees of the Bill of Rights are ever again
to be manifest in vigorous conflict over ideals and
programs, if men are ever again to think themselves
capable of seizing their futures, then those who understand the grim prospects of the present had better
once more begin to pose the large questions so long
dormant below the ghoulish calculations of disaster
and survival. And when enough of us assert ourselves
and demand to be heard above the din of the war
machine, when we are again assaulted, as courageous
men in every turbulent epoch have been and must be,
then it is possible that we shall have turned the tide
in the crisis of liberty.
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AT HOME
A Political Cartoon in the Theatre
by Arthur Adamov

The "theater of society", if we are not to say the political theater, is an arduous but tempting genre. The
present French situation, for instance, with its apparent paradoxes, its grotesque reversals concealing the
impeccable logic of class interests, cries out to be represented, and this as literally, hence as bluntly as
possible.
Not that I claim to have found a definitive formula.
Caricature oscillates between realism and allegory.
Today reality is so much a caricature that quite often

' Characters
The Incarnate Cause (first a voice, then a person)
Monsieur Uve Borges de Ponteville
Monsieur Royal (his friend)
Monsieur Pupil (his flunkey)
Elite (his nephew, a schoolboy, who has had to repeat
all his courses)
The Man Who Perceives Causes and Feels Effects
(a worker)
The Effects of the Cause (mute but sturdy)
M. Uve Borges de Ponteville's dining room.
Sumptuous but restrained. 1958.
M. de Ponteville (serious, well-dressed) and
M. Royal (the poet's forelock over his brow) are eating
or, to be more accurate, are watching The Incarnate
Cause (a tall man, in a general's uniform). The Incarnate Cause doesn't eat a thing; in fact he gradually
pushes his arm-chair towards the phonograph placed
at the other end of the room. The Incarnate Cause is
attracted to the phonograph because he hears his own
voice: one of his own speeches is playing.
M. Pupil (small, near-sighted, wearing an apron and glasses which keep slipping and which he
keeps having to push back) is serving; The Incarnate
Cause beats time like a conductor.
VOICE OF THE INCARNATE CAUSE
Men and women of France, The Incarnate Cause,
which belongs to France and to France alone, was
able at the most crucial moment in the history of
France to take France upon itself. And in taking
France upon itself, that cause has definitively and integrally become France. Furthermore, is it not to The
Incarnate Cause that, this very day, falls the duty
and the honor of guiding the destiny of France? Thus
it is France which today and henceforth shall guide
the destiny of France.
Men and women of France, everything can
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neither realism nor allegory permits the necessary enlargement. Hence what follows may not exhibit the
maximum effectiveness; in any case, my attempt has
been to display, by one technique or another, different
aspects of the problem.
I hope such efforts will encourage other writers,
known or unknown to produce political "scenes". I
myself intend to do so, without of course abandoning
plans for larger works. There remains the problem of
production. I hope it will be solved, even in difficult
circumstances.
be saved, everything must be saved, everything is
already saved.
M. DE PONTEVILLE (growing impatient)
M. Pupil, what are you waiting for? Why don't you
serve The Incarnate Cause?
M. PUPIL ( eagerly offering The Incarnate
Cause a dish)
Incarnate Cause ...
THE INCARNATE CAUSE (solemnly)
What is this ... salad ... called?
M. PUPIL (showing The Incarnate Cause the
menu)
Against-all-dictatorsh.ips -regardless-of-their-place-oforigin.
THE INCARNATE CAUSE (pushing away
his plate in disgust)
That doesn't sound like anything special.
M. Pupil makes a gesture of surprise, M : de
Ponteville one of discouragement.
M.ROYAL
Incarnate Cause, permit me to point out that "regardless-of-their-place-of-origin" is simply a figure of
speech for "coming from the Asian steppes."
THE INCARNATE CAUSE
Oh, good, good!
(he gets up to change the record)
M. DE PONTEVILLE
, Forgive me, Incarnate Cause, but it's getting late, and
any minute now the country may be calling on you.
Also, I should like us to clarify certain points which
seem to me . .. especially important.
THE INCARNATE CAUSE (sitting down
again)
The Incarnate Cause is prepared to listen to you, Uve,
but only because it is you ...

M. DE PONTEVILLE
I think we'd do well to begin with that loan you just
mentioned. Lots of people formerly invested their
capital abroad; we can now count on them.
M. PUPIL (again offering The Incarnate
Cause a dish which he refuses)
One must always have the masses on one's side.
M. ROYAL
Yes, the masses led by the elite, the elite backed by
the masses.
Enter Elite, a young man. Dressed partly in
civilian clothes, partly in a uniform, with a red beret
on his head and a green one under his arm.
ELITE
Hey, men!
M. DE PONTEVILLE
Jean-Claude! Really!
ELITE
Pontie, cut the comedy. Didn't one-eyed Pierre tell
you all I was reintegrating with Metropolitan France
today?
(glances at M. Pupil)
You're not worried about him/
THE INCARNATE CAUSE (in a hushed
voice, inspired)
There is something irrevocable about the intervention
of human destiny in the sequence of circumstances.
M. Pupil, embarrassed by Elite's presence,
wipes his eyes with the corner of his apron.
ELITE (to his uncle)
Did you get that? I said: If you're worried on account
of that jerk .. .
M. PUPIL (pleadingly)
Monsieur de Pontevillel . ..
ELITE
Cut that "monsieur" stuff! If you think we smashed
those lousy Arabs so that you and your buddies . . .
M. PUPIL (yelling)
A misunderstanding. There's a ... misunderstanding!
M. DE PONTEVILLE (to his nephew)
Jean-Claude, I wish you would forget about such dogmatism. I know that at your age, and what with the
reading you've done . .. But you've really been misinformed about Monsieur Pupil, believe me.
ELITE
We don't have to be informed! We know what we've
got to do.
(to The Incarnate Cause)
Right, Charlie?
(Elite grabs M. Pupil around the waist. M. Pupil
struggles feebly and Elite recites)
"The rubbish on the rubbish-heap!"

(Elite flings M. Pupil into the closet)
M. DE PONTEVILLE (in a slightly reprimanding tone)
Jean-Claude! How rash!
THE INCARNATE CAUSE (looking
worried)
Be so good, my young friend, as to call me The Incarnate Cause, as does everyone else.
Elite laughs and is about to answer but M.
Pupil is already moaning in the closet.
M. PUPIL'S VOICE (wailing)
Two weights, two measures! Double standard! It's not
fair! The Republic will continue . . .
ELITE (to his uncle)
What's on the stove, old boy?
(to The Incarnate Cause)
You, I got something to tell you from the guys, but if
it's okay with you, I'll hold it until after dessert.
THE INCARNATE CAUSE (very dignified)
I have some things to say to you as well, young man,
and some very serious things at that.
ELITE (again to his uncle)
Where's the food? The service in this joint is lousy . ..
M. DE PONTEVILLE (heavily)
Jean-Claude , M. Pupil was in charge of the service
here, and let me say that he acquitted himself of that
responsibility very well. Now, should you like to serve
in his stead . . .
ELITE
Me, serve? Do you know who you're talking to?
M. DE PONTEVILLE
Well, you know what else you can do . ..
ELITE ( getting up)
God, the management around here . . .
(He grumbles but goes over to the closet and opens
the door. M . Pupil emerges, dishevelled)
We still need you. We'll push your face in later.
(he pushes him brutally)
M. PUPIL (adjusting his apron, beaming)
This is the happiest day of my life!
The Incarnate Cause, in the meantime, has
got up, obviously bored. With a slight nod of the head,
he orders M. Royal to go through the records to look
for the one which best suits his present mood. M.
Royal, an experienced man, finds the record.
VOICE OF THE INCARNATE CAUSE
(while the chief, standing, listens attentively, and M .
de Ponteville, sitting, grows impatient)
France, as she shall be reborn, will no longer be the
France that died. A new France shall emerge, a
greater France, a more humane France, a France more
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French than ever before. Furthermore the chief
sources of public wealth . . .
M. PUPIL (going about his duties in a state
of euphoria)
Public!
ELITE (leaping up and stopping the record)
Oh nol We know that one by heart.
(chanting)
We want something newl We want something newl
THE INCARNATE CAUSE (offended)
One moment, here! Just one moment!
M. PUPIL (so low that only the audience can
hear him)
We shall strike against all extremes!
M. ROYAL (turning to The Incarnate Cause)
Incarnate Cause, our young and heroic friend here
would like - assuming, of course, that this would not
inconvenience you - a speech in which you describe
your intentions a little more specifically, without, of
course, divulging them to the-how shall we put itthe uninitiated? May I? ...
The Incarnate Cause, with a magnanimous
gesture, allows M. Royal to go through the stack of
records again, in order to search for one likely to
satisfy Elite. M. Royal searches.
M. DE PONTEVILLE ( growing decidedly
impatient)
Monsieur Pupil, the next course, please!
M. PUPIL
There's only a stew left in the kitchen ... and ... it
has to be warmed up.
THE INCARNATE CAUSE (who is working
up an appetite)
And what is the next course called .. . the one which
is so slow in coming?
M. PUPIL
Capital-Labor.
INCARNATE CAUSE
I like the sound of that.
M.ROYAL
The Incarnate Cause has spoken, Monsieur Pupil!
M. PUPIL
I ... I'm going.
(exits)

.

M. Royal has at last found the suitable record.
He puts it on the phonograph and, in a very dignified
manner, sits down again at the table.

VOICE OF THE INCARNATE CAUSE
We must reduce public expenditure, or else suffer the
effect of a very sinister constriction about our hearts.
An increase is absolutely necessary in ...
(the record skips)
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... the numbers of working hours, the number ...
of ... working hours.
(the record stops by itself)
ELITE (getting up, beside himself with
enthusiasm)
Charlie, you can count on Jean-Claude! At least that
one says what it means!
(to his uncle, very loud)
Pontie, Charlie agrees, let's · go, and if the unions
don't like it ...
(He laughs and while chanting "Incarnate Cause, In-carnate Cause," breaks one piece of crockery afrer
another.)
The Incarnate Cause gets up and as soon as
his name is uttered, salutes. Then he sits down again,
but Elite goes over to him and puts the green beret undoubtedly, brought for this purpose - on his head.
The Incarnate Cause, who has just acknowledged a
salute, adjusts the beret and sits down again. In the
meantime, M. Pupil has returned. He carries a dish.
He betrays some surprise at The Incarnate Cause's
head-gear and some discomfiture at Elite's behavior.
But he is a man of character; he overcomes his surprise, then offers the dish to The Incarnate Cause who
takes a liberal helping. M. de Ponteville watches his
nephew.
THE INCARNATE CAUSE (eating like a
glutton but with dignity)
It does one good to eat in such momentous circumstances. Yes, indeed, under these circumstances, eating almost becomes a process of incorporating great
ideas - wholesome, obscure, fundamental ideas.
But M. de Ponteville is worried because Elite
proceeds with what he is doing: Just because it's
Chinese, the crockery is no less hard to find.
M. DE PONTEVILLE (to Elite)
Look here, Jean-Claude, this isn't a union meeting.
Have a little patience! How about waiting until October, your degree, the referendum ...
M. PUPIL
What an actl
Enter the Man Who Perceives Causes and
Feels Effects, in overalls. As soon as he comes in, M.
Pupil, M. de Ponteville and M. Royal look at him,
bewildered. The Incarnate Cause simply pushes his
chair back slightly and stops eating. Elite hides behind
. the curtains.
The Man Who Perceives Causes and Feels
Effects hangs a small poster on the wall. On the poster
are these simple words: "Long live the Republic."
THE MAN WHO PERCEIVES CAUSES
Enjoy your dinner, gentlemen.
M. DE PONTEVILLE
M. Pupil, how did that man get in here? ... Do you

let just anyone in?

I thought that you were on your own!

M. PUPIL
No ... no . .. not just anyone. But I didn't have the
heart ... You understand ... A worker delegate . . .
My own humble origins .. .

ELITE ( yelling at the top of his voice)
Did you hear that, Charlie! That's your Republic for
you! Aren't you going to tell it to go screw?

M. DE PONTEVILLE (shrugging)
A fine state of affairs! You don't receive these delegations and you want me to receive them!
(to the Man Who Perceives Causes)

My friend, how did you know that The Incarnate
Cause was having lunch here today?

(he gestures indicating that everyone around him
should go screw)

M. PUPIL (pointing to the Man Who Perceives Causes, who now starts getting the upper hand)
M. de Ponteville, look at that! This is what totalitarian
bureaucracy leads to! We must act quickly. We must
act quickly, or it will be the end of our republican
liberties!

The Incarnate Cause gets up and with great
digni.ty stands in front of M. de Ponteville.

(he points to the bell)

THE MAN WHO PERCEIVES CAUSES
How did I know? It wasn't hard. I thought to myself

ELITE (hardly reassured)
In-car-nate Cause! In-car-nate Cause!

that
(he points to The Incarnate Cause)

he needed some financial backing.
(he points to M. de Ponteville)
M. PUPIL (very upset)
I'm awfully sorry! I'm awfully sorry. I was betrayed
by , . . appearances. Such involved reasoning . .. This
man is surely not a worker but
( wtth a chill of horror)

an "intellectual."
He points to the bell and gestures to M. de
Ponteville for permission to use it. M. de Ponteville
makes a gesture meaning: not yet. The Man Who
Perceives Causes laughs. They all move back.
M. DE PONTEVILLE (nervous)

Don't always make e:Xcuses for yourself, M. Pupil. It's
so tiresome.
(to The Man Who Perceives Causes)

INCARNATE CAUSE (having saluted the
way he does every time he hears his name)
What? Strangle the Republic when The Incarnate
Cause assumes full power!
But the Man Who Perceives Causes now has
the upper hand. The Effect of the Cause lies stretched
out at his feet. The Incarnate Cause gives the signal
to ring the bell. M. de Ponteville nods and signals to
M . Pupil to ring the bell. From all sides enter more
Effects of the Cause, also equipped with helmets and
bludgeons.

THE MAN WHO PERCEIVES CAUSES
That's what's called having the masses on your side!
M . de Ponteville signals. The Effects of the
Cause throw themselves on the Man Who Perceives
Causes. The Incarnate Cause sits down again at the
table and eats.

You live, my friend, in a symbolic universe.
Certainly I have money, but so do many others.

ELITE (very far from the field of operations,
but prancing with delight and chanting)

(the Man Who Perceives Causes laughs)

The Re-pub-lic-in-the-crapperl The Re-pub-lic-in-thecrapperl

You would do better to admit that one of your organizations gave you the information.
THE MAN WHO PERCEIVES CAUSES
Perhaps you'd also like me to give you some information about my organizations?
In the face of such impertinence, M. de Ponteville allows M. Pupil to ring, which he does forthwith .
At once, an Effect of the Cause, wearing a helmet and
armed with a bludgeon, appears. At this reassuring
sight, Elite emerges from behind the curtains. The
Man Who Perceives Causes picks up his poster and
heads for the Effect of the Cause. A long fight ensues,
in the course of which, one a~er the other, all the
characters, suddenly brave, gather round The Incarnate Cause.

THE MAN WHO PERCEIVES CAUSES (at
the same time he is being struck by a bludgeon, to
The Incarnate Cause)

M. ROYAL (approaching The Incarnate
Cause and filling his glass)

Rhythm - he's got rhythm, all right. And isn't rhythm
the touchstone of revolutions?
THE INCARNATE CAUSE (eating, but
more solemn than ever)

Yes, it may well be that The Incarnate Cause has not
paid sufficient attention to the fundamental question
of rhythm. If there is such a thing as a style of government, then there is also a . .. a . . . (searching for the
word and suddenly beating time, while the Effects of
the Cause beat time with their bludgeons on the Man
Who Perceives Causes)
. . . a rhythm of government. (very slowly and with
conviction) Yes, yes, yes.
translated by Richard Howard and

J. G.

Ebel

17

POEMS BY GOTTFRIED BENN

1. Little Aster.

Propped on the table was a drowned driver of
beer wagons.
Someone had clamped a light purple Aster
between his teeth.
Starting under the breast,
with a long knife
as I cut away his tongue and gums,
I must have pushed it over, for it glided into
the brains nearby.
I stuffed it in the chest cavity,
in the sawdust,
as we sewed.
Drink deeply in your vase!
Restfully,
Little Aster.
2. Beautiful Youth
The mouth of a girl who has long lain in
river weeds
looks gnawed away.
As we broke open the chest; the esophagus
.
full of holes.
In a trellis underneath the diaphragm
we finally found a family of young rats.
One tiny sister lay dead.
The others lived on liver and kidney,
drank the cold blood and had
lived a lovely youth there.
Their death came with swift beauty:
We threw them all into the water.
Ah, how they squeaked.
3. Cycle
The lonely molar of a whore,
who died alone,
carried a gold filling.
The others had all left
as if by secret pact.
Then the mortician stole the filling,
pawned it and went dancing.
Thus, he said,
shall earth receive its own.
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4. Negro Bride
The blonde nape of a white woman
lies bedded on pillows of dark blood.
The sun hurtles through her hair
and licks along her light skinned thighs
and kneads her brown breasts,
yet unchanged by vice and birth.
Near her . . . a negro: his eyes and forehead
smashed by horse's hooves. Two toes
of his dirty left foot bore
into her small white ear.
But she lies and sleeps like a bride:
on the threshold of the joy of her first love
and the young warm blood rises as if to begin
an ethereal journey,
until I sink
the knife into her white throat
and heave a loincloth of dead blood
around her hips.
5. Requiem
Two on every table: Men and women
crosswise. Near, naked, passionless.
Skull open. Breasts in two. Bodies
give birth for the last time.
Each has three full cuspidors: brains to testicles.
And God's temple and the Devil's stable
side by side at the bottom of a pail
mock Calvary and Original Sin.
The rest in coffins. All fresh from the womb.
Men's bones, children's chests and women's hair.
There I saw it lying from two who whored together,
lying there as if from wombs.

translated by David Berlinski

portfolio photographs by Mario Jorrin

windlasses and assays of
bias

Subtext of a Manifesto by Herbert Blau

"... there put on him/ What forgeries you please."
As usual, Polonius, that old crank, swells a progress
by speaking better than he knows, and better than
most of us, who are equally shifty, but less schooled in
realpolitik. Our little white lies - and I am speaking
of the best of us - are the lies of honest leveling, reasonable dissent, and a mildly liberal non-experience in
current events. In sending Reynaldo off to Paris to inquire about Laertes of the Danskers there, Polonius
makes of forgeries and false report a point of view.
Given manners and morals in Elsinore, who can blame
him? Only a Hamlet, perhaps, and he is shiftier than
most, a genius of the roundabout. In the murky, wassailing court of Claudius, as in the brainwashed world
of increasing megatons, we come at reality, if ever, by
confounding it:
Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth.
And thus do we of wisdom and of reach,
With windlasses and assays of bias,
By indirections find directions out.
In Elsinore, everybody- including the Ghost, that
"thing" which does not necessarily speak when spoken
to - has his strategy. Not peaceful coexistence, but
restless searching. There is nothing either good or bad
but thinking makes it so, thinking confounding thinking - most particularly in that idea. Thus, the rank
atmosphere of indeterminacy, madness being reasoned and reason going mad. Sometimes we think we
have learned to live with it.
Madness, the liability of too much life, turns out to
be one of the pleasures of innocence, too, as well as
the secret ethic and sacred fount of modern art. In a
more taffeta and sunshine play, Love's Labour's Lost,
the hero puts the case: "Behaviour, what wert thou/
Till this madman showed thee?" Berowne is a Hamlet
with slight occasion to speculate on the strange things
dreamt of in his philosophy. He is a supercilious participant in the rites of love, duped and foolish, but
wary of the ambiguities and shiftiness of innocence :
"All hid, all hid, an old infant play." It is a play to
warm the codpiece of any post-Freudian rescuer of
the pleasure principle, nostalgic for foreplay, byplay,
oral overtures, and other forms of infantile sexuality.
Yet the fact is love's labour is lost, at least temporarily.
The fell sergeant Death intrudes, and Berowne must
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go off to jest a twelvemonth in a hospital before he has
another chance at what the sonnets describe as "the
perfect ceremony of love's rite."
Meanwhile, moving through Shakespeare's plays,
this effete version of the Court of Love has turned into
Elsinore, its atomic blight. Our own world is adumbrated, a state of Cold War, memorizing accidental
slaughters and strategic catastrophes, and "maimed
rites" that even Hamlet didn't imagine: Yorick's skull
aside, his skin made into a lampshade.
Poor Polonius, that it should come to this. What he
never suspected were the hidden dangers of indirection and realpolitik, the bunghole of the little white
lie. His guts lugged beneath the stairs by Hamlet, he
became the subject of a politic convocation of worms.
Yet the point of view survives. In briefing Reynaldo,
he referred us not only to the general technique of investigation in the play, but also to the question of
technique in the drama itself-and, in fact, the whole
of art. Indirections find directions out, whatever the
risks. As Harold Rosenberg has said, there are similar
impulses behind Buchenwald and Cubist art, both responses to the unjointed times and representing a rage
for purity based upon a principle of destruction.
Which is not to say that lampshade is a Braque. Just
as directions, found out, are not standards. We should
like to think they are. We are cultists of departure, devotees of process - the waiting, the doing, the going,
the means. Technicians of technique. Think of Hemingway's "sequence of motion and fact"; Stanislavski's
Method; Zen, jazz, and organic art; improvisation-the
flight of the Bird and the words working among themselves, the peregrinations of Leopold Bloom and the
short happy life of drip and blob.
I am speaking of the best that has been thought and
said. In our world of relative value, wherever the end
justifies the means, we are usually with the worst, in
the realm of the intolerable, with Camus' murderers
in judges' robes. To the extent the means absolutely
justify the end - in the Joycean Epiphany or the physicist's cloud chamber, in the Actors Studio or in musique concrete, in the New Wave or the old angst- we
are violated by order of another kind, the tyranny of
the "intense inane." I am speaking of our love of craft,

which is a making and a beguiling, a craftiness. We
are in reach of wisdom, but not wholly there. Polonius'
bait of falsehood took only a carp of truth, lest we forget. Yet Hamlet, who went after bigger fish, spoke
better than he knew when he called the old man a
fishmonger.
At the risk of being thought a crank-I have already
been carping-let me throw out cable from my own
windlass and go fishing some more, deviating into a
few biases of my own. We shall come back to these
subjects-directions, craft, madness, and love-in the
process of going roundabout.
Several years ago I read a manuscript called They
All Got Away, written by a playwright one of whose
plays we had done before. That one was called Captive at Large. The new one concerned a group of circus people, paired off, the members diametrically
opposed in temperament and behavior. In the play's
scheme of things they could hardly be thought of except abstractly. Dissociated beings, unable to love,
they suffer the great modern disease of Alienation.
Things are getting worse when, in the late middle of
the play, we hear a drone. Closer. Louder. It causes
panic. The dread thing is never named, but we know
what it is. And as it deafens them with its presence
and imminent horror, the characters realize they must
learn to love each other.
The play was not so simplistic as this may soundit had the charm of craft-but I was troubled by the
conclusion. I should be pleased to follow the Golden
Rule and love my neighbor. All things considered, my
normal misanthropy aside, I do love my neighbor. But
I still hear that drone above me. And I am beginning
to wonder whether my capacity for love has very
much effect any longer on those forces that threaten
to destroy me and my neighbor both. When I wrote
the playwright about this difficulty-we were at different ends of the continent, we were friends, I had directed the first play-he said he still heard it too, but
what could he do? He had to have a resolution.
Now there may be a virtue in wishful thinking, or
in what a colleague of mine, S. I. Hayakawa, has
called "the self-fulfilling prophecy" ( think good
thoughts you get good results; in Christopher Fry
there's a character who says, "Fink good foughts"),
just as there may be a vice in skepticism, so that the
universe may indeed assume, if the skepticism is intense enough, the shape of one's own despair. This
occurred to me in another form a couple of years ago
in Paris, at the Comedie Frarn;aise. Before stopping
there, let me backtrack. Just before leaving San Francisco, I had produced Samuel Beckett's Endgame, a
play with a tenacious memory. One may understand
more about Endgame by contrasting it with Beckett's
more notorious play Waiting for Godot. For some the
differences may be marginal, but in Beckett, a dramatist of the selvedge and salvage, the action of inaction,

the margins are immense. In Godot the characters
suffer lapses of memory. For behavior trying to place
itself, this has certain disadvantages. Rational discourse depends on propositions that have gone before;
you have to have something to refer to in order to proceed. All consecutive argument depends on memory.
When Didi, the more mindful of the two, tries to recall
at one point what occurred a short while in the past,
he fails. When he turns to Gogo for help, the latterexasperated by an empty stomach-says: "I'm not a
historian."
Well, so much for consecutive argument. Not being
a historian has certain advantages for behavior, which
also likes to take its head. The lapses of memory are
liberating. Unimpeded by custom, form, tradition,
ceremony, canon, and code, all the restrictive appurtenances of the past, behavior becomes vital, improvisational, with a childlike sense of wonder, a thing unto
itself. It is. A pebble in the shoe is a catastrophe, a
carrot is really a carrot, never to be forgotten. Or so
one thinks. Whatever one thinks, Endgame puts it to
the test. The title taken from chess-the crucial, deadly
terminus of the game-one has a sense of looking back
through thousands of years of cultural history. One
feels inside those grey walls, as amidst the odalisque
splendours of Stevens' Sunday Morning, the dark encroachment of old catastrophe. History dank and stagnant, ineliminable, the characters forget nothing.
Thus, we have an intensification of the Hamletic condition, the maximum impediment of what Coleridge
described as a "ratiocinative meditativeness." All motives present at once, moved equally in opposite directions, Clov can barely act. The choices are marginal;
the stance is indifference; the effect is excruciating.
We are in Artaud's Theater of Cruelty, at the dark
root of the scream, unbearably humane.
"Even more than Godot," as I wrote in our program
notes, "Endgame is a play with magnitude .... The
action haunts the limits of endurance, finding grandeur amidst the trash, trivia, and excrement of living.
With an enormous sense of loss and remorseless memory, it sees through the failure of a culture back to its
most splendid figures: Hamlet, Lear, Oedipus at Colonus, the enslaved Samson, eyeless at Gaza." In looking
back through the grotesque image of the central figure
Hamm, whom Clov attends with a rage for order ( his
kitchen is ten feet by ten feet by ten feet), I had forgotten to see another character, of whom I was reminded in the foyer of the Comedie. There, encased
in glass, is a large chair, its leather long worn - the
chair in which Moliere was supposed to have died
while playing The Imaginary Invalid. ( Biographers
tell us he died after the performance, but it is the kind
of story, his dying on stage, which, if not entirely true,
should be.) Now, if in some way the mind creates its
world ( nothing either good or bad but thinking makes
it so), you can become sick by playing sick long
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enough. Hamm, blind and paralyzed in fact, is in one
sense an Imaginary Invalid. He is given to an excess
of that self-dramatization which T. S. Eliot long ago
deplored in Othello; he savors his grief and his role.
After the dread pertinacity of Clov's opening mime
and the elegiac cadence of his first lines, Hamm stirs
and yawns under the bloody handkerchief which covers his face:
(He removes the handkerchief from his face . Very
red face. Black glasses.)
HAMM: Me(he yawns)
-to play.
(He holds the handkerchief spread out before
him.)
Old stancher!
(He takes off his glasses, wipes his eyes, his face,
the glasses, puts them on again, folds the handkerchief and puts it back neatly in the breastpocket of his dressing-gown. He clears his throat,
joins the tips of his fingers.)
Can there be misery(he yawns)
-loftier than mine? No doubt. Formerly. But
now?
(Pause.)
My father?
(Pause.)
My mother?
(Pause.)
My ... dog?
(Pause.)
Oh I am willing to believe they suffer as much as
such creatures can suffer. But does that mean
their sufferings equal mine? No doubt.
(Pause.)
No, all is a(he yawns)
-bsolute....
And with that yawn, indifferent and cosmic, Hamm
fractures the absolute. Before we accuse Beckett of
rubbing despair in, we ought to hear the sough of
history in that joke, the crossbreeding of satanic laugh
and sonic boom. It is the somnolent zero of the Cartesian abyss, the penultimate sigh of romantic irony.
Can things be that bad? It is to laugh, as they say.
Beckett-and to a large extent Hamm-is precisely
aware of the possibility that the world may turn into
his own worst fears, if it is not that already.
Because there is so much tongue-in-cheek, we sometimes don't hear exactly what is said, just as we don't
see exactly what happens because many of us, accustomed to the normal two-hour traffic of the stage, are
out looking for what we'd like to see. Or, appalled, we
look away. Even the best of us. Just as Samuel Johnson
looked away from King Lear, so convinced was he
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Kent was right in concluding: "All's cheerless, dark,
and deadly." Johnson's refusal to look again at the
death of Cordelia was not a refusal to face the truth.
Johnson was no coward and no fool. By some instinct
of aggressive default, he was suggesting that man's
only weapon against the absurd was, recognizing it,
to will it out of existence. To fight the impossible with
the impossible. That may qe naive, but it is certainly
more mature than the refusal to recognize that it exists
at all, as did others in his age who brought Lear back
to the throne and married Cordelia off to Edgar. The
limitation of Johnson's attitude was that it gave critical
support to such positive thinking.
As for Endgame, let us not minimize the gloom.
There is reason for withdrawing, and I find equally
offensive the ritual performance of those who come to
it for negative kicks. The play is indeed forlorn, taking
place as it does-water out one window, land out the
other-on the cracked landscape of extinction. "Finished, it's finished, nearly finished, it must be nearly
finished." Dread and desire, in contemplation of the
imminent "little heap, the impossible heap." Endgame,
like They All Got Away, deals with abstractions of
character, but abstractions attached to our nerve ends.
It has the eloquence of terror felt by man without a
local habitation and a name, dispossessed and deracinated, apart from the propriety, promise, and redeeming aspects of region, home, family, and custom. Its
memories of the past are, however laughable, full of
regret for its passing; and it reminds us of a heritage,
worthy, but almost impossible to sustain.
In one facet of its being, a play like Endgame is so
appalled at the human condition, it can hardly speak.
The compulsive talk, when it occurs, is the distress
signal of silence. Its view of the future is the whisper
of the faintest perhaps. In this respect, it reminds us
of other literary visions of our century, from disparate
sources: the final words of Mr.Kurtz in Conrad's Heart
of Darkness, "the horror, the horror"; the whimper of
the Hollow Men; the desperation of Willie Loman's
"I've got no seeds in the ground"; the image of Mother
Courage careening through the void of the empty
stage, with its attendant feeling that "the world is
dying out"; even the most genial, like Sean O'Casey,
know "th' whole worl's .. . in a terr ... ible state o' . . .
chassis!" The parallels are endless, going back in nineteenth century drama, say, to the old wive's tale of
such a schizoid play as Buechner's Wozzeck, where
the universe is like an empty pot, and "everyone was
dead and there was no one left in the whole world."
It's an old story, no less truthful for its repetition,
but encouraged by its repetition ( thinking makes it
so )-the cenh·ifugal horror of it all summed up in
Yeats' Second Coming:
Turning and turning in the widening gyre
The falcon cannot hear the falconer:
Things fall apart: the center cannot hold;

Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,
The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere
The ceremony of innocence is drowned;
The best lack all conviction, while the worst
Are full of passionate intensity.
Against all our admirable desires for Mental Health,
New Frontiers, Common Markets, Better Homes and
Gardens, Creative Togetherness, and Peace of Mindrealistic in various degrees-prevails some of the most
formidable fiction of the twentieth century and some
of its most appalling facts. After Belsen, what benediction? Think of these endgame images, listed at random as fast as I can write: The Lonely Crowd, The
Disinherited Man, The Age of Anxiety, The Miscellaneous Man, Escape from Freedom, The Lost Generation, The Silent Generation, The Waste Land, The
Stranger, The Outsider, No Exit, The Secret Life of
Walter Mitty, The Victim, The Dangling Man, The
Trial, The Burrow, The Last of the Just, Breaking
Point, The Iceman Cometh, The Idiot, The Sound and
the Fury-who couldn't make his own list, signifying
nothing, and I do mean nothingness, to the last syllable of recorded doomsaying.
Only lately, in such works as Paul Tillich's Courage
to Be has the desire for direction to find a valid end
absorbed the great lesson of modern despair - and
even then, in my opinion, not with the same conviction. The fact of the matter is, when one reflects on
our recent political life, for instance, thinking of the
McCarthy era or the recent growth of right-wing dissidence, the Birch, Schwarz, and Buckley of reaction,
it is easy- though perhaps misguided- to agree "The
best lack all conviction, while the worst/ Are full of
passionate intensity." Note, however, that the absence
of conviction is part of the strategy of "the best": think
of Hamlet; think of the attractive yet repellent aspects
of the indecision of a Stevenson; think of modern
poetry and painting, and of the no-longer New Criticism, with its strategies of tension and paradox, of
multiple perspective, the architecture of maximum
choice, built on incessantly shifting ground. Think of
the truth involved in the statement of that distinguished but suspect scientist, Dr. Oppenheimer, when
he spoke at the Columbia University centennial : "We
Hve too variously to live as one."
One can't help feeling there was always a kind of
smugness in the humility of Socrates when he said the
only thing he knew is that he knew nothing. No duress
there, there not being, as we feel, so much to know.
Where we look explicitly for direction , say to the
spread of learning, we also find we are victims of
knowledge and knowing. Some years ago R. P. Blackmur spoke of the host of new sciences breeding therapies that compound the condition they were designed
to remedy. We need not labor that other rarifi ed technique, psychoanalysis, to realize that it is als0 symptom and a source, its very existence prompt, , oth

greater risks and greater passivity. It is the mother
lode of the questing mind and, sad to say, a refu ge for
weakness as well. So too with other "instruments" of
our time. I remember a faculty meeting where some of
us were protesting the use of television in the classroom. Another more liberal voice arose in outrage to
remind us that TV was only a medium, neutral. But
no medium is neutral; it is a syndrome of value. You
make your choices and you take your risks, and there
may be some truth in the witticism that Aristotle
would have invented television if he thought it important enough. What we have to remember, without
being enemies of progress, is that every discovery may
be a disaster, and especially in our time, where the
discoveries come thick and fast .
As learning does. Think, simply, of the flood of
paperbacks. A boon, they say, but I find nothing so
discouraging as to go to a bookstore, or a library. I
tread silently for the wrong reasons, stunned by the
impossibility of embracing it all, even if the necessity
of so doing is the final illusion of our proliferating
knowledge. And our young people-anybody who has
taught knows this- are prone to feel : "What's left to
be said?"
It may always have been thus, I do not deny it, but
the major irony of our knowledge and our knowing
about knowing is that as we move toward the secrets
of the universe we're fri ghtened to death of the possibilities. Man, the minister and interpreter of nature,
has become its fearful mas ter; and here we are, back
to the Bomb again, and all the attendant horrors.
When the Chilean earthquake was reported in San
Francisco, about the time De Gaulle went ahead with
testing in the Sahara, it was right after an epidemic of
sharks at the beach, and a report that a whale had
been washed ashore, with ulcers. Given all this, and
the additional liability in San Francisco of living on
the San Andreas fault, is it any wonder I found a new
sympathy for the Elizabethan world picture, with its
Chain of Being and cosmic correspondences which,
through the years, we have tried to dismiss as pathetic
fallacy: the idea that disorder in the soul is accompanied by disorder in the body politic, disorder in
nature, disorder in the stars, disorder in the whole universe. A mere mys tique? A fancy? One feels like Bernard Shaw in his preface to Saint Joan, deriding the
smart guesses of science as equally untenable. And
surely we have come to know ( our relations with doctors aside; at least the medicine men danced ) that science has its exasperating mysteries too.
I have a friend who is an expert in cosmic rays at
the University of Califo rnia. The day they were discovering the anti-proton he was C'alled in to run some
tests to certify the isolation of the new particle. His
wife tells the stcry of her waiting for him to return,
which he did several hours later. "Well? Well?" she
said. "Well what?" he said , "I couldn't see the goddam
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thing." When one thinks of that last relatively new
row on the 1endeleyev periodic chart, elements
known only by indirection, on styluses and graphs, as
forms of probability, whose chief property is to disintegrate in the energy expended for us to perceive
them-well, the world of Pirandello, with its rather
rational analysis of the merging of form and matter,
art and life, reality and illusion, seems naive.
With the Cold War, political witchhunting, massproduced and mass-publicized violence, hidden persuaders, subliminal advertising, security checks and
committees on committees ( today's paper reports
many members of the Senate Foreign Relations Committee, following the release of the U-2 pilot, "favor
establishing a new watchdog committee to oversee
CIA"), the sheer trial of making choices and knowing
whom to trust ( think only of buying a soap, say, in
the supermarket, where even the "specials" abound)what words are adequate? what form? what mode of
drama? "Tangled with earth all ways, we move,"
writes Janet Lewis, in a small but gracious voice overheard in a garden. Amidst the glut of energy and promiscuous motion, the atomic-powered windlasses and
assays of bias, the task is to protect the residual will
against the tyranny of multiplicity. As Aldous Huxley
points out, dictatorships need not be based on force:
"Terror is an extremely wasteful, stupid and inefficient
method of controlling people." The mind closes itself
off against this horrible dream of truth, if it is a dream.
Our instinct is to behave like Desdemona after she is
incredibly assaulted by Othello as a whore. When
Emilia asks how she feels, she replies: "Faith, half
asleep."
And so are we in our common whoredom,pacified by
dread. If, somehow, you refuse to be pacified, to whom
do you complain? You write a letter to your Congressman, you get back a form. They tell me my vote
counts, and I suppose it does; but as I pull the levers
in the privacy of the cloaked booth, often on propositions and people I know nothing about-not through
lack of responsibility but the impossibility of keeping
up with it all-I don't feel it counts, and that's what
counts in art. Nature imitates art; things do become
Kafkesque. King David was punished by Jehovah for
numbering the people; that is, init_iating the bureaucratic device of the census. Think, however, of the
unimaginable bureaucracy of modern life, the innumerable ways in which we have all become records,
punches on IBM cards, documents, briefs, dossiers,
credit accounts. What would become of us alas! if, as
in Pirandello's Right You Are, If You Think Sol, the
files, all of them, disappeared or burned? Could we
survive the conspiracy of system, maintained by ourselves against ourselves in our own interest?
If we are all fishmongers, the temptation is to cut
out the middle man and become an Ahab, thrusting
into the blind Atlantic, throwing log, chart, and com28

pass overboard. The abandonment of standards, like
the loss of faith in language (Ionesco: "O words,
what crimes are committed in thy name! " ), leads to
the expertly communicated breakdown in communication. Eliot: "It is impossible to say just what I
mean." Impossible though it is, the attempt is still
made, and the achievement is as dazzling as it is
darkling. The best literature of our age is Hebraic
and/ or Byzantine: Proust, Mann, Joyce, Kafka, Pound,
Strindberg, Beckett, Genet. Our poets and dramatists
are often Jeremiahs, proclaiming the end of the world
for the sake of saving it. Listen to an obscure young
voice, Andrew Hoyem, on this desperate theme: "I
forecast the end of the world daily/ To save the earth
from the thief in the night."
To the degree they are prophets without honor,
they move back into themselves, into the subjectively
deranged system of Kafka's Burrow. Ezra Pound, one
of the most zealous on behalf of purity and Self-protection, even turned traitor. Shelley could stand on
the streetcorners of Dublin and distribute pamphlets
on "The Necessity of Atheism," still assured that somebody would take one. Among some of our best artists,
the fear is that nobody would even see them, spectres
passing spectre in the void. Howl is the upside-down
Whitmanianism of the romantic agony. Among the
new angelic voices, there are plenty of inept Ginsbergs and rotten Burroughs' ( and both of them suffer
from oracular DT's too) , but it is the natural emotion
of the dispossessed to go below, and there, in the
Underground, they develop nefarious, unpredictable
weapons of assault.
Thus the difficulty of modern literature and art.
Eliot made this idea into a virtual doctrine, though
it first occurred in American literature in Henry
Adams, who turned over with profound regret the
empty glass of his scholasticism:
Unity turned itself into complexity, multiplicity,
variety, and even contradiction. All experience,
human and divine, assured man in the thirteenth
century that the lines of the universe converged.
How was he to know that these lines ran in every
conceivable and inconceivable direction, and
that at least half of them seemed to diverge from
any imaginable center of unity! Dimly conscious
that his Trinity required in logic a fourth dimension, how was the schoolman to supply it, when
even the mathematician of today can only infer
its necessity? Naturally man tended to lose his
sense of scale and relation. A straight line, or a
combination of straight lines, may still have a
sort of artistic unity, but what can be done in art
with a series of negative symbols? Even if the
negative were continuous the artists might express at least a negation; but supposing that
Omar's kinetic analogy of the ball and the players

turned out to be a scientific formulal-supposing
that the highest scientific authority, in order to
obtain any unity at all, had to resort to the Middle
Ages for an imaginary demon to sort his atomslhow could art deal with such problems, and what
wonder that art lost unity with philosophy and
science! Art had to be confused in order to express confusion; but perhaps it was truest, so.
The pathos of that perhaps would have extended
itself into the highest wonder if Adams had witnessed
fully the way in which art rose to the bait. Its greatest enterprise since has gone into the splendidly
absurd task of giving continuity to the negative, and
apotheosis of Negation. And the Underground Man
has been the agent of this enterprise, and one on
whom nothing is lost because of intimacy with Nothingness. There was always something lunatic about
it. Sublimity out of arrogance by self-contempt.
Dandyism, Dada, Surrealism, and all the mad vortices
of art nouveau, including Rimbaud's image of the artist as great Sickman and Beckett's image of him
crawling in the muck; withal, the windlasses of dispossession, the riddling, the calumny, the desire to
outrage, to purify the language of the tribe, to sweep
the boards, and dislocate form into meaning.
Even Yeats, who shared with Adams a sense of the
august and gracious, was susceptible to those trends
and the attendant bitterness. On a public level, and
in the most public of forms , the theater, he had more
practical reasons. Having sacrificed a good deal of
the private energy of his early career to the building of a popular theater, he found his own plays
rejected at the Abbey, except for a couple of wistful
parables on the Celtic twilight. He thought he could
release in authentic cadence the mythic consciousness
of the folk, but found that consciousness was itself a
myth, that the folk were less enamoured of Conchubar and Aoife ( names they couldn't even pronounce)
than of bread and potatoes. And it was the poor
scholar Synge and the proletarian O'Casey who stole
the stage.
Yet Yeats has written some of the finest drama of
our age in assimilating the traditions of the Japanese
Noh. Unfortunately, they had eventually to be performed, and were written to be performed, in Lady
Gregory's drawing room. O'Casey's biography has a
hilarious scene in which the carpenter Fluther Good,
out of The Plough and the Stars, is present at one of
these seances. Fluther takes his estrangement from
the ritual events quite casually, and when the atmosphere is rarest, he reads a newspaper. The real outsider, however celebrated, is more like Mann's Tonio
Kroeger, looking in at the hearty and thoughtless ritual
of the commonplace. There is something of this in
the opening of Among Schoolchildren, where Yeats
pictures himself as a smiling sixty-year old public
man. The alienation is gentle and bemused, resolved

through the ferocity of memory into the dancer and
the dance.
Yeats turns up as an angry old man, however, in
the last of his plays, The Death of Cuchulain. The
hero is an old one, too, the great king who fought the
waves and turned his loss into a terrible beauty. On
a bare stage, the old man appears "looking like something out of mythology." The bitterness is unabashed:
I am out of fashion and out of date, like the antiquated romantic stuff the thing is made of ... .
When they told me I could have my own way,
I wrote certain guiding principles on a bit of
newspaper. I wanted an audience of fifty or a
hundred, and if there are more, I beg them not
to shuffie their feet or talk when the actors are
speaking. I am sure that as I am producing a
play for people I like, it is not probable in this
vile age, that they will be more in number than
those who listened to the first performance of
Milton's Camus. On the present occasion they
must know the old epics and Mr. Yeats' plays
about them; such people, however poor, have
libraries of their own. If they are more than a
hundred I won't be able to escape people who
are educating themselves out of the Book Societies and the like, sciolists all, pickpockets and
opinionated bitches. Why pickpockets? I will
explain that, I will make it all quite clear. (Drum
and pipe behind the scene, then silence.) That's
from the musicians; I asked them to do that if
I was getting excited.
Calming himself, he explains that before the night
ends we shall meet the music:
There is a singer, piper, and a drummer. I have
picked them up here and there about the streets,
and I will teach them, if I live, the music of the
beggarman, Homer's music. I promise a dance.
I wanted a dance because where there are no
words there is less to spoil. Erner must dance,
there must be severed heads-I am old, I belong
to mythology .. . .
But he has trouble finding the right dancer, the impersonal tragic dancer, "upon the same neck love and
loathing, life and death . ... " Deprived by psychology,
matter, time, and realistic art- the art of bourgeois
life, the art of Ibsen and the Impressionists-he rages :
I spit three times. I spit upon the dancers painted
by Degas. I spit upon their short bodices, their
stiff stays, their toes whereon they spin like pegtops, above all upon that chambermaid face.
They might have looked timeless, Rameses the
Great, but not the chambermaid, that old maid
history. I spit! I spit! I spit!
Upon this, the lights darken, the curtain falls to pipe
and drum, rising again on a bare stage. A moment's
silence, and Eithne lnguba enters, timeless, calling :
"Cuchulain! Cuchulain!" It is the fantasy of a man
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who, against possibility, against logic, against history,
thought Cuchulain till Cuchulain-if only for a moment, by an epiphany of will-stood where he stood.
And it is an apt conclusion to the dramatic career
of this fin de siecle aesthete turned modern poet, one
of the great cerebral primitives of the twentieth century, longing for the swans of Coole and seeking
crown of gold in dung of swine, celebrating in what
should be the serenity of old age the lunacy of blind
man, beggar man, and Crazy Jane. As Neoptolemus
says to the wounded Philoctetes, odious and abandoned : "Your anger has made a savage of you." No
less civilized for that.
In the the:ater, Yeats' withdrawal has been emulated
by others. His friend Pound, translating the non-mimetic art of the Shoguns, disclaimed our theater as
a form of second-rate intensity. In America, put off
by the barbarities of Broadway, our major writers
have never made more than the slightest gesture
toward writing for the stage. Our fiction, our poetry,
our painting, and our criticism have reshaped continental literature and art, but the best we can offer in
the theater is Miller, Williams, and O'Neill, whose
conviction and achievement seem trivial beside a
Brecht or a Genet. There are reasons for it aside from
native talent, such as the gift of language which was
never O'Neill's and barely Miller's. We lack a theatrical tradition, our theater is unsubsidized, our gifts
of distraction are greater, our off-Broadway is only a
token avant-garde, and our reviewers are not criticseven the best of them, say Walter Kerr, is an out-oftown-buyer of orthodox persuasion and academic
connections. Outside of New York, the illiteracy of
reviewers is worse, if that can be imagined; just as
the thousands of community theaters which Secretary
of Labor Goldberg offers as evidence of cultural promise are mainly Broadway camp followers, awaiting
orders of the day from the next issue of Theatre Arts.
They have nothing to say themselves, and even when
they begin to take cues from the Theater of the Absurd, infiltrating from abroad, true subversion turns
out like high fashion.
We take our corrosives for protein like Tiger's Milk
cut by fruit juice. In the enchanting little theaters of
America, directors with hearts of interior decorators
turn Waiting for Godot into a fairy tale and have a
ball with The Bald Soprano. Back on Broadway,
Giraudoux is lubricated by Valency and Duerrenmatt
shaped up by Vidal. When the windlass is really wild
-in Yeats' rage or Genet's scorn-it is liable, if not
attended like festivities at Bedlam, to be dismissed
as cryptic or perverse. Well, it is cryptic and it is perverse; and it is, finally, unsatisfactory. There is some .
archaic desire in the theatrical event for communal
purpose, which is outraged by indirection, the whirling words and riddling thrusts, the anagrammatic
conceits, the disdain, the charnel ~ouse humor, and
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the savage assault of theater upon its own nature.
For the theater is a public art, a service that is timeserving in a way that the more private arts of poetry
and the novel need not be. It really wants to put its
queer shoulder to the wheel. Because the art of the
theater, as opposed to its literature, is a perpetual
present moment responsible for its own future, it
doesn't encourage reflection so much as communion
-and when, as in Brecht, our condition of alienation
is turned into a method for alerting the mind, the
heart resists. Verfremdung falters, and the demons of
the underground gibber about the critical and dispassionate appeals for social change. To restore order,
Azdak must be banished, like Falstaff. As for inscrutability in theatrical form, there is some limiting point
at which even the most willing mind resists. Most
people are not going to read Yeats' A Vision, and
there is no reason why they should, for when all is
said and done, it is absurd. It may be impossible to
say what you mean, but the theater-holding human
action in all modes up to public scrutiny-demands
that you do. Action moves on. If politics is the art of
the possible, theater is the art of the impossible.
Onr reaction, however, to a theater form that tries
to accommodate all the terrible emotions I described
before - on the assumption that the theater, unlike
politics, must move to crisis, that the function of the
drama is to be dramatic, that to be most intensely
dramatic is to direct our attention to our most insoluble dilemmas, to exalt our common anxieties-our
reaction is prone to be like Johnny Tarleton's in
Shaw's Misalliance: "Anybody on for a game of tennis?" That question is not only the expression of
another, legitimate mode of drama, but a mode of selfdefense, another view of reality, a weltanschaaung.
It comes in response to Lord Summerhay's rhetorical
question: "How can you dare teach a man to read
until you've taught him everything else first?" The
exasperation of good sense concurs with Johnny. And
-sciolists all, pickpockets of culture and opinionated
bitches, members of assorted book clubs-we cheer
him on when he replies to his father's charge that he
doesn't cultivate his mind:
Yes I do. I bet you what you like that, page for
page, I read more than you, though I don't talk
about it so much. Only, I don't read the same
books. I like a book with a plot in it. You like a
book with nothing in it but some idea that the
chap that writes it keeps worrying, like a cat
chasing its own tail. I can stand watching the cat
for two minutes, say, when I've nothing better to
do. But a man soon gets fed up with that sort of
thing. The fact is, you look on an author as a sort
of god. I look on him as a man that I pay to do a
certain thing for me. I pay him to amuse and take
me out of myself and make me forget .. .. And if
I find that the author's simply getting at me the

whole time, I consider that he's obtained my
money under false pretences. I'm not a morbid
crank: I'm a natural man; and, as such, I don't
like being got at.
Now, who wants to be a morbid crank? Who doesn't
feel got at in the plays of Ionesco and Beckett and
that young upstart Pinter? Who needs it? Even those
of us who, like myself, are messianic about the theater,
who are in it to create the possibility of a public life,
to save the world in fact, are weary of alarm and
dread, and are tempted to say with Johnny: "Anybody on for a game of tennis?" Live and let live, and
stop crying havoc. Manic and abused, I'd like to concede the point. Yet there is always the voice out of
the Underground asking to be recognized, sending up
desperate signals in secret code, spreading forgeries
and cosmic alarm. And always, when I hear it, I am
driven back to what Ahab himself thought, taking his
cue from Hamlet, that the point of the theater is to
make us "guilty creatures sitting at a play."
This idea restores the timeless notion of the theater
as a true community, ritualistic in source, religious in
aspiration, an atonement and a celebration. It insists
upon making us responsible human beings, created
by and creating our world. It forbids us to evade anything or to debase an art so myriad and marvelous by
directing it to the trivial. Moreover, I can't help feeling finally that, however amiable and forthright he is,
however competent, Johnny Tarleton is a barbarian.
He needs to be got at because he is dangerous. He is
dangerous because he is appealing, because he distracts me from my proper purposes, because he makes
me distrust my own deepest anxieties which-however deranged they may be-"by indirections find directions out." And he proposes for an end the tyranny
of the good guy and straight talker, the insufferable
deceit of the apparently sane.
He embarrasses me when I want, in my own art, to
exercise my fullest possible humanity, to preach, to
pray, to naysay and yeasay in the same breath, to
cajole, mock, outrage, and even to entertain. For there
are areas of being in which Johnny simply doesn't
exist, and if he asks reasonably why he should go to
the theater to be worked upon, all I can say is one
way or another he'll certainly be getting his money's
worth. It is a glib answer, I know, but the fact is I
see no reason for patience with Johnny- the damn
fool, if he's indulged, will kill us all.
What I am saying applies, I suppose, to that old
tedious problem of the plight of the intellectual in
America. So much conspires to make me feel embarrassed by that role. And, no doubt, there are ways in
which an egghead is merely a crank. But I value that
role too, and I should like to see it given its proper
stature, its full range of possibility, on the stage: the
Chaplinesque of the brain. I am thinking of such a
character as Saul Bellow is writing about in his un-

finished novel Herzog, a piece of which was recently
published in a journal read by Johnny Tarleton. Herzog had not long ago been accused of insanity, but he
comes upon us thinking that if he is out of his mind,
it is all right with him. And yet not so. For Herzog,
twice divorced, sleeping sheetlessly and eating cold
beans, is obsessed with explaining himself to the
world, "to have it out, to express, to set straight, to
intervene, to put in perspective, to balance, to remedy,
to justify, to confess, to atone." His pockets full of
frayed notes, fragments, twisted proverbs, the rag and
boneshop of his uncollected thoughts, trying desperately to lose none of the past and to direct his future
.at the same time, Herzog writes letters, ceaselessly
and everywhere. He is a paragon of windlasses and
assays of bias.
He teaches General Studies at night school in New
York and has been editor of a magazine called Fresh
Air, devoted to printing "necessary things, inevitable
things." But no occupation is large enough to keep him
in touch with all the frayed ends of his life: his exwives; his child at camp ( "You don't want to be too
hard on your father. Is he a nut? He'll be the last to
know."); the chairman of the Curriculum Committee
( about a five-credit course in Marriage, not to be
taught by sociologists, but by those experienced in its
failure); to the United States Public Health Service
( about the risks of radioactivity); to an Indian
Schweitzer and the Maryland State Police; to various
credit departments; to Adlai Stevenson ( to console
with him on his losses; they are both men who think
everything and effect nothing, unable to make a public virtue of their inner struggle); to his cousin in
Haifa and Dr. Jung in Switzerland; to Sir Winston
Churchill ( explaining that our failure at Yalta came
about because Roosevelt, like all Americans, wanted
to be loved); to the New York Times (he doesn't
ordinarily write to newspapers); to the Secretary of
the Interior ( about blasting the polar caps with hydrogen bombs to strike oil); and ( the novel takes
place before the election of Kennedy) to President
Eisenhower.
This last is written because it seems to Herzog that
Eisenhower was too much surrounded by experts and
men from the business world, and was suffering because of the distance between the private citizen and
the chief executive. Experts, he suggests, may not be
enough. "Sometimes obscure citizens are wildly intelligent, without the disabilities of special training."
( Shortly before I read this, my service station attendant had said to me of the Cuban invasion: "You leave
it to the experts, you see what happens. Those CIA
men, experts, creeping around the back alleys, what
do they know? All they had to do was go up to somebody on the street in Havana and ask them what's
what. Why I could have told the President the invasion would flop.") Herzog is very tactful with
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Eisenhower who, after all, having been a general,
must have thought out for himself "the whole matter
of death and history." Yet, though Herzog doesn't
want to make a personal matter of it, he must warn
the President that the secret life is no joke. Repressed
and powerless, it._pas been producing "monster sovereigns and monster gods." The fact is "the country
has failed to make itself real to him-that is the political description of this condition." He is not offering to
head a commission to go into it. He is offering no
advice. "As it is," he concludes, "I risk being taken for
a crank."
What is appealing and maybe differ.ent about Herzog is his uninhibited multiplicity. His heritage is
urban and Underground, but he wants to come up for
air. He wants to make peace even with the Johnny
Tarletons of the world, but he doesn't want to become
one. He wants his vote to count, and he wants to feel
it counts. To assure himself of this, he does not, like
Norman Mailer, want to run for President, but he'd
certainly like to sit down and talk things over with
him. He wants-even the word has become embarrassing-to communicate, to say what he means. He wants
to be loved, too, though he is willing to risk the possibility that love is a madness we seek among all the
other madnesses. He may be a crank, as I may be a

crank in envisaging a theater that could accommodate
him-for if he were to walk on stage he would have to
leave his letters behind. But he must risk being a
crank in order to be most fully a man.
By now all this fishing I've done may seem not
merely carping, but rather-as in the chaste and unchaste action of Measure for Measure-like "Groping
for trouts in a peculiar river." But the madness we
have been exploring is the· derangement of an awful
passion to render meaning to the unmeaning. In the
cracked absolute of the static Hamm, as in the Hailing
anarchy of Lear on the heath, there is something consummately lunatic and terribly sane, the royalty of
madness, which Herzog wants to restore to public
service. Whether he will succeed depends on more
than the theater.
Speaking of fishing, though, you may know the
story of the man who cast a line into a bathtub. Fishing there, he seemed queer to his relatives and
friends, who summoned a doctor of psychological
bent. The doctor, thinking to use a liberal, sophisticated, permissive therapy, watched the man a while,
then said: "Are they biting?" The angler looked at
him in disdain and replied: "Don't be stupid, this is
a bathtub"-and went on fishing.

UPON READING IN A LADIES' JOURNAL THAT SEX LIFE
AFTER FORTY CAN BE REWARD ING
George Steiner

Really?
I should have thought
The portent of such time
Would chill the blood
From further lechery.
So much of riot spent
.Beside the hot and shadowed trough,
So much contrivance launched
Into the hot still marsh of sleep,
Should leave the soul
Salt-free and continent.
Fall of the year,
Fall of the bended arc,
Our afternoons are drowsy
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With the drift of leaves
And yellow-jackets whirr
In the masked sun.
What ground for mutiny,
Why spur the ancient thrashing
In the blood?
Beware.
Lust is more ravening
Under a failing light,
It tears a great red rending in the heart
And autumn lovers throng
Like hounded shadows
To the north of night.
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YOU ARE NOW ENTERING EAST BERLIN

by William Egan

Here among the dead night leaves
Where soon we two shall meet
A reconstructed statue grieves
Upon some Haanoverian defeat
Encountered centuries before
You and r came on the scene,
Conditioned by a crueller war
From which my friend Miss Berensteen

Leaving as you do so much behind
( Children never guess their fathers will grow old)
And think my love is not the lasting kind
And doubt the stories my countrymen have told
Don't please ask too much of us
While we guard these unfamiliar lands
Where dementia once victorious
Has since slipped to other hands.

Survived to find her present situation
At least more endurable. It was she of course
Who introduced us, unaware that the relation
Would end as such in your remorse,
For through this tangled web of zones
There is nothing safe but darkness
And a chill of autumn in the bones.
I know quite well the choice is heartless

Be brave. ( Not mine, not yours). I insist
Great passions are a work of art.
How long is one expected to resist
A change of landscape in the lonely heart?
( Hands not yours, not mine, be brave). I will never break my word.
Only come and watch our dawn unfurl
Its strength upon the gates of Brandenburg
Like a spotlight from the underworld ...

TWO POEMS by Paul Blackburn

MARINE CUMULUS: The Value of the System
The wind moves them
as tho there were something else
she had forgot to do
Towering mountains of cloud step over the city
marching toward the Atlantic . dream
of sunlight on them
The typist's clatter has hummed along all afternoon
some song behind the teeth
eyes the window obliquely
watching the clouds swim over Queens
heading toward the Atlantic . adjusts
her typing table
and the chair
dream of sunlight on them
facing the window, not
watching the keys
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THE PASTURES OF THE EYE
Flocculations of cirrus hang
precipitate
in the tube of sky above the street,
roof the eye aging in its pool,
enclosing its
own reflection with a crust of ice
Crack
:bull, but
the eye looks out
and lines of random sheep grazing above the park feed
on the only grass there is this winter morning
/ in the mind
the eye, yes
aging in its pool,
but open.
OPEN

THE FASTER
By

I. B. Singer

Itche Nokhum was always a small eater, but after
Raise Genendel had left him and his father, may he
live long, had ordered him to send her a writ of divorce, Itche Nokhum had given himself over to fasting. It was easy to fast in the house of the Bekhever
Rebbe. The Rebbetsin, his wife, was dead. Aunt
Peshe, who kept house, never paid attention to
whether one ate or didn't. The servant, Elke Dobe,
often forgot to bring Itche Nokhum his meals. Under
his window there was a pit where refuse was dumped.
Itche Nokhum threw the food out of the window.
Dogs, cats and birds ate the scraps. It was only now,
at the age of forty, that Itche Nokhum understood
why the sages of old had fasted from Sabbath to Sabbath. An empty stomach, a pure bowel, is an exquisite
pleasure. The body is light as though freed of gravity;
the mind is clear. At first there is a slight gnawing at
the stomach and the mouth waters, but after the first
two days all hunger ceases. Itche Nokhum had long
felt a repugnance to eating meat or anything that
came from living creatures. Ever since he had seen
Leizer the shokhet slaughter an ox at the slaughterhouse, meat made him nauseous . Even milk, drawn
from udders, and eggs, laid by hens, were repellent.
All of these had to do with blood, veins, gut. True,
the Holy Books permitted the eating of meat, but only
to sages, who have the power to deliver the sinful
souls incarnated in kine and fowl. Itche Nokhum
would have none of it.
Even bread, potatoes and greens were too much.
It was enough to eat just to sustain life. And for that,
a bite or two sufficed for several days. Anything more
was self-indulgence. Why yield to gluttony? Since

Raise Genendel, daughter of the Bialer Rebbe, had
left Itche Nokhum, ·he had discovered that a man can
curb every desire. There is something in the heart
that lusts, but one can thumb his nose at it. It wants
to think carnal thoughts, but one compels it to pore
over the Holy Book. It tempts one into longings and
imaginings, but just to thwart it one recites the Psalms.
In the morning it wants to sleep till nine, but one .
awakens it at daybreak. What this enemy within hates
most of all is a cold ritual bath. But there is a little
spot in the brain that has the final word, and when it
commands the feet to go, they go, be the water cold
as ice. In time, opposing this lusting creature becomes a habit. One bends it, gags it, or else one lets
it babble on without answering - as it is written:
"Answer not a fool according to his folly."
Itche Nokhum paced his room, back and forth - ·
small, lean, with a wispy straw-colored beard, a face
white as chalk, with a reddish, pointed nose and
watery-blue eyes under shaggy yellow eyebrows.
Over his forehead sat a crumpled skullcap with bits
of straw and feathers clinging to it. Since Itche
Nokhum had lost weight, everything hung loosely on
his body: his trousers, held up by a sash, his gabardine, down to his ankles, his creased, unbuttoned
· shirt. Even his slippers and white socks were now
too big. He did not walk, but shuffled. When the
tempter became too strong, Itche Nokhum fooled him
with a pinch of snuff or a pipe. Tobacco dulls the
appetite. Itche Nokhum grappled with the enemy
without respite. One moment he was seized with lust
for Raise Genendel, the next-with anger at his father,
may he live long, for urging him to divorce her; now
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he wanted to sleep under a quilt, and now he was
consumed with thirst for a cup of coffee. When he
tired of pacing, he lay down on a bench, with his
handkerchief under his head in place of a pillow. The
boards pressed against his ribs, made it impossible to
remain long in one position. If Itche Nokhum managed to doze off, he was imr;nediately attacked by
dreams-not one after .another, as in the past, but in a
swarm, like locusts, as though the visions and delusions had hovered over him, just waiting till he closed
his eyes. Roise Genendel appeared to him, as naked
as mother Eve, spoke perverse words, laughed shamelessly. Itche Nokhum ate pastries, marzipans, drank
wine, swooped through the air like a bat. Musicians
played, drums pounded. It was both Purim and Simkhas Torah. "How can this be?" Itche Nokhum wondered. "The Messiah must have come-Sabbati Zevi
himself . . ."
He woke with a start, drenched with perspiration.
For a while he still remembered all the apparitions,
absurdities and delusions, but soon they vanished
from his mind, leaving only the image of Roise Genendel. Her body dazzled. He heard the echo of her
laughter. "I shouldn't have divorced her!" Itche Nokhum muttered to himself. "I should have left her and
disappeared, so that she wouldn't know where my
bones were resting. Too late now . .. " People were
saying in Bekhev that she was about to become the
daughter-in-law of a Galician, the wife of the Komarner Rebbe. A Hassid who knew the Komarner
Rebbe said that he was tall up to the ceiling, black as
a Gypsy and three times a widower ...
Itche Nokhum caught himself in a sin. Why did he
want to leave her a deserted wife? Out of revenge.
He had mentally broken the Mosaic precept: Thou
shalt not avenge nor bear any grudge. Itche Nokhum
took The Beginning of Wisdom from the bookshelf.
What were the penances for vengefulness? He turned
the yellowed pages, scanning them. There was a long
list of sins, but revenge was not among them. Itche
Nokhum grimaced. This was not the first time that
he cursed Roise Genendel in his mind, wishing her ill.
He had imagined her sick, dying, dead. He knew that
he was consumed with rancor, hatred, evil thoughts.
The stiff-necked body refused to yield. It was full
of spite.
Itche Nokhum opened a drawer where he had put
a handful of pebbles collected in the courtyard, some
nettles he had gathered by the fence, and burrs, such
as the urchins throw on Tishe b'Ov. Itche Nokhum
latched the door, removed his slippers and put in the
pebbles: let them cut his soles. He held the nettles
against his arms and neck, and rubbed his chest with
them. They stung, but not too badly. The blisters
would come later. "And now I'll treat you to a cold
immersion!" he said to himself. "Come along! ..." He
unlocked the door and started down the stairs. Itche
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Nokhum was no longer one man, but two. One meted
out punishment, and the other resisted. One Itche
Nokhum dragged the other to the ritual bath, and
the other babbled obscenities, cursed, blasphemed.
Itche Nokhum raised his hand and gave himself a
slap on the face:
"Wanton!"
11
It was the fifth day of Itche Nokhum's fast. He had
begun the fast' on Sabbath evening, and now it was
Thursday night. At first, Itche Nokhum had wanted
to prove to himself that what the men of old could
do, could also be done today. If Rabbi Zadock of Jerusalem had been able to nourish himself for forty
years by sucking at a fig, he, Itche Nokhum, could
surely abstain from glutting for a week. Secondly, the
other one, the adversary, had become altogether too
obstreperous. He sat in ltche Nokhum like a dybbuk,
forever doing spite. One Itche Nokhum prayed, and
the other gabbled rhymes like a clown. One applied
the phylacteries, and the other belched, hiccuped,
spat. One recited the Eighteen Benedictions, and the
other conjured pictures of the Komarner disporting
himself with Roise Genendel. Itche Nokhum no longer
knew what he was doing. He repeated the same
prayer three times. He was no longer in a wrestling
bout, but in a fight for life or death. Itche Nokhum
stopped sleeping. If a man cannot overcome the
enemy by fasting, by lying on thorns, by cold immersions, then how is he to drive him out? By destroying
himself? But that is forbidden! A man is expected
to break the casket without spilling the wine. Yet how
could this be done? Itche Nokhum lay on the bench
in his trousers and socks, with a stone for a pillow,
like the patriarch Jacob. His skin tingled, but he refused to scratch. ~eads of sweat trickled down his
neck, but he would not wipe it. The evil one thought
of a different trick every minute. Itche Nokhum's hair
pricked his skull. His ear buzzed as if a gnat had
gotten into it. His nostrils itched to sneeze, his mouth
tried to yawn. His knees ached. His belly swelled as
though overstuffed with food . Itche Nokhum felt ants
running up and down his back. He muttered in the
dark
"Go on, torment me, tear at my flesh! ..."
For a while the other relented and Itche Nokhum
dozed off. A huge frog opened its maw, ready to swallow him. The church bell rang out. Itche Nokhum
started up, trembling. Was there a fire or some other
disaster? He waited for the bell to ring again. But
there was only a distant, hollow echo. Itche Nokhum
felt a need to urinate. He stood by the pail, but nothing
came. He washed his hands, preparing to say the
prayer proper for the occasion, but the urge returned.
He felt a burning and a throbbing. His entrails contracted with cramps. A bitterness flooded his mouth,
as on the verge of vomiting. "Shall I take a drink of
water?" Itche Nokhum asked himself. He went to the

stool, where a pitcher stood, half-filled with water
for ritual hand-washing, and turned it over reluctantly. One of his socks became wet. ''I'll not give in
to him!" Itche Nokhum whispered. "Show a dog a
finger and he'll snap up the whole hand ..."
Itche Nokhum stretched out again on his bench,
his limbs numb. The pains and aches, the gnawing
hunger, the dryness of thirst had suddenly vanished.
He was neither asleep nor awake. The brain was
thinking, but Itche Nokhum did not know what it
thought. The other, the spiteful one, was gone, and
there was once again only one Itche Nokhum. He
was no longer divided. "Am I dying?" he asked himself. All fear of death had disappeared. He was ready
to go. When a funeral is held on Friday afternoon,
he thought, the newly dead is spared interrogation
and torture by the Black Angel. Itche Nokhum
watched his strength ebbing away. His mind slipped
over a stretch of time, leaving a blank. It was is if
Purah, the Angel of Forgetfulness, had plucked out
a piece of Itche Nokhum's memory. He marveled at
it in the dark. The lapse may have lasted a minute,
an hour, or a day and a night. Itche Nokhum had
once read a story about a bewitched young man
who bent over a barrel to dip some water, and when
he straightened up it was seventy years later.
Suddenly Itche Nokhum was petrified. Something
began to stir in the dark by the door-a coiling wisp
of vapor, airy and misty. Itche Nokhum was so astonished that he forgot to be frightened. A figure loomed
up, an apparition with head and shoulders, neck and
hair-a woman. Her face seemed to glow with its own
light. Itche Nokhum recognized her: Roise Genendell
The upper part of her body was now quite distinct;
the face swayed as if trying to speak. The eyesockets
grinned. Below, the phantasm trailed off in ragged
wisps and shreds. Itche Nokhum heard his own voice:
'What do you want?"
He tried to rise, but his legs were numb and heavy.
The specter flowed toward him, dragging its tail of
slime like a chick prematurely breaking out of the
shell. "The Primeval Substance!" something cried in
Itche Nokhum. He recalled the Psalm: "Thine eyes
did see my substance, yet being unperfect." He wanted
to speak to the night-creature, but he was robbed of
the power of speech. For a time he watched dumbly
as she approached, half woman, half shapeless ooze,
a monstrous fungus straining to break away from its
root, a creature put together .in haste. After a while
she began to melt away. Pieces dropped from her.
The face dissolved, the hair scattered, the nose
stretched out and became a snout, as in the manikins
that people put on their window sills in winter to
mock the frost. She spat out her tongue. Roise Genendel vanished, and the sun flashed in the East sharp as
a knife. Bloody stains spattered the walls, the ceilings,
the floor. The morning had slaughtered Roise Genen-

del and splashed her blood. A last bubble of life had
burst, and everything returned to the void. Itche
Nokhum sat up and rocked as men do over a corpse.
"Roise Genendel! . .. Woe is me! . .. "
III
They were blowing the ram's horn in Bekhev. Elul
breezes blew in from the willows in the cemetery.
Bright gossamer floated high in the air over the courtyard. Ripe fruit dropped from the trees in the Rebbe's
orchard. Desolation rustled in the prayer house. Sparrows skipped over the tables. The community goat
wandered into the ante-chamber, leaned against the
box with torn, discarded prayerbooks and tried to
chew at the corner of a psalm-book. It was Thursday
again, and Itche Nokhum had not tasted food since
the Sabbath evening meal, but no one paid any attention. When a man fasts all year, he does not begin to
eat in Elul, the month of repentance. Itche Nokhum
sat in his room, turning the pages of The Covenant of
Rest. He mumbled for a while. Then he leaned his
head on the back of the chair and dozed off.
Suddenly Itche Nokhum heard steps and loud
voices. Someone was coming rapidly upstairs to him.
The door was flung open and Itche Nokhum saw
Roise Genendel and behind her, Yente, her maidservant. It was not the Roise Genendel who revealed
herself to him in the nights and through whom he
could see as through the weave of his sash, but Roise
Genendel in the living flesh : tall, narrow, with a
crooked nose, fiery black eyes, thick lips and a long
neck. She was dressed in a black shawl, a silk cloak
and high-heeled shoes. She was scolding her servant
and made her a sign to follow her no further. Roise
Genendel entered Itche Nokhum's room, leaving the
door open-evidently in order not to remain alone
with him. Yente remained standing half-way up the
stairs. Itche Nokhum was astounded. "Have I already
attained such power?" the thought flashed through his
brain. For a long while she stood upon the threshold,
holding up her skirt, appraising him with a sidelong
stare, in which anger mingled with silent pity. Then
she said:
"White as a corpse!"
'What do you want?" asked Itche Nokhum in a
faint voice that he could scarcely hear himself.
'What are you doing? Fasting, eh?" Roise Genendel
asked mockingly.
Itche Nokum did not answer.
"Itche Nokhum, I must speak to you!"
Roise Genendel slammed the door to.
"What is it?"
"Itche Nokhum, leave me in peace!" Roise Genendel almost shouted. 'We were divorced, we are strangers now. I want to marry, and you can also marry.
Everything must have an end!"
"I don't know what you mean."
"You know, you know. You're sitting here and casting spells. I was already on the eve of marriage, and
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I had to postpone it. Why don't you let me be? You'll
drive me from this world. I'll throw myself into the
welll"
Roise Genendel stamped her foot. She truculently
placed her hand on the doorpost. A diamond ring
flashed on her finger. She breathed both fear and
strength. Itche Nokhum raised his eyebrows. His
heart knocked once and seemed to stop.
"I swear, I don't know ... "
"You wake me up! You scream into my earl What
do you want of me? It wasn't right between us. From
the very first. Forgive me, but you're not a man. Why
do you torment me, then? Will you tell me?"
"What am I doing?"
"You come to me, you pinch me, you flay me. I
hear your steps. I don't eat and I don't sleep because
of you. I am losing weight. People see you in our
courtyard, they see you, I'm not mad! ... Yente almost
died of fright. I'll call her in, she will tell you herself.
She was going, if you will pardon me, to the outhouse,
and you floated toward her. She raised such screams
that everybody in the yard came running ... Just before sunrise you came and sat on my bed, and I could
not move my feet. What are you, a devil?"
Itche Nokhum was silent.
"We've kept it secret," Roise Genendel went on.
"But I can't suffer forever. I'll tell the whole world
who you are and what you're doing. You will be excommunicated. I'm only sorry for your old father ... "
ltche Nokhum wanted to answer, but he could not
utter a single word. Everything in him shrank and
dried up. He began to gasp and croak like a grandfather clock before striking. Something inside him
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leaped like a snake. Itche Nokhum was filled with a
strange fluttering. An icy feather brushed down his
spine. He shook his head from side to side, as if to
say, "no."
''I've come to warn you! Swear that you will release
me. If not, I'll raise such a commotion that all Bekhev
will come running. I'll put aside all shame. Come
down to the prayer house and swear upon the Holy
Scrolls. It's either my death or yours! ..."
Itche Nokhum made another effort and began to
mumble in a choked voice, as if he were being
strangled.
"I swear to you, I am not to blame."
"Who is then? You're using Sacred Names. You've
plunged yourself into the Cab.ala. You've lost this
world-you'll lose the next one too. My father, may
he live long, has sent me to you. He also has intercessors in heaven. You're dealing with the evil ones,
woe is me. You'll be driven behind the Black Mountains! You'll be thrown into the Hollow of the Sling!
Mooncalf! ..."
"Roise Genendel!"
"Fiend! Satan! Asmodeus!"
Roise Genendel was suddenly stricken mute. She
stared at Itche Nokhum with her enormous black
eyes, recoiling from him. The room became so still
that one could hear the buzzing of a single fly. Itche
Nokhum strained to speak. His throat contracted as
if he had swallowed something.
"Roise Genendel, I cannot .. . I cannot forget you!"
"Miserable demon! I'm in your power ..."
Roise Genendel's mouth twisted. She covered her
face with both hands and broke into a hoarse wail.
Translated by Mirra Ginsburg

CRITIQUE

Patria or Patriarchy:
Cuba comes of age

Like the recent Faulkner novels,
these Cuba books 0 have the character of a family drama. The island,
unlike China, was ours to lose; intimately bound to us economically,
Cuba remained a quasi-colony;
therefore the struggle against Batista was for the revolutionaries a
preliminary to war with the United
States. Recent history compels each
of these writers to grapple with this
theme. A wayward and dangerous
child, according to Nathaniel Weyl's
Red Star Over Cuba, Castro's government must be crushed, if need
be, "by a task force composed of the
air, naval and army forces of the
American Re1mblics." A virile young
0
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adult, Cuba is a source of parental
pride to novelists Waldo Frank
(Cuba, Prophetic Island) and Warren Miller (90 Miles from Home),
sociologist C. Wright Mills (Listen,
Yankee), journalist Robert Taber
(M-26, The Biography of a Revolution), and editors Leo Huberman
and Paul Sweezy (Cuba, Anatomy
of a Revolution).
And is it any wonder that U.S.Cuban relations are studied so thoroughly? In 1898, a quasi-independent Cuba was born of our imperialistic manhood. The infant was
weaned in 1934, when the New
Deal abandoned the Platt Amendment. The island somehow survived
Carlos Hevia, Carlos Mendieta, and
other front men for Batista in the
1930s; Grau San Martin and Prio
Socarras, who used their popular
mandates to loot the public treasury; and Batista himself, a specialist
in politics by murder. The patritine Books, 1960, 192 pp., $3.95.
Joseph North, Cuba: Hope of a
Hemisphere, International Publishers, 1961, 95 pp., $2. Irving Peter
Pflaum, Tragic Island: How Communism Came to Cuba, PrenticeH all, 1961, 196 pp., $3.95. Jean-Paul
Sartre, Sartre on Cuba, Ballantine
Books, 1961, original paper, 160 pp.,
$.50. Robert Taber, M-26, The Biography of a Revolution, Lyle Stuart,
1961, 348 pp., $4.95. NathanielWeyl,
Red Star Over Cuba, Macfadden
Publications, Hillman Books, 1961,
224 pp., $.50.

archal U.S. State Department supported each of the old regimes.
When the Cuban people moved
against the thieves and murderers,
they were throwing down a challenge to Cuba's powerful and apparently confident northern neighbor.
The revolution plainly menaced
U.S. hegemony in the hemisphere;
the challenge was taken up. Consequently, while it is true that the
United States no longer exports to
Cuba refrigerators, radios, and soap,
we Yankees persist in exporting history. For Cuba the important dates
are the airplane raids in 1959, the
removal of the sugar quota in 1960,
the boycotts of 1960 and 1961 and
1962, the invasion one year ago. The
people are terrified by the military
power of the United States; a jumpy,
tense militia of 700,000 men today
waits for a second invasion.
Cuba must live exactly in the
present; Commander Guevara in a
conversation with me clothed each
generalization with the phrase, "at
the moment." At this moment . ..
now. It is inexplicable to the North
American for whom the present is
merely something to be gotten
through. Sartre in his brilliant chapter, "Ideology and Revolution," explains this sense of urgency: " . . . the
Cubans, placed next to a much too
powerful neighbor, never had absolute initiative." In this context, the
Revolution desperately sought "an
advancing order, reference points,
a direction." Sartre might have
referred to Cuban revolutionary
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ideology as the methodology of reaction and response. Because Cuba's northern markets were so
important, their withdrawal demanded of the Revolution immediate and comprehensive economic
ties with the Soviet Union. When
the island was deprived of its neighbor's consumer goods, new supplies
had to be found in abundance, at
once. Baby bottles from China;
canned meats from Eastern Europe.
Cuba's policy was still determined
by the U.S. - the island could not
be really free of us at all.
Is it any wonder then that these
books must ultimately examine our
own political image? An image seen
indirectly, reflected in Cuba's recent
political history, explored by both
friends and enemies of the Revolution for clues to our own condition.
Cuba is the product of our careless
affiuence. If we cannot accept the
present condition of Cuba, we must
have been seriously in error. And
our mistakes indict our own political character, thus the painful
introspection. Mr. Weyl, for example, is blind to everything but red
plots and Washington subversion,he
is so intently inward-looking. Profaning the heroism of the fighters.of
the 26 July movement ( documented
partly through first-hand observation by Robert Taber), he writes:
" ... as a military movement, [M-26]
was virtually nil. The sweep from
insignificance to victory was due primarily to United States policy."Elsewhere he claims, "Castro's forces
floated to victory on a sea of loot."
It is true that many well-to-do Cubans contributed generously to the
revolutionary forces; the United
States contributed nothing. On the
contrary, early in 1959 the United
States Immigration Commissioner
disclosed that smashing "attempts
to smuggle arms to Cuba" ( earmarked for Castro forces ) was one
of his main jobs in 1958. And Batista's army, of course, was equipped
with modern U.S. weapons-including tanks, aircraft, and rockets. The
true cost of the Revolution was
20,000 Cuban dead.
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Where did our policy go wrong?
This note is sounded time and again.
According to Mr. Weyl, we should
have stepped up our military assistance to Batista. "[The United
States] ... could have added that
arms and material in sufficient quantity to crush the Castro insurrection would be made available
provided Batista actually conducted
free elections." In other words, legitimizing Cuba's government as
puppet regime was the correct policy in 1958. For Mr. Weyl evidently
it is perfectly natural that we paternally interfere in the internal affairs
of sovereign states. With his premise
-that Batista was a puppet of the
United States - the writers on the
Left agree. Messrs. Huberman and
Sweezy put it well when they write:
"The United States did, indeed,
have the key to the Cuban house;
it did, indeed, enter at will; and
the Cuban government which it
supported had, in the nature of the
setup, to be run by politicians who
could be relied on to do Washington's bidding." However, they naturally draw different conclusions;
had we befriended Fidel Castro, or
at the very least left him alone, subsequent U.S.-Cuban relations might
have taken a turn for the better. Yet
the thought recurs: could United
States policy toward Cuba have
been any different? Was it realistic
to expect the United States to passively acquiesce to Cuba's struggle
for independence, support a thorough going agrarian reform, or help
finance the nationalization of the
monopolies?
Waldo Frank, in his passionate
defense of Cuba, answers yes.
Messrs. Huberman and Sweezy,
perceptively surveying the Revolution's accomplishments, imply tl1at
the State Department had at least
the alternative of not interfering in
Cuba. It is my view that the United
States is unable to permit the hemispheric family any variety of revolutionary socialism, communistic or
democratic. The fundamental aim
of United States foreign policy in
Latin America is to promote a stable

political climate in order to insure
both our investments and political
authority over the region. The decisive support furnished by the
Central Intelligence Agency to the
counter-revolution in Guatemala is
the classic example of this foreign
policy. Revolutionary Cuba undermined our aims; the prodigal island
was quarantined; attempts were
made to bring down the Castro
government.
In The Cuban Story, Herbert
Mathews - the journalist who in
1957 brought back the famous
Sierra Maestra interview with Fidel
-edges up on this view when he
writes: "... events, pressures, perhaps necessity, drove Castro [to the
'totalitarian' Left]" And "to seek to
restore the pre-Revolutionary situation, as we tried to do with the invasion of April, 1961, is no answer."
Yet Mr. Mathews, despite a sensitive intelligence, fails to explain
what is meant by "necessity," as it
stands, an empty abstraction. Whenever in fact he confronts political
questions, his analysis is markedly
confused. Even as he confirms the
all-pervasiveness of ruling classes in
Latin America, for example, he
urges self-reform upon these same
ruling classes, to achieve simultaneously economic development and
democracy. Democracy is thus defined as a system with ruling classes.
In this connection, Mr. Mathews
writes: "The answer to Fidelismo
.. . is to help bring about the positive social, economic and political
reforms in Latin America that will
make the Cuban Revolution seem
unnecessary, irrational, undesirable
and too costly in terms of human
liberty." Yet history confirms the
fact that democracy, however defined, is won only through struggle,
that the struggle is often very costly,
and, on the surface, always "irrational" and "undesirable."
Ambivalence also marks the other
liberal commentary in this collection, Irving Pflaum's Tragic Island:
How Communism Came To Cuba.
Mr. Pflaum, foreign editor of the
Chicago Sun-Times, writes history

in the style of a police reporter, trying to reduce politics to a simplified
game of personal motivation. But he
cannot make up his mind whether
Fidel was a "shrewd, foresighted
creator of an [ communist] epoch,"
or a "creature of forces he· couldn't
control and possibly couldn't always
comprehend . . . an unstable person
who had been hoodwinked . . ." So
he asserts that he was both. It is true
that Teresa Casuso, former Cuban
Delegate to the United Nations,
today an exile, but one who holds
Castro in great esteem, agrees ( in
Cuba and Castro) that he is dangerously "unstable." At least Miss Casuso is aware of the nature of U.S.
imperialism, of which she was a
victim during the Cuban Revolution
of 1933-34 ( the post-Machado popular government, in which she was
involved, was brought down partly
because the United States withheld
its recognition) . Mr. Pflaum evidently is not; he never asks, what is
possible? What alternatives face the
State Department? A utopian, at
this late date he actually puts into
print proposals to aid Cuba. Revive
the sugar quota. "Revise preferential
trade treaties to actually prefer
Cuba!" Yet even the left-of-center
Jagan government in British
Guiana, installed after free elections, is denied United States aid;
what can Fidel Castro expect? Mr.
Pflaum is evidently another journalist who understands little or nothing
of United States foreign policy.
Where did our policy go wrong?
According to their response to this
question, we have seen these books
gradually sort themselves out,
spreading into a spectrum of political bias. Only by taking them altogether do we arrive at anything like
a true Cuban report; only by opposing each author with every other,
allowing their views to mutually
cancel or reinforce,can we make the
phenomenon of the revolution less
mysterious.
The Revolution has always two
aspects, incessantly in tension-one
optimistic, productive, and humanistic; the other, aggressive, unyield-

ing, destructive. To be "for" the
forgotten masses was in Cuba to be
"against" the privileged classes.
Supporting Cuban independence
meant denouncing the United
States, both emotions expressed in
the slogan, "Cuba, si, Yanqui, no."
The books on the Left are sometimes blind to the Revolution's negative face; those on the Right deny
its constructive aspects. Both Left
and Right must therefore create
myths to authenticate their positions.
Reading from the Right, I learn
that "Castro's agrarian reform had
never been intended to benefit the
agricultural middle class any more
than the peasantry." In fact income
per capita in the Cuban countryside
has since 1959 risen by at least fifty
per cent. In January, 1959, only 37 %
of the employed labor force earned
more than $75 monthly; by January,
1961, 50.4 %. Money wages in 1958
amounted to $551 millions; in 1960,
$827 millions. Meanwhile the government stabilized the price level.
Elsewhere in Cuba: The First Soviet
Satellite in the Americas Daniel
James writes: "... the guafiro's status has thus been transformed . . .
into a slave of the state. He cannot
change his employment ... he cannot educate his children where he
chooses." Under the old system he
could not educate his children at
all; before the Revolution, he was
lucky to find any employment. Mr.
Weyl, who outdoes even Mr. James
in his hatred for popular governments, alleges that "the economic
prospects for Cuba are continuing
deterioration and impoverishment
of the people." The truth is that the
Cuban Four-Year Plan, culminating
in 1965, will step up the annual rate
of growth of national income to over
ten per cent. One could mine these
writers for many more such nuggets.
And the Left, what myths must
they contrive? Fewer and less fool.ish ones; they are, after all, hardly
threatened by the Cuban Revolution. For Joseph North (in Cuba:
Hope of a Hemisphere) everything
has been made right by the restora-

tion of Cuban sovereignty. All the
passionate accusations of C. Wright
Mills' anonymous Cuban revolutionary-all the charges ever leveled
at the United States by insecure and
chauvinistic Cuban politicians-are
indiscriminately collected and uncritically dumped into the reader's
lap. Professor Mills' calm summary
in his last chapter is too slight to
really help his audience evaluate his
unnamed revolutionary's passionate
survey of U.S.-Cuban relations.
Sartre tends to miss the cold facts of
bureaucratic rule, the necessity for
organization, control, formal channels of communication. Messrs.
Sweezy and Huberman's effort, the
first of the Cuba books, remains the
most rewarding; it is down-to-earth,
packed with information, unromantic. Not so Waldo Frank's beautifully written volume where Cuba is
depicted as a kind of utopia, standing somewhere between capitalism
and communism.
The writers in the Center share
the humanism of the Left, made
concrete by the economic and social
accomplishments of the revolutionary government. At the same time,
the Revolution's ruthless methodology ( confiscations, formation of a
single political party, and so forth)
horrifies them; hence, their ambivalence. But it is not necessary for
them to make myths in order to
validate political notions disturbing
to their readers, since their books
are devoid of such notions. What
they write is true, and unexceptional; land reform, economic development, a free press, higher
wages, parliamentary democracy,
all are equally desired. Whether or
not they are all possible ( and the
experiences in the newly independent African and Asian countries
indicate that they are not) is a question the liberals really do not come
to grips with.
A complete picture of Castro's
Cuba is one in which the tensions
between the constructive and destructive aspects of the revolution,
between the positive and negative,
are seen as dialectic in nature, re45

solving themselves in new social
forms and new ways of organizing
life and doing things. This can be
illustrated by opposing apparently
conflicting abstractions, "individualism" and "mass society," which in
Cuba are reconciled through new,
concrete political forms. An illiterate, for instance, cannot be an individualist; he cannot fully express
"himself" since what he "is" remains
to a degree unknown. In 1960, Cuba
had nearly one million illiterates;
today there are none. What made
this possible? The mass organizations, the Brigadistas, the Federation of Women, the Defense
Committees, which mobilized full
and part-time 250,000 men, women,
and young people for the struggle
against illiteracy. And the teachers,
for their part, rediscovered themselves as human beings, warmed by
a sense of individual fulfillment.
What is more, only in the context of
mass action against a mass problem
was it revealed that the revolution
had retained its personal, immediate
quality, the sense of intimacy between its leaders and the Cuban
people.
Yesterday Castro was a humanist,
today, in response to United States
foreign policy, he is a MarxistLeninist. Cuba, the child grown up,
suddenly becomes realistic. The
Cuban people know who their enemies now are; this was why the
possibility of a "third force" was
removed, why Cubans had to commit themselves - for the revolution ·
or against. Everyone, revolutionaries and counter-revolutionaries,
has made the supreme choice. There
are in Cuba today no "strangers", no
one in political limbo. It is too uncomfortable there.
Yesterday the United States
mounted an attack on Cuba; today
the Cubans are Marxist-Leninists.
Yesterday's facts are therefore today's ideologies ..But yesterday's humanist ideologies are embodied in
the revolution as well. A bright
Cu ban you th, for instance, has two
alternatives, a career in technology
or political economy. As an engineer
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or scientist he will be in demand,
but he will never be in power, not
as a technician. As a political economist his future is less certain, but
he has access to power because he
is political by profession. In the old
days it used to be that through the
"law" political ambitions were realized. Now "political economy" replaces "law". For the future men of
power will not write up contracts
and wring pesos from government
concessions. They will form the new
bureaucracy, the link between the
governing and the governed. So
long as the leadership remains responsive to the people, they will be
made to serve the people. To date,
Castro has been sensitive to the
needs of the masses; in fact, he has
helped them articulate their demands, which, in turn, confine his
own authority. In the last analysis
the revolutionary leadership has
also been confined by the direction
of United States foreign policy.
Castro is not independent at all. His
domestic policies evolve from the
elementary needs of the Cuban people; his foreign policy derives from
the United States' foreign policy.
The first theme binds together all
of the books of the Left and Center;
the second theme, that of the terrible power of the United States,
runs through the books on the Right
as well. It must be understood that
when the ordinary Cuban contemplates the potential destructive
forces of the United s·tates military
he is very frightened; if he overresponds, uses words carelessly,
shouts "Patria o Muerte," it is because of the nature of this relationship itself. Realistically, "we could
openly crush Cuba - any day,"
Waldo Frank writes. "If we do, we
stand before the entire world,
shamed, feared, and hated." Yet Mr.
James, who has been immunized
against original ideas by the Cuban
exiles, evidently his sole source of
information, does imply that we
should stamp out Cuba. And Mr.
Weyl makes it clear that we will, if
only the subversive-red-dupes are
driven out of the State Department.

The struggle which the Cubans
put up against us has been a powerful lesson to revolutionary movements all over Latin America; it is
a burden that Cuba, and the others,
ought not to bear, but must. How
they carry it will test their own manhood. Only the bravest and most inteJligent and resourceful will be
able to win and retain their independence. It is conceivable that at
some future date the United States
will help, not thwart, the creation of
new broadly based, popular governments in Latin America. Our neighbors will profit thereby; their
struggle will be less costly, their sacrifices less severe. Yet for that reason
it is not certain that their societies
will be as healthy and strong, as
ready to realistically confront their
problems, as the Cubans. There is
a saying in Cuba: "The bad ones
complain all the time; the good ones
a little; the best not at all." Only the
best can defy a stern parent.
James O'Connor

Death and art and
the utility of despair

"The richest style is the synthetic
voice of the leadiTlg character."
-Pavese
Four of the novels of Cesare Pavese, The House on the Hill, The
Moon and the Bonfires, Among
Women Only, and The Devil in the
Hills have been translated into English and published within the last
few years ( the last two in paperback by Noonday Press). And now
his diaries from the years 1935 to
1950, when he committed suicide at
the age of forty-two, have been
issued under the title The Burning
Brand. 0 The diaries have an interest
0
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independent of the work, as the
best journals of writers always have.
But perhaps they will also accompany a wider interest in Pavese's
fiction. For Pavese's novels have
not up to now created much of a stir
in English, nothing like that aroused
by the work of Silone or Moravia,
though he is a much more gifted
and original writer than either of
these.
Pavese began writing around
1930, and the novels which have
been published here were all written in the years 1947-49, so that a
reader confined to English translations cannot generalize about his
work as a whole. On the basis of
these four novels alone, however,
one can say that his main virtues
as a novelist are delicacy, economy,
and control. The style is flat, dry,
unemotional. One remarks the coolness of Pavese's fiction, though the
subject-matter is often violent. This
is because the real subject is never
the violent happening ( e.g. the suicide in Among Women Only; the
war in The Devil in the Hills) but,
rather, the cautious subjectivity of
the narrator. The typical effort of a
Pavese hero is lucidity; the typical
problem is that of lapsed communication. The novels are about crises
of conscience, and the refusal to allow crises of conscience. A certain
atrophy of the emotions, an enervation of sentiment and bodily vitality, is presupposed. It is a world of
prematurely disillusioned, highly
civilized people who alternate between irony and melancholic experiments with their own emotions. But
unlike other explorations of this
vein of modern sensibility-for example, much of French fiction and
poetry of the last 80 years-Pavese
is a very quiet, unsensational, chaste
writer. The main action always
takes place off-stage, or in the past;
and erotic scenes are curiously
avoided.
As if to compensate for the detached relations which his characters have with each other, Pavese
typically attributes to them a deep
involvement with a place-usually

either the cityscape of Turin, where
Pavese went to the university and
lived most of his adult life, or the
surrounding Piedmont countryside,
where he was born and spent his
childhood. This sense of place, and
the desire to find and recover the
meaning of a place, does not, however, give Pavese's work any of the
characteristics of regional fiction,
and this may in part account for
the failure of his novels to arouse
much enthusiasm among an English-speaking audience. Pavese's
sense of place and of people is not
what one expects of an Italian
writer. But then Pavese was a
Northern Italian; Northern Italy is
not the Italy of the foreign dream,
and Turin is a large industrial city
lacking in the historical resonance
and visible sensuality which attracts
foreigners to Italy. We find no monuments, no local color, no ethnic
charm in Pavese's Turin and Piedmont. The place is there, but as the
unattainable, the anonymous, the
inhuman.
Perhaps Pavese's novels will begin to be read more widely now,
since the mood of his work is much
the same as that of certain new
films which have been well-received
by educated audiences. In particular, Pavese's sense of the relation of
people to place ( the way in which
people are transfixed by the impersonal force of a place) will be fa- .
miliar to anyone who has seen the
films of Alain Resnais (Hiroshima, .
Mon Amour, Last Year in Marienbad) and especially of Michelangelo Antonioni-Le Amiche (which .
was adapted from Pavese's Among
Women Only), L'Avventura, and
La Notte. But the difficulties of Pavese's fiction remain-as do the difficulties of the films of Antonioni
and Resnais-difficulties which, in
the case of the films, people describe by calling them "literary"
and "subjective." In the case of Pavese's novels, one would say little
by calling them that; unbearably
refined and a little anaemic, one
might say, if one were not pleased
by them. Like the films, they are

precious, elliptical ( though never
obscure), quiet, anti-dramatic, selfcontained.
Now, apart from the novels, we
have the diaries in English. They
can be read without any acquaintance with Pavese's novels, as an
example of a peculiarly modern
literary form , the writer's "diary"
or "notebooks" or "journal."
Why do we read the journals of
a writer? Not simply because they
reveal his books, for sometimes the
journal overshadows the formal literary productions; and of some
writers it is mainly the journal
which we still read. It is because
of the peculiar nakedness of the
journal form, even when it was written with an eye to future publication. Here we read the writer in the
first person; we encounter the ego
behind the masks of ego in an author's works. No degree of intimacy
in a novel can give us this, even
when the author uses the first person or uses a third person which
transparently points to himself.
Most of Pavese's novels, including
the four translated into English, are
narrated in the first person. Yet we
know that the "I" in Pavese's novels is not identical with Pavese himself, no more than is the "Marcel"
who tells Remembrance of Things
Past identical with Proust, nor the
"K." of The Trial and The Castle
identical with Kafka. We are not
satisfied. We demand the author
naked, as ages of religious faith demanded a human sacrifice.
The journal gives us the workshop of the writer's soul. And why
are we interested in the soul of the
writer? Not because we are so interested in writers as such. But because of the fundamental modern
preoccupation with psychology, the
latest and most powerful legacy of
the Christian tradition of introspection, opened up by Paul and Augustine, which equates the discovery
of the self with the discovery of the
suffering self. For the modern consciousness, the artist ( replacing the
saint) is the exemplary sufferer, and
among artists, the writer, the man
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of words, is the person to whom we
look to be able best to express his
suffering.
The writer is the exemplary sufferer because he has found both the
deepest level of suffering and also
a professional means to sublimate
( in the literal, not the Freudian,
sense of sublimate) his suffering.
As a man, he suffers; as a writer, he
transforms his suffering into art
The writer is the man who discov·
ers the use of suffering in the economy of art-as the saints discovered
the utility and necessity of suffering
in the economy of salvation.
The unity of Pavese's diaries is
to be found in his reflections on how
to use, how to act on, his suffering.
Literature is one use. Isolation is
another, both as a technique for the
inciting and perfecting of his art,
and as a value in itself. And suicide
is the third, ultimate use of suffering-conceived of not as an end to
suffering, but as the ultimate way of
acting on suffering.
Thus we have the following remarkable sequence of reflection, in
a diary entry of 1938. Pavese writes:
"Literature is a defense against the
attacks of life. It says to life: 'You
can't deceive me. I know your habits, foresee and enjoy watching your
reactions, and steal your secrets by
involving you in cunning obstructions that halt your normal How.' ...
The other defense against things in
general is silence as we muster
strength for a fresh leap forward.
But we must impose that silence on
ourselves, not have it imposed on us,
not even by death. To choose a
hardship for ourselves is our only
defense against that hardship . . .
Those who by their very nature; can
suffer completely, utterly, have an
advantage. This is how we can disarm the power of suffering, make it
our own creation, our own choice;
submit to it. A justification for
suicide."
The modern journal form shows
a curious evolution if we examine
some of its principal exemplars:
Stendhal, Baudelaire, Gide, Kafka,
and now Pavese. The uninhibited
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spectacle of egoism devolves into
the heroic quest for the cancellation
of the self. Pavese has none of Gide's
Protestant sense of his life as a work
of art, his respect for his own ambition, his . confidence in his own
feelings, his love for himself. Nor
does he have Kafka's exquisite commitment without mockery to his
own anguish. Pavese, who used the
"I" so freely in his novels, usually
speaks of himself as "you" in his
diaries. He does not describe himself, but addresses himself. He is
the ironic, exhortatory, reproachful
spectator of himself. The ultimate
consequence of such a bracketed
view of the self would seem to have
been, inevitably, suicide.
The diaries are in effect a long
series of self-assessments and selfinterrogations. They record nothing
of daily life or observed incidents;
nor is there any description of family, friends, lovers; colleagues or reaction to public events ( as in Gide's
Journals). All that satisfies the more
conventional expectation of the contents of a writer's journal ( as in
Coleridge's Notebooks, and again in
Gide's Journals) are the numerous
reflections on the general problems
of style and literary composition,
and the copious notes on the writer's
reading. Pavese was very much a
"good European," though he never
travelled outside Italy; the diaries
document that he was at home in all
of European literature and thought,
and in American writing ( in which
he was specially interested) ~ well.
Pavese was not simply a novelist but
a man of letters: poet, novelist, short
story writer, literary critic, translator, and editor with one of Italy's
leading publishers (Einaudi). Part of
the diaries reveal this writer-as-manof-letters: there are sensitive and
subtle comments on an immensely
varied lifetime of reading: RigVeda, Euripides, Defoe, Corneille,
Vico, Kierkegaard, Hemingway, etc.
etc. But it is not this aspect of the
diaries which I am considering here,
for it is not this which constitutes
the specific interest which a writer's
journal holds for a modern audi-

ence. It should however be noted
that when Pavese discusses his
own writing, it is not as the writer
of it but rather as a reader or critic.
There is no discussion of work-inprogress, or plans and sketches for
stories, novels, and poems to be
written. The only work discussed is
what has been finished. Another
'notable omission in the diaries is
any reflection of Pavese's involvement in politics - either his antifascist activities, for which he was
imprisoned for ten months in 1935,
nor his long, ambivalent, and finally
disillusioned association with the
Communist Party.
It might be said that there are two
personae in the diary : Pavese the
man, and Pavese the critic and
reader. Or: Pavese thinking prospectively, and Pavese thinking
retrospectively. There is the self-reproachful and self-exhortatory analysis of · his feelings and projects;
the focus of reflection is on his talents - as a writer, as a lover of
women, and as a prospective
suicide. Then there is all the retrospective comment: the discussions
. and review of his own already completed work, and its place in his
oeuvre; and the notes and comments
on .his reading. But there is little
of the present in the diaries at all.
The present of Pavese's life enters
mainly in the form of a consideration of his capabilities and prospects. Apart from writing, there are
two prospects to which Pavese continually recurs. One is the ·prospect
of suicide, which tempted Pavese at
least as early as his uni~ersity years
( when two of his best friends killed
themselves) and is a theme to be
found on almost every page of the
diaries. The other is the prospect of
romantic love and erotic failure.
Pavese shows himself as tormented
by a profound sense of sexual inadequacy, which he bulwarked by
all sorts of theories about sexual
technique, the hopelessness of love,
and the sex war. Remarks on the
predatoriness, the exploitativeness
of women are interspersed with confessions of his own failure to love,

or to provide sexual satisfaction.
Pavese, who never married, records
in the journal the reactions to a
number of long affairs and casual
sexual experiences, usually at the
point when he is expecting trouble
or after they actually have failed.
The women themselves are never
described; the events of the relationship are not even alluded to.
The two themes are intimately
connected, as Pavese himself experienced. In the closing months of his
life, in the midst of an unhappy affair with an American film star, he
writes : "One does not kill oneself
for love of a woman, but because
love - any love - reveals us in our
nakedness, our misery, our vulnerability, our nothingness . .. Deep,
deep down, did I not clutch at this
amazing love affair as it flew ... to
make myself revert to my old
thought-my long-standing temptation, to have an excuse for thinking
of it again: love and death. This is
the hereditary pattern." Or again, in
an ironic vein, Pavese remarks: "It
is possible not to think about
women, just as one does not think
about death." Women and death
never ceased to fascinate Pavese,
and with an equal degree of anxiety
and morbidity; since his main problem in both cases was whether he
would be equal to the occasion.
What Pavese has to say about
love is the familiar other side of romantic idealization. Pavese rediscovers, with Stendhal, that love is
an essential fiction; it is not that love
sometimes makes mistakes, but that
it is, essentially, a mistake. What
one takes to be an attachment to
another person is unmasked as one
more dance of the solitary ego. It is
easy to see how this view of love is
peculiarly congruent to the modern
vocation of the writer. In the Aristotelian tradition of art as imitation,
the writer was the medium or vehicle for describing the truth about
something outside himself. In the
modern tradition ( roughly, Rousseau forward) of art as expression,
the artist tells the truth about himself. Therefore it was inevitable that

a theory of love as an experience or
revelation of oneself, deceptively
presented as an experience or revelation of the value of a loved person
or object, should suggest itself.
Love, like art, becomes a medium
of self-expression. But because making a woman is not as solitary an act
as making a novel or a poem, it is
devoted to failure. The prevailing
theme of serious literature and
cinema today is the failure of love.
( When we encounter the opposite
statement, as for instance in Lady
Chatterley's Lover or in Louis
Malle's film, Les Amants, we incline
to describe it as a "fairy tale.") We
believe in a sort of Kantian theory
of love: that our erotic emotions
are not controlled by the object toward. which they move, but, on the
contrary, that the object is conceived by our impassioned fantasy.
This explains the death of love.
Love dies because its birth was an
error. However, the error remains a
necessary one, so long as one sees
the world, in Pavese's words, as a
"jungle of self-interest." The isolated ego does not cease to suffer.
"Life is pain and the enjoyment of
love is an anaesthetic."
A further consequence of this
modern belief in the fictional nature
of erotic attachment is a new selfconscious aquiescence in the inevitable attractiveness of unrequited
love. As love is an emotion felt by
the solitary ego and mistakenly
projected outward, the impregnability of the beloved's ego exercises
a hypnotic attraction for the roman. tic imagination. The lure of unrequited love lies in the identity of
what Pavese calls "perfect behavior"
and a strong, absolutely isolated, indifferent ego. "Perfect behavior is ·
born of complete indifference,"
Pavese writes in his diary in 1940.
"Perhaps that is why we always love
madly someone who treats us with
indifference; she represents 'style,'
the fascination of 'class,' all that is
desirable."
Many of Pavese's remarks on love
seem like a case-history supporting
the thesis of Denis de Rougemont

and other historians of the Wes tern
imagination who have traced the
evolution of the Western image of
sexual love since Tristan and Isolde
as a "romantic agony," a death-wish.
But the striking rhetorical enmeshment of the terms "writing," "sex,"
and "suicide" in Pavese's diaries indicate that this sensibility in its
modern form is more complex. De
Rougemont's thesis may throw light
on the Western overvaluation of
love, but not on the modern pessimism about it: the view that love, and
sensual fulfillment, are hopeless
projects. De Rougemont might well
have used Pavese's own words:
"Love is the cheapest of religions."
My own view is that the modern
cult of love is not part of the story
of a Christian heresy ( Gnostic,
Manichean, Catharist), as de
Rougemont suggests, but expresses
the central and peculiarly modern
preoccupation of the loss of feeling.
To wish to cultivate "the art of looking at ourselves as though we were
characters in one of our novels ...
as the way to put ourselves in a position to think constructively and reap
the benefits" reveals Pavese speaking hopefully about a situation of
self-alienation which elsewhere in
the diaries is a subject of continual
sorrow. For "life begins in the
body," as Pavese observes in another
entry; and he continually gives
voice to the reproach which the
body makes to the mind. If civilization may be defined as that stage of
human life at which, objectively,
the body becomes a problem, then
our moment of civilization may be
described as that stage at which we
are subjectively aware of, and feel
trapped by, this problem. Now we
want the life of the body and we
reject the ascetic traditions of
Judaism and Christianity, but we
.a re still confined in the generalized
sensibility which that religious tradition bequeathed us. Hence we
complain; we are resigned and detached; we complain. Pavese's continual prayers for the strength to
lead a life of rigorous self-seclusion
and solitude ( "The only heroic rule
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is to be alone, alone, alone") are
entirely of a piece with his repeated
complaints over the inability to feel.
( See, for example, his remarks on
his absence of feeling when his best
friend, Leone Ginzburg, eminent
professor and Resistance leader, was
tortured to death by the fascists in
1940.) Here is where the modern
cult of love enters: it is the main
way in which we test ourselves for
strength of feeling, and find ourselves deficient.
Everyone knows that we have a
different, much more emphatic view
of love between the sexes than the
ancient Greeks and the Orientals,
and that the modern view of love is
an extension of the spirit of Christianity, in however attenuated and
secularized a form. But the cult of
love is not, as de Rougemont suggests, a Christian heresy. Christianity is, from its inception (Paul), the
romantic religion. The cult of love
in the West is an aspect of the cult
of suffering - suffering as the supreme token of seriousness ( the
paradigm of the Cross). We do not
find among the ancient Hebrews,
Greeks, and the Orientals the same
value placed on love because we do
not find there the same positive
value placed on suffering. Suffering
was not the hallmark of seriousness;
rather, seriousness was measured by
one's ability to evade or transcend
the penalty of suffering, by one's
ability to achieve tranquility and
equilibrium. In contrast, the sensibility we have inherited identifies
spirituality and seriousness with turbulence, suffering, passion. For two
thousand years, among Christians
and Jews, it has been spiritually
fashionable to be in pain. Thus it is
not love which we over-value, but
suffering-more precisely, the spiritual merits and benefits of suffering.
The modern contribution to this
Christian sensibility has been to discover the making of works of art
and the venture of sexual love as the
two most exquisite sources of suffering. It is this that we look for in a
writer's diary, and which Pavese

so

provides us in disquieting abundance.
Susan Sontag

Assembling a world
between art and life

'wouid humbug Barnum' (Quoted
from a cutting painted by John
Haberle in 'Reproduction,' Art Institute, Chicago).
The commentary of William Seitz,
in the book 0 which accompanied,
and which survives, his exhibition
'The Art of Assemblage' at the Museum of Modern Art last year, is in
substance and detail admirable. If I
proceed to query a phase of his
argument it is only because a specific disagreement is more of an incentive to write than a general
agreement. He relates assembled art
to a notion of juxtaposition so wide
that it includes Gide's Les FauxM onnayeurs and Manet's "Portrait
of Zola." The Manet is eligible because in the background is a bulletin board of reproductions by
Utamaro, Goya, and Manet himself,
which Seitz calls "an overlapping
'collage'." Seitz also represents all
still-life ( "the Dutch still-life painters, Chardin, Manet, Fantin-Latour,
Harnett, Cezanne, and Picasso") as
"a form of preliminary assembled
art." The objection to both points is
the same, a confusion of painting
with assembled art. Of the still-life
painters Seitz lists, only one seems
to be relevant here, and his real significance is swamped by being just
one name in the list: Harnett, the
only trompe l'oeil artist in that set
of regular painters.
The point is not unimportant.
Robert Rauschenberg, for example,
in a discussion of 'The Art of Assemblage' at the Modern Museum, declined to admit that there were any
differences between his art and
Rothko's, except for the differences
0
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normal between any two human beings. The assumption was: it's all
art. Nevertheless, Rauschenberg has
coined a term to describe what he
does: combine-paintings. The word
takes its appropriateness from the
separated origins and discreteness
of the objects combined in each
work. Unlike a painter, whose
medium has ·no significant function
before his particular. use of it,
Rauschenberg's materials have a
history. They have an ante-art
status. The stuffed eagle in Rauschenberg's "Canyon" was somebody's
ornament and before that somebody
bagged it, all this before it went
into a work of art, along with a pillow, wrapping paper, posters, and
some other things. Even when
Rauschenberg does use paint he
treats it as something as real as a
door or a stuffed bird, and real in
the same way. In "Winter Pool," a
combine with a ladder and paintings, the paint is splashed on the
ladder, which assigns it a role as an
object in life and not purely as a
medium. A painter's use of paint, on
the contrary, no matter how responsive he may be to its physical properties, transforms it ( and its transformation is experienced in terms of
space and light, etc). Hence the
difference of an assembler from
Manet or Rothko, both of whom are
one-medium artists, who stay within
a canon of technical consistency.
Their compact formal relationships
of high density demand strict homogeneity of materials. The organization of Rauschenberg, however, like
any assembler, is non-homogeneous.
His structures are an affair of proximity and acretion; each work is a
cluster, rather than a continuous
unit.
On the other hand, assemblers
like Rauschenberg can be related to
trompe l'oeil painters. Harnett's
"Theives in the Night" makes decay
its theme, analogous to the delapidation common in much assembled
art ( hence the term 'junk culture'
for it). Haberle in "A Bachelor's
Drawer" arranges tickets, cards,
stamps, photographs, matches, and

ROBERT RAUSCHENBERG, Talisman, 1958. "Combine
painting" of oil paint, paper, fabric, glass, wood, 42 x 28
Inches. Collection, Mr. and Mrs. Arnold Maremont,
Chicago.

JOHN HABERLE, The Changes of Time, 1888. Oil and
gesso on canvas, mounted on masonite, 23'A x 19%
inches. Collection, Mr. Marvin Preston, West Ferndale,
Michigan.
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a pipe on a bulletin board principle
far more radical in its unpredictable
scatter than Manet's painting of
three reproductions. The crucial
point, however, is that trompe l'oeil
painters dissolve the material screen
of paint by means of which painters
usually communicate. Paint quality
is reduced, so that there is no interference with the facsimiles of objects being presented. The objects
are, of course, the same size as life
(an important detail) and the assembler presents objects which are the
same as life. The choice of objects,
in late 19th-century trompe I'oeil
and in mid-20th-century assembling,
is often controversial. For instance,
Harnett and Haberle painted currency accurately enough to provoke
police intervention. Dollar bills in a
work of art disrupt the isolation of
the work of art. A raw ( and attractive) bit of ( known and wanted)
life is offered by the work. The formality of art is replaced by its
sudden willingness to bear gifts.
Esthetic distance is minimized by
the impact of the familiar. Similarly
with combine-painting: the objects
offered by the artist are known in
class and in kind. The work of art
includes objects of familiar life
( Coca-Cola bottles, photographs,
pillows) presented non-homogeneously. Rauschenberg has linked
paintings with the spectator's space
by a chair which stands on the floor
("Pilgrim") and by a ladder, thus
forcibly and polemically fusing art's
and life's realms.
Perhaps it is time to state my
evaluation of trompe I'oeil painting.
Modern practitioners are facetious
and camp. Until the 19th century,
with its last flowering in America, it
was the one form of art which continually declared its problematic
nature. Illusionism in art raises fundamental questions of the kind that
most art requires us to suspend or
ignore.
The artificiality of art is ironically
denied and asserted; the reality of
objects is emphasized, but always
by a trick. Trompe l'oeil painting
accepts, and plays with, the un-
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stable and chancy nature of human
statements, including art. This is,
surely, the kind of activity that
Rauschenberg is engaged in. "Painting relates to both art and life.
Neither can be made. ( I try to act
in the gap between the two)." The
last sentence of his statement represents art not as the outcome ( a
'form') of an experience ( of 'life'),
but as a border or bridging activity.
Rauschenberg's own painting, when
it is isolable from objects, as in
"Blue Exit," is in a light, deKooning
style, with swipes of the brush
against implicit grids and rightangled relationships. There is, however, a more significant connection
with deKooning than the formal.
This is Rauschenberg's working
assumption that the city and its life
are the subject of art, or, at least, its
constant companion and invader.
( His Dante illustrations are conducted by topical references, so that
the remote time-perspective of the
cantos and the vividness of our political and mass-media-supplied present are montaged, a structural analogy with the three-dimensional combine.) T. B. Hess tells an anecdote
about how "the poet Frank O'Hara
once met deKooning on the street
and the painter said that he had
been out 'buying some environment'
for a picture; under his arm he had
a box of drugstore cotton." Rauschenberg puts the cotton, or the box,
into the art work, combining it with
other objects from the waste or the
stores of the city. The objects are
not symbols ( as some of Harnett's
are, for example, of rest or vanity)
programmed to spell out a theme,
recognition of which brings unity to
the conglomerate. The unity of the
objects in an assembly is in their
source, the environment of the city.
The environment as the source of
art includes the city as anybody
occupies it and drops into it his discards. Our own junk could turn up
in somebody's art, though would we
recognize it? It is waste as common
property that is the point of junk
culture. Combine-painting is, also,
autobiographical, as something se-

lected by the artist from the environment and made by him, added
to the environment. Arising out of
this is the fact that the discontinuous assembled objects have a relationship to the areas and spaces
that are most closely associated with
human use. A kind of lyrical and
pragmatic ergonomics is felt in the
doors, shelves, beds, kiosks, cupboards, tables, of assembled art. Out
of the illusionism of trompe I'oeil
( taken literally) and the acceptance
of the common environment ( a consequence of, among others, deKooning's example), Rauschenberg
can relate his art to the most intimate space known to human beings,
that defined by familiar objects and
our reach.
Lawrence Alloway

Artificial
Intelligence:
Deus ex machina
Whatever initial shock the nonscientific reader may have felt at the
idea that machines can think, his
doubts have been dispelled over the
past few years by a series of authoritative announcements. As early as
1955 viewers of the Dave Carroway
television program saw a computer
translate Russian. The New York
Times on January 4, 1958, reported
on page one that apparently a computer could be taught and could
learn. In 1957 a researcher in artificial intelligence ( scientific jargon
for thinking machines) confidently
predicted that within ten years a
machine would be world chess
champion.
What will probably surprise the
reader is that some scientists on
rather intimate terms with computers know that machines currently
do not think and doubt whether
they ever will. Admittedly this is a
~Computers and Common Sense,
by Dr. Mortimer Taube, Columbia
University Press, October 1961, 136
pp., $3.75.

rather unfashionable opinion. Few
newspapers would report such a
view on their front pages. Government funds would not flow freely
for research devoted to supporting
this view. Such negative prophets
would be without honorarium in
their time. And in their dreams such
men would be haunted by the possibility that if machines do take over
they may be artificially intelligent
but not artificially tolerant. Though
machines may not agree with what
man says, will they defend until
unplugged man's right to say it?
One person who is willing to publicly express an extreme scepticism
with regard to thinking machines is
Dr. Mortimer Taube, Adjunct Professor at Columbia University. In
his recent book, Computers and
Common Sense, he contends that
nonexistent machines are being described and discussed in the literature as if they were real. He finds
fallacies in the theory invoked to
explain the workings of these non- .
existent machines. The conclusion ·
to which he is led is that cybernetics
to the extent that it posits man-machine identity is "bad science," that
"what looks to be a great mass of'
serious, detailed work carried out
by scientists of distinguished reputation evaporates when examined
without prejudice ... " He concludes
( admittedly we take this statement
out of its immediate context), "It
would be more sensible to devote
the nation's monetary resources to
research looking toward the Second
Coming than it would be to suport research ... attempting to build
learning-machines with intelligence,
knowledge, and knowledgeability."
And Dr. Taube's book is not just a
cry of outrage, but abounds in serious documentation. While not all of
Dr. Taube's arguments are convincing and in spite of the fact that some
innocent researchers are doubtless
encompassed by some of Taube's
sweeping condemnations, the book
concludes that the computer is no
more a threat to man's intelligent
activities than the cotton gin.
Putting aside the profound philo- ·
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sophical questions concerning the
theoretical possibility of artificial intelligence until another time, I
would like to concur with Dr. Taube
and relate some personal observations of the deplorable state of the
thinking machine art and morals.
The machine that translated Russian on television in 1955 was exactly as intelligent as the penny
scale that dispenses a prophecy. The
so-called translation was stored in
the computer in advance and when
the Russian sentence for translation
was fed in and a button pushed, out
came the ready-made answer. The
result of inputting a different Russian sentence for translation would
have been more entertaining and
illuminating. The computer was not
awarded $64,000 for that particular
feat, though its performance certainly rivaled Van Doren for suspense and deceit. ( Perhaps I should
add here that computers cost far
more than $64,000 and are worth
every cent of it when asked mathematical or numerical questions.)
The learning machine story in the
Times was the result of a summer
project of Richard Friedberg, a
mathematician turned medical student. Since Mr. Friedberg had attained some well deserved fame for
solving a mathematical logic problem while a Harvard undergraduate, his employer could, presumably, not resist some free publicity.
By reporting his results in such a
way as to imply some significant
connection with learning and thinking processes, an innocuous computational experiment that was less
sophisticated than other similar
projects conducted elsewhere and
which has had little impact on subsequent research except to show a
direction not to be pursued, made
page one of the press and no doubt
made a vague but indelible impression on the public's science-image.
Turning to chess-playing machines, a haven for frauds for centuries, I must recount a game I
played with a computer during
the summer of 1958, at a time
when the semi-scientific press was
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printing predictions of transistorized world champions and counting the rather impressive performance of existing chess-playing machines. Knowing full well that a
million monkeys could also produce an occasional intelligent-looking chess game given enough time,
I was prepared for a performance
somewhat below the level of published accounts, but I was not prepared for what happened. After
about 5 moves and 4 tactical blunders by the machine, I began to
mount an attack. At precisely this
moment the machine, which after
each move printed out a schematic
drawing of the positions, placed an
extra castle on the board for me.
After some soul searching, I decided
it was not proper to use the gratuity. So while I proceded to go about
checkmating my mechanical opponent, the thinking machine stealthily crept up and captured the forlorn castle. A couple of moves later,
when I had an unpreventable mate
in one move, the machine blithely
printed out its concept of the position, showing a phantom castle, this
time belonging to it, preventing my
mate. The game was never finished
and presumably that computer program is still unbeaten.
We see then that the state of the
artificial intelligence art has been
grossly exaggerated. It is further
clear that the natural desire of the
bored public for believable science
fiction, of the newspapers for sales,
of computer companies for publicity, and of hard-working scientists
for adulation contribute to this systematic delusion.
Granting that the field of artificial
intelligence, like any new and exciting field, has attracted some crackpots, publicity seekers, academic
climbers and empire builders, let us
briefly delve into the serious problems of goals and procedures, some
of which were raised by Taube, that
split the field.
Foremost, of course, is the vital
question "What is intelligence?" It
is impossible to evaluate a claim
of artificial intelligence without a

clearly defined concept of the learning and generalizing processes of
the human mind. One should attempt to distinguish those specific
attributes of man ( but not of current computers) that, if achieved
by a computer, could legitimately
be called artificial intelligence. A
doage of this problem was furnished by a Cambridge University
mathematician, Turing, who devised an imitation game. If a perceptive human, by asking a variety
of questions, could not distinguish
whether the respondent, located in
another room, was a rational man
or a machine, the occupant of the
other would be deemed intelligent.
However, such a definition can
never lead to a non-existence proof
of intelligent machines. Conceivably, someday, a philosophic study
of positive attributes of intelligence
might.
Then there is the matter of establishing the goal of this multi-million
dollar research program. Is it to
create machines that can someday
surpass man's intellectual abilities,
or is it to learn more about the nature of man's thinking processes by
attempting to simulate him with a
machine? This issue came to a head
recently when three artificial intelligence researchers - Newell, Shaw,
and Simon, announced a logic theorem-proving machine. This computer program, by reasonable trial
and error procedures similar to
those used by any school boy,
proved a set of elementary logic
theorems from Russell and Whitehead's Principia Mathematica. The
process took many hours of computing time. Then a mathematical
logician, Wang, using a precise
mathematical procedure, totally unrelated to conventional human
logical methods, programmed a
computer to duplicate the feat in
seconds. Had Newell, Shaw, and
Simon's efforts been wasted? No,
they proclaimed, since they were
only using logic as a means of studying the normal human thinking
process. However, these same researchers boldly predicted in print

almost 5 years ago that within 10
years a machine would be world
chess champion, would prove a significant new mathematical theorem,
write an acclaimed piece of music,
and take over a major part of the
field of psychology. Unless they
believe, on the basis of what evidence I do not know, that the insights of the genius can be studied
in the same way as the groping
trials and errors of the school boy,
these predictions appear inconsistent with their stated goal of testing learning theories on computers
by mimicking human behavior.
Wang, not the artificial intelligencers, would seem to have the
right at present to contemplate surpassing the normal human thinking
process.
Along the same lines, the following question arises. "Should we
study the behavior of computers in '
order to learn about the behavior
of the brain, or the brain, in order
to learn about how to build better
computers?" The answer, as long
as the field of artificial intelligence
can hide its dirty laundry behind
bigger and better claims, is: ''both."
But someday soon the field must be
held financially accountable and
questions like the above must be
answered by rigorous scientific investigations by the knowledgeable
few rather than by multitudinous,
disorganized, helter-skelter projects.
There seems to be little doubt
that the field of artificial intelligence is a healthy, growing child.
Now that the field is big enough
and old enough to be considered
responsible for its actions, it is good
to see some brave scientists who are
willing to undertake the role of
guiding and censoring its development. Taube's book is noteworthy
in that it is the first complete book
on artificial intelligence child-care.
Taube may not be a wise or sympathetic parent, but at least he is willing to stand up to the pampered
child.
Further critical but responsible
parental advice, with which I find
myself in general agreement, can be

found in "What Co~puters Should
Be Doing" by John R. Pierce in the
newly published book Management
and the Computer of the Future,
1e dited by Greenberger for the MIT
Press and Wiley.
For a reasoned presentation of
both sides of the artificial intelligence debate the reader should
consult "Sophistication in Computers: A Disagreement" by Kelly and
Selfridge in the February 1962 issue
of the IRE Transactions on Information Theory.
A level-headed pro-artificial intelligence survey article and an extensive bibliography is available in
Minsky's "Steps Toward Artificial
Intelligence" in the January 1961
Proceedings of the IRE.
Someday, with wise guidance,
the time may come when the staggering problems of ·artificial intelligence are solved and we have "gods
out of machines" to aid us. Cur, rently, however, researchers in artificial intelligence have too great a
tendency to jump from accounts of
minute achievements to grandiose
and unjustified conclusions. Any ·
claims of this sort must not only be
· regarded as fiction, but as bad fiction at that, because the conclusion
is "deus ex machina"
Stuart D~eyfus

Sex before the
Camera:
Compassion and
Black Comedy

The advertising campaign for the
Anglo - American production The
Mark" includes this statement:
SENSATIONALISM BE

"The Mark, based on a novel by
Charles Israel, directed by Guy
Green, screenplay by Sidney Buch'
' man and Stanley Mann, with Rod
Steiger, Stuart Whitman, and Maria
Schell.

"Whack off his feet;' said the
man with the bed (and a wild
eye, we daresay) "and any man
can sleep here: ' Doubtless. Ever
stayed at a Procrustean motel?
Crampy. Short-sheeted.
We, conversely, suit our
motel accommodations to our
guests. You, for example. All
your comforts are catered to,
generously. All your wishes
considered, amicably. All your
longed-for luxuries provided.
Long beds with cool, slithery
sheets. Swimming pools with
lapping, cool water. Air conditioning, room television,
kitchens, phones, free coffee.
Imperial. Very.
No gag, ours, that a risible
Scot is our trade mark. For our
rates are notably thrifty.
Should you but drop a postal
to us at 6210 Wilshire Blvd.,
Suite 204, Los Angeles 48, California, you will be gifted with
all manner of colorful and inf or ma ti ve literature ( entertaining, too). But you'll have
to stay at an Imperial '400'
Motel to really discover how
far we've advanced from the
Procrustean Theory.

IMPERIAL

,~i;~ LS
1

47 motels now open or under construction

In Arizona , California , Colorado, Idaho, Illinois,
Montana, Nevada , New Mexico, Oregon, So.
Dakota, Texas, Utah, Washington and Wyoming.

m~~m~11m~fflt{jffi
·55

DAMNED . . . HERE'S THE
TRUTH ABOUT "THE MARK."
Because The Mark deals with
themes that are, to say the
least, touchy, we were a little reluctant to discuss it frankly. We
were more than hesitant to tell
the story in our advertisements
for fear of being accused of "sensationalism." And so we thought
in vague general terms about the
picture and its high quality. Now,
sensationalism be damned, we
want to be truthful and fair to
this very uncommon film. What's
it about? In five words, it's about
a victim of sexual deviation. You
follow him through psychiatry,
through group therapy, through
his tenuous meetings with women
-and finally the one woman who
takes him across the thresholdinto manhood. The words are
blunt and dramatic. And they're
words you don't have to be a psychiatrist to understand. At the
expense of a blush, or even a moment's discomfort, why don't you
make an appointment with The
Mark?
In other words the advertising for
the movie tries to do just what the
movie has the good taste not to do
- the advertising tries to work up
prurient interest in the theme. But
there is another peculiarity in the
advertising-the term "a victim of
sexual deviation." Now the problem
of the hero of the film is that he
was sexually driven to a ten-year
old girl-which I think can fairly be
classified as a sexual perversion.
The term "deviation" suggests that
it is about a homosexual -which
would certainly have more boxoffice appeal.
This time the advertising campaign may, ironically, be more perceptive than the movie. I had the
uncomfortable feeling during The
Mark that somehow the film-makers
had gotten their case histories scrambled. Now it may be that the psychological background given the
hero is based on the cases of those
who attack little girls, but it wasn't
very convincing, it didn't have the
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right ring. The family pattern of
the suffocating, seductive monstermother and the rejected, castrated
father certainly suggested the development of a homosexual. And in
that rather touchingly sweet scene
in which the hero, having at last
made it with a mature woman,
wakes in the morning, and embraces
her tenderly and in very masculine
fashion, I was irresistibly reminded
of a young man I once knew, a New
York dancer, who talked to me late
one night about how much analysis
had done for him. He wasn't queer
anymore and he didn't need to feel
humiliated and weak and afraid of
people. He told me that after his
first night with a woman, he'd
awakened to the new day and the
first thought that came to him was
"Now I don't have to be afraid to
shake hands with people." Well, a
week after this eulogy of heterosexuality, he was beaten up and
robbed by a Negro he'd picked up.
The good taste of The Mark is
what's pleasant about it; it's also
what's the matter with it. When
you're seeing it, you're carried along
for the most part. It's intelligent
and decent, it's generous toward the
characters. It has all the virtues of
a fine, sensible, humane thesis picture. Maybe it's as good as a movie
is likely to be without any real
imagination, or without taking any
chances: it's made with intelligence
rather than with art-but perhaps
with not too high an order of intelligence. Could a movie that really
dealt with a sex drive toward children be .in such un-offending good
taste? In The Mark disc.:retion is carried so far that there is nothing left
to be discreet about. They have
made the hero superficially plausible, and while we're watching it,
it's convincing enough that he didn't
actually consummate his attack on
the child: he experienced a violent .
revulsion after abducting her, vomited and then took her safely home.
But he felt he needed to be locked
up: he made no defense at his trial
and spent three years in prison. Yes,
it's plausible, but maybe we're too

ready to be convinced - because
isn't it a lot more comfortable and
easy to feel noble and generous and
able to identify with a sex criminal
who isn't really guilty of anything
but confused intentions?
When you think it over, The Mark
falls apart. You can't help wondering'why the film-makers have evaded
the actual commission of a sex
crime: would he somehow not be
a suitable subject for a compassionate study if he had actually attacked
the child? What the movie turns
out to be about is a man who has
expiated a crime he hasn't committed: in other words, he's morally
one-up on all of us, and still, he's
being branded and mistreated by
society. So many of these movies
with what purport to be daring
themes manage to dodge the issue.
In a movie attack on capital punishment the man who is sentenced
to death cannot be guilty; in race
relations movies, the Negroes and
Jews who are mistreated by sadists
and bullies are men of such transcendent heroism that they ar e
scarcely recognizable as human beings. We can only assume that if
Jews or Negroes are shown as badtempered or nasty, or if the boy accused of homosexuality were really
guilty of it, the movie would suggest that they should be in the
hands of sadists and bullies. Suppose that instead of Stuart Whitman, the innocent white-collar hero
of The Mark, we visualize Peter
Lorre, the miserable, sweating, fat
child-attacker of M, also desperate
to be caught and knowing that he
can't control himself - and, fin ally,
when trapped, screaming that he
can't help himself. Would the audience feel compassion if he, by some
fluke, was turned over to a prison
so enlightened it provided first-rate
group therapy, and was then discharged-because maybe he could
now conh·ol himself? I'd say audiences would have a hard tim e accepting him as a hero, and they
might easily identify with that horrid, sensation-mongering newspaperman who makes a scandal when

he sees the hero of The Mark playing with a child. Isn't it our knowledge all the way through, not only
that he hasn't done anything but
also that he no longer even wants
to and that he certainly won't, that
makes all the chit-chat about probabilities so easy to assent to? W e can
feel virtuous for being on his side
and feel superior to the people who
are suspicious of him simply because we are in on the lowdown:
we know he is innocent. The movie
tells us that we all have our dark
impulses; but it really enables us to
identify with our most progressive,
. commendable, enlightened social
consciousness because it has taken
the danger out of the dark side.
I must admit also that I got the
uncomfortable feeling at times that
we were supposed to feel sympathetic toward Whitman because he
was such a pained, unhappy, dull
man-dull despite his indicated intelligence and business skill. ( That
was quite a business, incidentallyI've never worked for one like that.
"A public-relations firm" one reviewer called it-I couldn't tell what
it was: I decided it was just a moviemaker's dream of the creative life
in business. ) But about Whitman's
anxious expression-I had the feeling that had he showed a frivolous
side, had he ever forgotten his problem or showed a desire for drink,
or even a hobby, the concept of the
film would have collapsed. Weren't
we being asked to be sympathetic
because of his desperate, ·singleminded anxiety rather than for his
humanity ( which might include
some other traits of character, some
irrelevancies that would give him
human relevance)? One difference
between The Mark and Dostoyevsky, between thesis and art, is that
Dostoyevsky would have given the
man so many other dimensions. This
hero never forgets the crime he almost committed-it is the only focus
of interest in him. He has no life as
a character; he is a walking anxiety.
It's interes ting to note that in The
Hustler, the movie had tension and

excitement at the billiard table and
was diffuse and rhetorical away
from it-in the love affair and other
relationships. Here, in The Mark,
the emotions that one would expect
to go into the love affair go into
the analytic sessions. The audience
transfers all its affection to Rod .
Steiger's Brendan Behan-like analyst; in the only personally characterized of the roles, he is warm and
lovable, and it is suggested that such
human generosity is rather eccentric- he's a droll fellow.
I suspect the irony is unconscious
that in this ever so discreetly Freudian view of things, the only person
allowed any eccentricity, or behavior not directly concerned with the
hero's problem, is the analys t. Are
people only free to show some
human feeling and spirit when
they're post-analytic themseJves when they've been through the scientific fire and been tested? Is it
only then that you can act like an
old-fashioned human being-i.e., in
the screenwriters' terms, a "char-

acter"? Or is it perhaps th at the
film-makers have such a dogged devotion to analysis that they transfer
all charm to the analyst? He can
afford to have weaknesses and still
be lovable. Unfortunately in their
plot concept, he alone can afford to
be human.
Even simple, intelligent films are
becoming rare, and I edjoyed The
Mark. But I wish that it hadn't so
carefully plotted the human soul
and then handed us the blue-print;
I wish it had used insight to explore
a character, instead of using the
data of psychiatry to sketch one; I
wish Stuart Whitman's head, particularly from the side and back,
weren't so remarkably thick and
ugly; I wish the director, Guy Green,
had an eye for more than the obvious; I also wish the scripnvriters
had not indulged in such symbolic
touches as the broken dish, with th e
hero bending down to pick up the
pieces of his shattered life. I wish,
I wish it were a really good movie
instead of just a commendable one.

The African tribal chief who
won the 1960 Nobel Peace
Prize now tells the deeply
moving story of his life-long,
non-violent struggle
against apartheid
"A book of grea t stature; a noble human document," * by the inspired leader who is today
denied freedom of movement and forbidden all
political activity in South Africa. Albert Luthuli
communicates the power of his beliefs, and
makes a vigorous and dignified plea for an end
to man's inhumanity. Illus. with photographs.

Let MY Pennie oo
By ALBERT LUTHULI
$5.50, now at your bookstore
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Among the good films ignored or
ludicrously misinterpreted by the
critics is, currently, the Japanese
film Kagi, or Odd Obsession, 00 a
beautifully stylized and highly original piece of film-making-perverse
in the best sense of the word, and
worked out with such finesse- that
each turn of the screw tightens the
whole comic structure. As a treatment of sexual opportunism, it's a
bit reminiscent of Double Indemnity, but it's infinitely more complex. The opening plunges us into
the seat of the material. A young
doctor, sensual and handsome, smug
with sexual prowess, tells us that
his patient, an aging man, is losing
his virility. And the old man bends
over and bares his buttocks - to
take an injection. But the old man
doesn't get enough charge from the
injection, so he induces the young
doctor, who is his daughter's suitor,
to make love to his wife. By observing them, by artificially making
himself jealous, the old man is able
to raise his spirits a bit.
The comedy, of course-and apeculiar kind of black human comedy
it is - is that the wife, superbly
played by Machiko Kyo, is the traditional, obedient Japanese wife and she cooperates in her husband's
plan. She is so obedient and cooperative that, once aroused by the
young doctor, she literally kills her
old husband with kindness-she excites him to death. The ambiguities
are malicious and ironic - the old
man's death is both a perfect suicide and a perfect murder. And all
four characters are observed so
coldly, so dispassionately that each
new evidence of corruption thickens the cream of the jest.
The title Kagi - the key - fits the
Tanizaki novel, but does not fit the
00

Director Kon Ichikawa's Kagi;
with screenplay by Natto Wada,
Ken;i H asebe, Kon Ichikawa, from
the novel by Junchiro Tanizaki, and
starring Machiko Kyo and Ganfiro
Nakamura, opened at the Carnegie
Hall Cinema.
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film, which might better be called
the keyhole. Everybody is spying on
everybody else-and although each
conceals his motives and actions, nobody is fooled. The screen is our
keyhole, and we are the voyeurs
who can see them all peeking at
each other. When the old man takes
obscene pictures of his wife, he
gives them to the young man to develop. The young man shows them
to his fiancee, the daughter, whose
reaction is that spe can do anything
her mother can do.
But a further layer of irony is that
she cant. For the film is also a withering satire on the Westernized
modern Japanese girl. The mother
-mysterious, soft, subtle-uses her
traditional obedience for her own
purposes. She never says what she
thinks about anything - when she
starts a diary she puts down romantic hypocrisy worthy of a schoolgirl-and she is infinitely desirable.
The daughter, a college student
who explains what is going on quite
explicitly, is just as corrupt as her
mother, but has no interest or appeal to her parents or even to her
fiance. In her sweaters and skirts,
and with her forthright speech, she
is sexually available but completely
unattractive. When she tells her
father that nothing so simple as
adultery is being practised by her
mother and the young doctor, she
seems simply ludicrous; her mother
can lower her eyes and murmur distractedly about the terrible things
she is asked to do-and excite any
man to want to try out a few.
The director, Kon Ichikawa, is
probably the most important new
young Japanese director. His study
of obsessive expiation, The Harp of
Burma, was subjected to a brutal,
hack editing job, and has reached
only a small audience in this country; neither Enfo ( 1958), based on
Mishima's novel about a great crime, ·
the young Zen Buddhist burning
the Golden Pavilion, nor the 1959
Fires on the Plain has yet played
here. (An earlier film of Ichikawa's
- a puppet version of a Kabuki

dance-was destroyed by MacArthur's aides because, according to
Japanese film historian Donald
Richie, they regarded Kabuki as .
feudalistic. What did they think
MacArthur was?)
Kagi, made in 1959, took a special prize at the Cannes Festival in
1960· ( the other special prize went
to L'Avventura). Kagi was given
"Special commendation for 'audacity of its subject and its plastic qualities'." I've indicated the audacity
of the subject; let me say something
about the film's plastic qualities. It
is photographed in color, with dark
blue tones predominating, and with
an especially pale soft pinkish white
for flesh tones. I don't think I've
i ever seen a movie that gave such a
, feeling of flesh. Machiko Kyo, with
her soft, sloping shoulders, her
rhythmic little paddling walk, is like
some ancient erotic fantasy that is
more suggestive than anything Hollywood has ever thought up. In
what other movie does one see the
delicate little hairs on a woman's
legs? In what other movie is flesh
itself not merely the surface of desire but totally erotic? By contrast,
the daughter, like the exposed, sun' tanned healthy American girl, is an
erotic joke-she is aware, liberated,
passionate, and, as in our Hollywood movies, the man's only sexual
objective is to get into her and have
done with it. With Machiko Kyo
the outside is also erotic substance. Ichikawa's cold, objective
camera observes the calculations
and designs, the careful maneuvers
in lives that are fundamentally
driven and obsessive; and there's
deadly humor in the contrast between what the characters pretend
they're interested in and what they
actually care about.
Kagi is conceived at a level of sophistication that accepts pornograaphy as a fact of life which, like
other facts of life, can be treated in
art. The subject matter is pornography, but the movie is not pornographic. It's a polite, almost clinical
comedy about moral and sexual corruption. It even satirizes the clinical

aspects of sex. Modern medicine,
· with its injections, its pills, its rejuvenating drugs, adds to the macabre side of the comedy. For Kagi
has nothing to do with love: the
characters are concerned with erotic
pleasure, and medicine is viewed
as the means of prolonging the possibilities of this pleasure. So there
is particular humor in having the
doctors who have been hastening
the old man's death with their hypodermics try to place the blame for
his death on the chiropractor who
has been working on his muscles.
They have all known what they
were doing, just as the four principals all know, and even the servant and the nurse. The film has an
absurd ending that seems almost
tacked on ( it isn't in the book); if
it ended with the three survivors
sitting together, and with Machiko
Kyo reading her diary aloud, it
could be a perfect no-exit situation,
and the movie would have no major
defects or even weaknesses.
Reading the reviews, you'd think
that no American movie critic had
even so much as heard of that combination of increasing lust and diminishing potency which destroys
the dignity of old age for almost all
men; you'd think they never behaved like silly, dirty old men. Japanese films in modern settings have
a hard time with the art-house audience: perhaps the Americans who
make up the foreign-film audience
are still too bomb-scarred to accept
the fact that business go~s on as
usual in Japan. In Kagi the bedswhere a good part of the action
takes place-are Western-style beds,
and when the people ply each other
with liquor, it's not saki, it's Hennessy. Kagi is the first Japanese
comedy that has even had a chance
in the art-houses: if the judgments
of incompetent critics keep people
from seeing it, when will we get another? One would have thought that
the general, virtually total, critical
acclaim for the rancid, ugly "comedy" One, Two, Three would have
sufficiently discredited the American press so that readers might be-

gin to protest. If the critics rave
about One, Two, Three ( and I
think they are literally raving), how
could they perceive the qualities of
subtle comedies like Ichikawa's
Kagi or De Broca's The Five Day
Lover? Surely the art-house audience has mentally outgrown the
newspaper ( and most of the maga'zine) critics. Crowther finds the
husband of Kagi "a strictly unwholesome type;" Gill in The New
Yorker says, "a more dispiriting account of man as lover I've never
seen." Let's put it this way: if you've
never gotten a bit weary of the
classical Wes tern sex position, and
if you've never wanted to keep the
light on during intercourse, then
you probably won't enjoy Kagi. But
if you caught your breath at the
Lady Wakasa sequences in Ugetsu,
if you gasped when Masayuki Mori
looked at Machiko Kyo and cried
out, "I never dreamed such pleasures existed!" then make haste for
Kagi.
Pauline Kael
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They spoke more than they sang,
and talked more than they spoke;
it may be that they thought more
than they could find words melodiously or precisely to express. But
the rarity of their poetry is equalled
by its purity. As song is the quintessence of human speech ( and
speech the precipitate of thought ),
is not silence the rosa mystica of
song?
Such is one's impression when
confronted by the alchemy of their
method. It is difficult to escape the
suspicion that what we have, a few
poems almost perfect in form and
opaque simplicity, is the irreducible evidence of their failure. These
have not quite volatilized in the
crucible; they are, to their authors'
chagrin, almost perfect. But had
they been perfect, they would not
be at all. "One does not finish a
poem, one abandons it"-fortunately
for us.
And how often they thought better, and did not begin either! Even
their more talkative contemporaries
( from our listening point) suffered
from prolonged bouts of aphasia;
Yeats and Rilke held their tongues
for years. Those others who might
seem free of the curse fulfilled it
more painfully for us , if not for
them, allowing the silence to come
in between the syllables of the song,
destructive of harmony and sense.
It was not merely the superstition
that one cannot write a long poem;
the characteristic poem of the epoch
is somewhere between a lyric and
an epic, and relevant to both : The
Wasteland or La Jeune Parque. It
was the prestige of silence.
This silence is omnipresent in the
works of Valery"' , of which the second and final volume appeared in
the Pleiade edition recently-silence
and its associates, nothingness, pur-

"'Collected Works of Paul Valery,
being published by Pantheon for
the Bollingen Series, in 15 volumes.
Existing volumes are: ·#3, Plays,
1960, 376 pp., $4.50; #4, Dialogues,
1957, 195 pp., $3.00; ·#7, Art of
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ity, whiteness, virginity and death.
Mallarme's best known sonnet concerns nothing else. I ts traces are
everywhere in the writings of his
disciple: le plus pur en silence;
de mon neant secretement armee;
le silence plein de vertiges et
d'echanges; On peut ecouter sans
entendre; C'est le silence . . . I leave
it to the reader to find these phrases
and the many more suggestive of
the same preoccupation.
One of the sources of silence is
the difficulty of expression when
one is not sure what is to be expressed. Valery heaps ridicule on
the idea which had long dominated
French poetry, that every line, good
or bad, must say something. Does a
demonstration, he demands more
slyly than at first would appear,
make a poem? "Precise ideas lead.
often enough, to doing nothing ... "
The poet is at the same time the
high priest, the consecrated virgin
of silence, and of speech; the most
articulate of beings is tortured with
silence, the most deep inward disposition to stillness is harried into
speech:
"What have I done to
deserve these odious rites?
One consecrated owes nothing
to the divinity but sacrifice
and silence"-so complains
the Delphic Oracle.
( La Pythie)
Or, more simply, "The poem escapes out of silence." It is not silence, but the fruit of silence. In a
remarkable passage to which I shall
return, Valery speaks of that "interior or lyric speech that falls between two silences ."
Here we are in a paradoxical position, just where Valery would
want us. For the paradox is a characteristic of much of his speech, and

Poetry, 1958, 354 pp., $3.50; ,# 12,
Degas, Manet, Morisot, 1960, 261
pp., $3.50.
Oeuvres de Paul Valery, edition
de la Pleiade, N.R.F. 1957, 1960.

with reason. In the paradox, however speciously or temporarily, opposites are reconciled. The dialogu e
of opposites is the nature of that
thought to which Valery was addicted. But by this I do not mean
my present task, the resolution of
apparent contradictions. For the
contradictions in his thought were
of painful reality. He speaks of 'la
pensee qui torture un homme,' and
of 'une pensee comme une douleur.'
The anguish involved in the pursuit
of his vice is evident, above all, in
his prose style. No one carelessly
at ease with his subject ever wrote
so intricately well.
The difficulty, the anguishing
near-impossibility of his problem is
that it is eternally himself. Not the
objects of thought, but thought itself teases and fascinates him. His is
the vertiginous effort of the mind
contemplating its own conscious
acts; as he confesses, "The workings of my mind, that is what, essentially, interests me." The mirror is
a frequent image in his work, and
he wrote two poems entitled Narcisse. The medium in which this
cerebral Narcissus can catch and
inspect his likeness is, primarily,
language - language which is the
first and most extraordinary poetic
creation. In language, in the word,
he can see himself. In the Fragment
du Narcisse language is symbolized
by the body: " ... dear body, sole
object between me and death.'' So
he speaks elsewhere of the spirit
defending itself by its own thoughts,
defending and defining itself too.
This image, an image of the self in
the highest and in all senses, is in
flux, and the element in which,
alone, it can be perceived is in flux
as well. Such I take to be the significance and power of these two
lines from La Jeune Parque, lines
respectively closing one strophe of
the poem and opening the antistrophe:
Adieu, pensai-fe, MOI, mortelle
soeur, mensonge .. .
Harmonieuse MOI, differente
d'un songe.
It is a commonplace that each

thought or image evokes its opposite-a commonplace which Valery
was understandably fond of repeating and which provides him with
the method of La Jeune Parque.
The opposition is not only necessary
to thought; it is dramatized, in
thought, by an only apparently religious or moral conflict. Ahriman
in Manichaean theology is the spirit
of agonized or negative thought.
But this same principle in Valery
is not to be confused with matter;
on the contrary it is the spirit, the
critical spirit. There is perhaps a
trace of fin de siecle diabolism in his
use of the devil ; but it is more to
the point that this figure represent
the opposite of the natural order,
the destructive and discomfortable
element - spirit, which is thought
itself. Thus Valery must be called
a spiritual writer, although he never
speaks of God nor of traditionally
religious matters save to say he
doesn't understand them; they appear to him, as it were, natural. He
is spiritual almost purely in the
sense of Wittgenstein's remark to
the effect that where body is not,
there, we say, is spirit. For first of
all his spirit is nothing - zero, le
neant-or so abstract as to appear
as nothing-critical and inquisitive.
Then again his spiritual exercises
(and Variete, l'ldee Fixe, Mauvaises Pensees et autres deserve to
be called that), are carried out with
so rarified a dexterity, a clarity so
near the border of obscurity, and
with such a disdain for the commonplace, that they seem the airiest of
nothings, without weight or body.
It is the role of the spirit to search,
not to find: "There is a genius for
s~arching as well as a genius for
finding, a genius for reading like a
genius for writing." Spirit means all
these things, and freedom and silence as well. For that reason, and
if it could exist in itself, it must
seem arid and baffling, formless and
vague, indeed nonexistent-but then
it is the principle of nonexistence.
An understandable irritation with
the subject runs through Valery's
work, and is answered by the read-

er's irritation. But irritation is the
nature, or antinature, of the diabolical, spiritual prompting. It arises
partly out of the eternal impermanence, an aspect of the formless and
free quality of spiritual things .
"Things of the mind-that is to say,
made only to be forgotten" - and
eternal because they are impermanent. Permanence, as opposed to
eternity, implies form and substance, it implies style. And thought
lacks style; style is utterly foreign
to the works of the spirit. Incohe-
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Suspended on poles

rente sans le paraitre, nulle instantaneent comme elle est spontanee,
la pensee par sa nature manque de
style.
Here we are once more in that
paradox to which a consideration of
paradox has brought us. We seem
to be dealing with a thinker to
whom thought is suspicious and an
agony; an author for whom words
are a snare and an illusion; a poet
who for years turned away from
poetry; a devotee of silence whose
works in prose and verse fill almost
four thousand closely printed pages;
an enemy, on the highest grounds,
of style ( he accuses Pascal of insincerity-"a well-turned phrase is
no part of total renunciation"), who
is remarkable for his style; - and a
spiritual writer who sees in man
and the nature of things mere consequence and enslavement to circumstance. Chose, he points out,

et cause sont les rnemes mots.
For the spirit is not actually free,
not in the world, though the world
may extend no farther than the margins of this paper. It has always to
do with things, which are its enemies and its provocations to be. Between these two poles, of hypothetical freedom and nullity, and of
imagined perfect form, or absolutely conditioned permanence, the
thought of Valery shudders back
and forth like the Pythoness on
her tripod.
The writing of poetry illustrates
the struggle of which it is the unsatisfactory result. Valery emphasizes the distinction between a
thought and a poem; one is seeking
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still and possibilitv, the other has
already been found, it falls or stops
short, and is realization, une trouvaille. Nothing is more narrowly
conditioned than poetic composition; it is altogether dependent on
accident. Valery's verse is always
obedient to the formal limitations
of conventional French prosody. He
is more liberal towards the verslibristes than he might be, observing mildly that poets have always
written in more or less strict metre
and that he sees no reason to depart
from this plainly fruitful practice.
What is more, he defines the difference between poetry and thought
practically by predicting that a poet
will always sacrifice meaning to
form. At the same time poetic perfection consists in the approximation of sound and sense; and a
verbal cadence of purely oral
beauty, wherein the rhythm did not
serve in some way the greater purposes of the poem, would be of
dubious worth.
Valery's method of composition
is notorious. Beginning with a word,
a phrase or line that was, somehow,
given, he carefully constructed a
poem about it. The poem, in other
words, is deduced from the clue
provided-a clue of inexplicable and
thus possibly divine origin. But
how construct, how deduct the rest
of the poem save by arbitrary rules,
laws arbitrarily accepted or devised
by the poet himself? These rules in
turn prove fertile by providing, of
necessity, further accidents for the
poet to build upon. To Valery as to
Dryden and Victor Hugo, a rhyme
suggested a thought, and thus could
be called greater than the thought,
not merely because of its aesthetic
charm but on account of its pragmatic value. "It is a question of responding to every chance." This is
again the role generally of things or
words in respect to spirit.
Those writers who, by abandoning all technical restraint, would in
perfect freedom express or discover
themselves are doomed to incoherence and failure, as this working
theory of poetry might prove. For it
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is not the purpose of the poet to
search but to find . The round, moreover, of "free thought" is a narrow
one, whereas the possibilities of
verbal accident are inexhaustible.
And then, what is the worth of that
self they are trying to express?
"Poetry sings itself"-"Nature is
enchanted by language." Though
the reading of poetry, more perhaps
than the writing of it, may be described and should be undertaken
as a spiritual exercise, any understanding of a poem must begin and
end with the poem itself. Those who
would dispense with rules and conventions in composition speak as if
those rules and conventions were by
their nature sterile and incapable
of novelty. Just the opposite is true.
Unbounded spirit, the critical faculty is the source and the realm of
all sterility, and· like the devil who
symbolizes it, it is the least original
thing in the world. "The devil never
asks the impossible." Poetry does :
"one must have talent - and then
something more."
An excellent poem will seem
anonymous. The voice of the poet
is not his own, any more than the
Delphic Pythoness speaks in her
own voice when she prophecies.
The self with which poetry is concerned - the reiterative I of lyric
verse - is some self deeper and
broader than the poet's spirit can
reveal to him. None of this refers
to automatic writing in the ordinary
sense, but to a form of composition
which by its very discipline is
stripped of all personal egotism. It
is the universal I that speaks, or
sings, through the lyric poet. A successful lyric poem, and other sorts
of literature as well, does not speak
for the individual - or not for this
individual or that-nor to a group
whose common likeness separates
them from mankind, but for and to
everyone. And, again paradoxically,
the means of this universal reference is not I, Paul Valery or I, Francois Villon, but simply I. Thus
poems cannot tell us what we do
not already know; but they do af-

firm what we have forgotten or do
not wish to know.
Whoever would deny the rules
of a poem would deny the poem itself. For in some sense a poem-a
real poem-exists, by virtue of its
accidental necessity, before it is
read, and it continues to exist after
it is forgotten . This is not so of ideas,
which cease when the mind ceases
to think them. But a poem need
never be seen or heard, its excellence does not depend on its perception but on the laws of its being,
which are its words. The words of
a poem are its conditio sine qua
non. To fancy that one can write
freely is to suppose that one can
write without words.
It is t..lius obvious that the only
alternative to perfect articulation is
silence. "There is nothing so beautiful as what does not exist." Furthermore the language of lyric poetry
is extremely circumscribed, for the
universal I does not speak in learned
or far-fetched terms as a rule; its
tongue is, as Valery says, the speech
that wells up in the heart between
silence and silence. The two, poetry
and silence, are strangely dependent one upon the other.
Does Valery have anything to
say about the other questions that
largely preoccupy mankind - politics, science, love and death? His
politics are implicit in this theory
of poetry: not rule by the most, but
by the best, or by all. His science
is contained in his spiritual exercises and in a remark of "Mon
Faust": "they have found Chaos
once again ... they have owned that
the intellect alone leads only to error and therefore one must learn to
submit entirely to experiment." Of
the earthly exemplar of Love and
Death, Adonis, he says, "He was
created to make love and to die; he
needs little wit for these grand enterprises." And of the death of his
hero, Monsieur Teste: "A question
of passing from zero to zero .. . But
death - what a temptation!" He is
not lacking in humor, however
soundless.
All very obvious, indeed banal,

all very simple. After their last meeting Valery said of Mallarme, "The
poet of artifice gathered the most
commonplace of flowers."
Tu peux repousser l'infini
Qui n' est fait que de ta croissance,
Et de la tombe jusqu' au nid
Te sentir toute Connaissance!
Mais ce vieil amateur d'echecs,
Dans l' or oisif des soleils secs,
Sur ton branchage vient se tordre;
Ses yeux font fremir ton tresor.
Il en cherra des fruits de mart,
De desespoir et de desordre!
Daryl Hine
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New York and
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Jack Gelber, despite a Pirandellian superstructure, which functioned only to irritate and to confuse
his dramatic purpose, had nevertheless, in The Connection, drawn me
into his specific narcotic singleaimed world of waiting. He gave
some reality to his characters, and
aimlessness and emptiness was the
mood and tempo and definition of
their reality. There was at least a
unity of impression that I could take
to be that of a world we live in.
In his new play, The Apple, 0 he has
given in to his worst influences.
Symbol and abstraction run rampant. Aimlessness defines the play
instead of the other way round. The
stage is not a place but neither is
it the stage. The pretense that it is
a coffee shop and that we are clients
in it just doesn't work. Actresses

Julian Beck's and Judith Malina's
production of Jack Gelber's, The
Apple, with John Coe and Marilyn
Chris in the cast, closed April 1,
1962, at The Living Theatre.
0

selling drinks in wax cups from off
the stage destroy the illusion even
further. There is in fact no illusion,
only a rather uncomfortable meeting in a place that might be a theater where some people who might
be actors are dabbling in something
that might be a play.
Jack Gelber is supposed to be one
of our young rebels, but he has, I
feel, adopted one of the more corrupt attitudes of American business. ·
Give them a little bit of everything
but don't for god's sake let it be
anything. Like food stores that
really sell only boxes and plastic
wrappings, and throw in underwear
and cosmetics and screwdrivers as
well, this play has masks and symbols, a spastic who is not a spastic,
a drunk from the audience who
speaks for no one, a dress model
with detachable arm and even an
apple, an intermission that is really
an auction, perhaps the realest
· thing in the theater and not incidentally written in the script. The
remarkable thing is that in all this
collection of verbal and visual and
histrionic junk, and my list is woefully incomplete, there is nothing
startling, nothing discovered or invented with the innocent wonder of
art
The fragmentation is unbearable 1
and boring. The tiniest scraps of
tension and relation between characters dissipate with embarrassment
as though abstraction were a refuge
rather than a necessity. If I am unable to convey some impression of
· meaning or feeling that this play
should or even wants to produce it
is because I had none. It may be .
that Gelber is trying to emulate the
accidental process of painting that
is performed on stage before our
eyes by dabbing and smearing paint
on a framed sheet of clear plastic.
"No design is a grand design" says
the artist con man. But even in this
I believe he has failed, because the
painting, finished and in the making,
is a simple sensuous delight. It is a
toy like a child's kaleidoscope which
may be turned and scrutinized for
whatever symmetries and disso-
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nances it may be one's pleasure to
discover or invent. But Gelber's accidents are so saturated in pretentious and sententious posturings, so
burdened with ponderous tones of
profundity that imagination with
the kindest will in the world is left
limp and desiccated. If what Gelber
is after is an abstract expressionist
theater then a gentle warning should
be given. It is one thing to wander
through a gallery glancing at the
accidents and findings of artists
whose work one can take or leave
alone in a matter of minutes or seconds according to the time one may
feel such narrow visions deserve. It
is quite another thing to be trapped
for two hours while a playwright
finger-paints on stage.

•

•

•

Riding two horses at once, Harold
Pinter has not succeeded in The
Caretaker 0 0 in yoking the abstract
style of Beckett which he admires to
the style of social realism in which
he seems more comfortable. Strangeness has been awkwardly laid on
with a trowel to produce puzzlement in what is essentially a straightforward and simple, perhaps too
simple realistic plot.
A real young man, somewhat paralyzed by inaction and living in a
real cluttered, leaky and run-down
English flat, invites, out of compassion, a real bum, who is too selfpreoccupied to take much notice of
the kindness, to come live with
him. The expressed intention of the
young man, Aston, is to give the
bum, Davies, a chance to straighten
himself out. It's a hopelessly romantic idea to begin with and Pinter is
realist enough to allow Aston to discover his folly. Davies is endowed
with all the familiar and pathetic
but unmitigated vices of a man
in his condition. He is tediously
egoistic, transparently hypocritical,
painfully greedy and totally ineffec0 Harold Pinter's, The Caretaker,
produced by Roger L. Stevens,
Frederick Brison, and Gilbert Miller
for the Lyceum Theatre, was published by Grove Press.
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tual as an operator. This last and his
blindness to the effect he produces in
the world is what creates his pathos,
but if we feel as much compassion
for 'him as Aston does, and I think
we do, we are nevertheless not surprised or disappointed when Aston ·
finally throws him out.
This, so far as I am concerned, is
the action and meaning of the play,
and as such is very thin for a whole
evening. Beckett, with less plot and
greater precision in his symbolic
scheme, can convey a sense of the
immediate and the universal condition at the same time. Through a
kind of lucid ambiguity he unites
an intensely personal and temporal
feeling about the world with a universal and timeless emotion of despair, and every detail enlarges,
dramatizes and precisely limns the
shape of his idea. His bums are real
bums but they are also classical
clowns, the two thieves on the cross,
and they are man now and always.
It's a difficult trick which Harold
Pinter with some pretension tries to
imitate but his meager unambiguous reality becomes a cheat and a
bore because it means less than is
meant and creates an air of mystery
where there is none.
A prisoner who witnessed a performance of Waiting for Godot in
San Quentin prison said that Godot
was "whatever you're waiting for"
and in that profoundly simple observation wedded for himself his
own sense of reality with the symbolism of Beckett's play. It is difficult to find such a unifying response
to The Caretaker. And since Pinter
has disavowed any symbolism in his
play, and since I am inclined to
agree with him, I am forced to ask
a very particular question of his
very particular bum. Why is there
a failure of understanding and communication between him and Aston? It is not a large cosmic question. It is a concrete and practical
question to which the author offers
an obvious answer. One is an ignorant bum and the other is a sensitive dreamer. And I should be
happy with this answer if the play

did not pretend to another context
and insist on its tenuous ambiguity.
The lack of communication between
Aston and his brother Mick is absolute and an arbitrary mystification.
So is the character of Mick. He is
there only to confound Davies and
us as to where the bum's profit lies,
and to keep the play rolling. He is
an utter abstraction and yet however much I try to attribute to him
some role of a good-evil or neutral
force from outside, as distinct from
the good Aston inside, I come to a
dead end. Nothing explains him.
But Aston, who needs no explanation, is given a long, unaccountably
intimate confession to explain his
slight strangeness. He has had shock
treatment.
Given Pinter's hard-skinned portrait of Davies, his questions at the
end, shrouded with artificial tension
and fraught with hesitation and
pathos, "What shall I do? Where
am I going to go?" strike one as melodramatic sentimentality. He has
never before intimated such selfawareness. I can only assume that
the director in this last moment was
mistaken and that this is just another of Davies' hypocritical devices
for conning the generous young
man. But then the answer is again
obvious. Davies is not, as the director or Pinter in a sudden burst of
universalism mean to imply, Adam
being thrown out into the dark hostile world of misery and pain. He is
a bum thrown almost mercifully out
of the unbearably mystifying interior world onto the streets with the
familiar irritations and aggressions
he has known all his life. I cannot
imagine Davies repeating to himself out on the street, "What shall I
do? Where am I going to go?" but
rather something more like, "The
dirty bastard; but what can you
expect from a nut." But that is another play that might have been
written. The one we have gropes
uneasily and uncertainly between
this lesser and more honest play and
a larger tragic idea that never comes
off.
George Ross
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