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WALT WHITMAN'S CONEY ISLAND

by Kenneth Rader

jland was a barren beach
Bt Whitman walked there

o his feet

omer to the wind

bew all the quiet places then,

- Mv
s Joud, outlandish heart
gel the cosmos in.

huppened after that.

e great poems,

‘beard grew outrageous,

tontinued to laugh through his hat.

pey Island changed.
s and gregarious,
oned as a sort of mammoth

d in passing
s had crashed in his head.
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WILLIAM BLAKE AND HIS WIFE

gat naked beneath the tree
in their backyard,

In that pure serene

he stained lyrics

with his flagrant thumb
upon her pink facade
What imagination

had wily William!

He divined that angel

up on the branch,

looking to pounce

if given the chance.

Jut no second chances today!
S0 roaring aloud

he raucously vowed

“1'll knock off your crown
if vou dare to come down
and wrestle my lady away.”
To which the angel replied
with a shrug of his eyes
“Well, then, goodbye
Master William, goodbye.”

by Kenneth Rader




by Patti Capone

mht April morning, one of the perfect ones they paint on
isentimental occasions, The grass has a metallic glow in the
" There is & unity of silence broken only by the motor
‘the ever constant ever present crickets. I am sitting in a
ﬁprked inside Hillside Cemetery. I am 23 years old and 1
_' to attend. It is my daughter's burial, I cannot seem to
if out of the car. My body feels heavy and dull, Only my
lh;nxted it moves quickly over miles of consciousness. I
i my mind to stop the flow of incoherent thoughts that have
_‘ off and on. 1 don't want to think any more of those
it seem to come with being thrown into a cold and strange



—————

gituation. 1 am trying to center my thoughts €
trying to {ind one thread to stretch across my
that keep coming Up and up from some ¥
mind. Maybe if 1 watch the people that are ‘
people are standing outside waiting for me iﬁ:_ :

There is & nurse from the home with me.
her shadow and stretch it very the £F
glazed with light. She has @ flat chest that | W
against. Imagine the comfort of throwing pnesell @
chest: no prebentious preasts that smother
security of softness. Whenever 1 was sick or had

gecure hecause 1 would let all of my fear and
recede almost to a silence. 1 used to listen to the
her heart, her throat pulse and all the noises ins
a certainty about leaning against the cool rigid

The Reverend has just walked up 0 the n

DT
)
-
.

He is the way 1 want my God 1o pe. My God is
jealous and full of wrath. 1 did not ask a oY
felt that he would moralize with me for 7 i
the world. The Reverend is & yery human orGHs :
and has children. He told me that he also uf
an infant. He is my empathizer. It is very im
empathizes with me. |
The undertaker ia also here. He i8 _
geem to focus on him. We followed him to the
behind him as he took the styrofoam ¢
in front of me as if 1 knew all this from some
understand the deftness of his actions. !
like a very precise painting without any soul to it
The last person present is actually not & P&
At least 1 don't think that anyone else i
He is the grave digger. From the car 1 can see b
the freshly dug earth. He is & watcher, an QU r
ference to him, not & harmful type but & benign

has become & little world. No one else
his presence. His person is disturbing me.
gort of in the center of the grounds

pot a strange thing to him. He doesn’t think
stranger than {he situation which stimulated the
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I can do that will help me not to think at all until the ritual

‘ point I feel very closed in by the surrounding scenes —
pkeep flashing off and on in front of my eyes. This plot of land
geome & world. 1 have the habit of creating a world out of the
$hat | happen to be at or in at the time. This fantasty is always
fpanied by the odd sensation that if I move too much to the left or
pio0 much to the front or the rear, I will fall off sliding into
I ean't imagine anything else happening on this Monday, April
exeept what is happening to me here in this cemetery.
tkéep returning to the fact that I have no father image for this
)'hop trying to recall fathers long past, grandfathers, great
fathers, but nothing fits., 1 want a visible presence to balance
Btuation. 1 keep thinking that my God is my father, but I don't
Heel that way. My father could not father my child as his father
B8 because he felt this so unnatural a situation. He is more con-
@ With my state of mind. The father's actual father is far away
jig the actuality of this part of his life.
PBave been watching these people from the car. I still cannot
b They are not aware of that, they think that I am resting. I am
grasp the central point of meaning that is to be gained from
Mhole day. It seems that there should be some form of meditation
jconcentrate on, 1 cannot stand in front of that hole thinking these
' There must be some answer beyond the answer of death.
B I will find it in the prayers.
I8 eleven o'clock now and we should be starting this ceremony.
ube is looking at the car. I guess they are thinking that I will
_hyltericnl. that 1 will be a comfortless Rachel. I know that we
g atart, but 1 do not want to pass into that time yet; if I stay in the
gan never happen. 1 look for some sign from nature: clouds, rain,
ithonder. How can one have a sunny day funeral? Sing hallelujah,
fthe petals off the flowers and eat them as a communion, dance upon
prave?  Anything but this would seem normal, yet it seems to be
gery reality of the thing that I want to erase.
be Reverend is taking definite strides to the car., I have to get
W1 cannot imagine what it will be like out there. He has a silly
.’ his face. I want to laugh at him. I should not have to go
igh this alone, it is unfair. He does not do anything to help. Now
ieiching into the car. He grabs my hand in a warm and sincere
SGod forgiving man again for his insane thoughts.
! out and lean against the car. The casket has been poized
ghe hole—the white styrofoam is tinted blue by the sun. Being
pEthe car is different. My body is beginning to speed up. My mind is
‘down. 1 have not yet passed from the time before this. Physi-
il have, yet my thoughts remain stationed on the time in the car,
poughts | was thinking then, 1 cannot ctach up to the approaching
k When you come to where you really are since time has carried
P body through, you find that the mind has to catch up and begin
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what has already begun while you lived in the stretched fibers that are
only a part of the whole. ]
Now I am walking over toward the gravesite. I try to bring mj
thoughts to rest on the prayers that are starting. These are the ame
prayers that are intoned over everyone else’s grave, They don't give any
answers, they don't tell you what to do with death, they don't teil you
how to resolve the problem. Everything seems to be projected Y ;
cinemascopic screen. A butterfly goes by and lands on a tree branch
wings at half-mast position which means he can't decide whether to stay
or leave. Maybe I should look at the casket. Maybe it will do something
to make me cry so that I can get involved in crying. It is a little smaller
than the styrofoam ice-buckets that they sell in the dime stores for $1.96
I feel lost. I am not married. I am & patient from the William Was
Home. The baby was supposed to be born on April 24th, She bor
April 12th and died April 24th. The home is taking care of the by it
%0 it has all been done very cheaply. The ultimate wholeness of the
completed circle: birth, existing for two weeks in a deformed body, thi
death. It is dizzying to go spinning through this circle of life. She
going from the murky waters of one womb to the moisture of
that will take her all spart again so that no one can see the mists
Contrast of white casket over dark earth-anticipated dreams. -
The Reverend is proceeding hesitantly through the prayers. 13
plant my feet firmly in front of the casket. Directly behind me I can’s
the gravedigger. 1 wait for him to move. He is still leaning on B
shovel. The twenty-second psalm is being read: .
The lord is my shepherd, I shall not want . . . I look at him fis
the corner of my eye. He is not going to move, he is going to ¥
and watch the picture and then cover it up as a day’s work. He und
stands the suffering, this is why it is not sacred or unnatural to'h
He does this for a living. Maybe this is what scares men about de
It does take on a very real and tangible form. One can see it, sm¢
it, touch it, talk with it or to it; one can lay one's hand on i
lined determined forehead. Now I turn to look fully at this man:
just waits for the ceremony to end, for the words to stop. No ¢
notices my distraction, they are all being eaten by past or future th
maybe they are picturing their funeral and mourning for el
The gravedigger is about forty. Face: average; height: vers
weight: average; clothes: gray workshirt and gray worktrousers; fe
medium: hands: massive, frightening in their force as they lay W
around the handle of the shovel, huge thumbs with discolored nal
scarred nails, knuckles like mountains, veins winding and intertw
like swollen rivers. His hands are also old, maybe 60 or 70, lined, wi
beaten, rought shoeleather skin dappled with brown speckles, deters ined .
Maybe Hemingway could see his gravedigger out of the corner of K
eve. Maybe we all have one that just stands there a little out
circle we spin for ourselves, waiting and watching as the center
circle wanes. He is ready to close it up, to do the final act, to cow
hide the hideous styrofoam casket with deft hands, economic hant 3,




ferent hands, closing out a thousand lives. Did Hemingway notice his
ing as I am watching this man? Maybe the unwavering stare
¢ him uneasy. Why am I seeing him?
ow | can feel my thoughts drifting back to the ceremony. We move
gowly in time,
Though 1T walk through the valley of death I shall fear no evil
tbor the Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want |, . .
e gravedigger is my shepherd holding his shovel like a staff,
g all the sheep in line. I am frightened to cross over to his side.
'- to see this through his eves. It would probably be easier, or
e natural and not so grotesques. He is neutral. Death seems to
Buch an equalizer.
5 notue the casket again. It looks gaunt and tired in the sun. A
€ begins and the casket seems to waver faintly on the brink of the
" What if it falls into the hole and the hole is bottomless and
\ﬂlkct keeps plunging eternally? 1 can't keep thinking things like
There is something 1 can gain beside thig turmoil of thoughts,
Wordsworth says the child is the father to the man. So that is
: (l feel & little more positive toward the gravedigger. He is not so
I He is going to bury the child. He will give her the final honor
ove: ing her with earth, He will give her the final shelter that ]
ot give her. He will give me shelter from this when he puts the
B over the casket. He fathers both of us. He is probably a father,
0 & flicker of gold on his finger. He fathers all to the earth. One of
fwhole race of fathers, my father, grandfather, great-grandfather. His
pis are the same powerful brown hands of the gods of my vouth.
ough this child I see his humanness, someone has to do this, There
ors due to the dead. Maybe he is more alive than I am since he
pdwell this cloge and not recoil. This is all part of this ancient man's
h 8 part of the order of his day, a part of his life. What's happening
/e Is also a part of the whole order.
ne ceremony is over and I am dwelling on the sight of the caskets,
8 cut against the trees. I am still hearing the words to the twenty-
nd psalm, knowing what will come next but not moving to it yet.
is the thing, the unnamable snare in the deep cushionness of time's
pel that can make one instant capture a man? He stretches that one
jtant out as the sun in the trees stretches their shadows very high and
f across the boulevard, and he lives this thing over and over and
Ir quite leaves his past totally to go to his present because a bigger
has laid it before him, and he has his future and present enveloped in
mt. I must come up to this burial yet I am still stretching past
ghta,
.lnm back in the car watching the Reverend getting directions to
Suddenly 1 see the gravedigger proceed toward the hole with
MY, full steps. The stretched fiber of mind snaps and I land abruptly
pthe point 1 was going to. She is fathered into the earth, he is father.
tirowa the last spadeful of dirt into the tiny whole, he acted upon
i, bloated her, molded her into the mother brown earth,




O To Be A Boy In A Belfry

A celebration
by Ray Bradbury

O to be a boy in a belfry

Tilting summer noon in tumults,

On your back, the sun squeezed lemon in your eyes,
The blue heaven all bright fries,

Your feet raw naked to the light,

Strewn warm in bed of straw high up in tower

And this your hour to summon all to prayer.

An incense burns the wind,

The altars wait to tremble,

The ancient dust to tingle

As you kick heel and toe,

Strive up, fists under rump

To patter-slap, to shape, to drive the bell

And starts its voice athunder

In your bones and swarming through the air

To shake blue snows of summer sky

Invisible and drifting on the glare.

The bell swings traveling; you kick it on:
Returned, you thrust it, hungry-mouthed and lolling
Forth again, now lashing iron tongue

To lick its clangorous rims,

To bang, to detonate in glorious pronunciamentos:
“I'm here! Tis me!

Tis me who hooves the cannon bell!

To wake the summer dead out of their drowse.

Tis me! A mouse

Of boy gone high in belfry dins!

e 10




.rith pure iron sound would douse your sins!
Patartied, listen, rouse,

Wl come, drift-dusted down the roads!

'< mon you with freshly washed pink toes

il bell-creased crimsoned heel,

m my back I bicycle the wind

gotor-thump the bombshell clangs!

great mouth hungers me;

ged it feet.

awled laughing, bell-sound in my lungs,

be underneath,

paun all gone to shards, asplinter in my lids,
imouth blood-rust from giving shout

ver iron shout of bell:

ft's beaven! heaven! heaven!

. Not hell. Not hell. Bang! Not hell!

il the church below is full of summer breath

| priest then wanders forth to make discussion,

much shaken to sense with wild concussion.

one must cease.

sometimes in the uptilt, ever-frenzied dance, forgets;
iiest must send on mission yet another boy

top the bell

till the belfry and the iron-spilled joy.

tlie there yet awhile, fine lad, upon your back,

tilts down to quiet, soft asimmer,

are a loud communion,

y-banging bells are bliss.

gred with holy sweat you lift your head
id o bright salt golden rain down free from brow
pone shake, smiling,

g2e3 the distant ground.

puch the bell:

bles still with sound.

th the sky with glance:

yers bright with quakes you've given
Jong gone days beyond, remember.
gugh one last triumphant burst.

Rseas of prayer wait murmuring below
jully, holding to your soul

gweet -bruised tender wits,

fescend the belfry stair,

icably wild with thirst,

Copyright 1970 by Ray FBradbury

f befare loves and beds are known you have known this:




HOPE AND IMMORTALITY
Leslie Dewart

The Christian hope requires a suitable interpretation of the fact

of human mortality. The earliest such interpretations hinged on ]
concept of the resurrection of the flesh. But before long the of
the resurrection of the {lesh was elaborated, under the influence of hel-
lenism, with the aid of philosophical doctrines of the immortality of ¢ ¢
soul, Although from a certain viewpoint this development was mot 1
fruitful, a number of Christian thinkers in recent times, ranging from
Karl Barth to Oscar Cullman, have pointed out that the doctrine of the
immortality of the goul is ultimately subject to very gerious objec-
tions of a theological and religious nature. The object of this paper isto
suggest that this doctrine is also subject to equally serious objections
of » philosophical nature, and that, if so, it would be well to consider
the desirability, and the feasibility, of grounding the Christian interpretas
tion of human mortality, insofar as this is required by the Christian hope,
upon alternative philosophical foundations of a less objectionable sort.
My hypothesis is that the doctrine of the immortality of the soul
results from the conjunction of a common empirical datum, namely, the
presence of consciousness to itself, with a particular epistemologies
orientation, namely, the typically Greek idea of knowledge. Insol
as this epistemological orientation is inadequate, the doctrine of the ¥ '
mortality of the soul is also inadequate. Insofar as this epistemologic
orientation might be transcended, mortality, apprehended in the presens
might be more suitably reinterpreted. But to
understand how this may be done it is necessary in the first piace D
examine how mortality appears to human self-consciousness before :
Greek epistemological perspective is brought to bear upon it.
The presence of the conscious self to itself is an empirical datum-

which all consciousness possesses, even if not all consciousness CONCEPN

(4
i
Py
.

of consciousness to itself,
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se YOery terms, But thig primary datum has, since pri-
Sade death a very puzzling occurrence. For that presence
usness to jtself means that no conscious being ean experience
No congcious being can suppose itself to be, without
jposing itself to be conscious and able to experience, Hence,
moss cannot imagine itself to be non-existent. Man cannot
q th, because death is by definition beyond all possible
B¢ death is the cessation of experience there cannot be an
\death, and in particular none of the state of being dead.
h that death is frightening or dreadful, but that it ia

.-'ﬁ

iU

So, we ask: what will being
ea that he will experience
ad apparently mean

B know that death will come.
‘ ' But this very question suppos

ine dead, whereas death and being de
an end to man's consciousness and experience. Thus, ac-
y of man, the most common re-

8 fixed datum the mortalit

gmitive culture is to believe that death is unnatural to man.
o be ure, a universal event; but it is always an extraordinary
pens only because of a cause extringic to human nature,
¢ the action of evil powers, or a divine punishment on account
from grace, or the like. But to this belief primitive cul-
o further conviction: that the mechanism or physiology of
it js the separation from the body of an element other

oy, whether the breath, or the “spirit” or the life-fire, or
This element must be supposed

e of heat, motion and activity.

pt in life in order to account for the all-too-evident differences
and the corpse. To & primitive mind—and, to tell the
e pot-go-primitive mind as well—it is an almost tangible fact
’~Mnethinu" leaves the body, for the corpse appears to lack
P that the living person once “had.”
, primitive cultures almost invariably believe, 1 do not #ay in

ity of the soul, and least of all the immortality of the self,

in the survival of the soul. That is, the soul survives death

‘the same Wway as the body does, namely, by “remaining”

residue of death, But the surviving spirit or soul is no

Sman self than is the dead body. Indeed, the surviving spirit

w, and its existence is frequently thought by primitive
s “lower” than that of living beings and corpses (for corpses,
habit the same world as do living beings). The soul may
bem eventual death or disappearance, in the same ways does
¢ise it may come back to life in & new body in order to
bow man. In some cultures it is even thought that it may
exist forever in its own world. But in any event the gurviving
s sort of living, disembodied corpse, at least a sort of pseudo-
soly because it survives the separation of body and soul, that
ith of the human self. It must be emphasized that in this
i which survives is not the self, but the spiritual residue of

-
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death. It is not without significance that primitive cultures, which
not always afraid of dying, are almost universally afraid of the des

The mystery of death is apt to become frightening only when hum
reflection reaches the sophistication of Greek philosophy, when &
possibility of having to face a level of experience beyond death is e
templated for the first time: death is frightening only when we magi
that we will become conscious of being dead. For the conclusion of
Greek philosophers after Socrates, if 1 may speak generically,
opposite of that of most primitive cultures: the death of man ¢
the death of the self. At first sight the human self appears iGe
with the subject of death, but reflections show otherwise, The I wh
I see and feel, and the You I behold, are not the real  and the real }
The real human #elf must be rather the invisible ghost or intas
soul which is the principle of life of the mortal body which is distinet £
it. It is true that we do not experience this soul or ghost in the &
way in which we experience the body. Nevertheless, we know it by §
effects, namely, consciousness. The ghost or soul, therefore, W
distinet from the body, is the carrier of selfhood and (at least potenta
of consciousness. It is the body, not the soul, that is alien to my
Therefore, man is mortal, but only in the sense that he goes thi
that event called death. But death is merely the separation of the
ruptible body from the true self, that is, the soul. Therefore, & ma
gelfhood is not mortal, since it pertains to that part of him which is
subject to the bodily process of death,

Thus, the expression “the immortality of the soul” is equivocali
primitive cultures the belief frequently described by anthropologists |
historians of religion in these terms is really a belief in “the sw "
the soul,” whereas the doctrine transmitted to Christianity from
Greeks under the same title is actually best called “the immortality
the self.”” The suggestion I will now attempt to substantiate is tha
doctrine of the survival of the soul was transmuted into the docts
of the immortality of the self through the instrumentality of & sim
device: the Greek identification of the soul, which is capable of exis
in separation from the body, with the principle of selfhood and congeie
ness. But this identification in turn was the outcome of the Gr
interpretation of the presence of consciousness to itself in the light ¢
certain epistemological orientation, I refer to the twofold assump
that knowledge is the overcoming of the entitative isolation of comsci
ness from being and, conversely, that being is that whose isola
from consciousness can be overcome.

I have called this a twofold assumption because it involves two ¥
intimately fused into one closed philosophical circle. The first is
reality is constituted as reality by its own intrinsic structures, that i
its own self-identity, by its necessary intelligibility precisely as
contained, as isolated and unrelated to every other reality: every !
is what it is, and what-it-is-not has nothing to do with what-it-is.
is why consciousness may be taken to be the result of an operatic
ugecond act” of a substance whose first act is the act of being. And
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] hle condition of identifying the soul and the conscious
Paecond view is that knowledge, which is the result of the
 the power of a substance, is the intentional or subjective
pof the perfection which constitutes the known in its reality—
s known this perfection obtains, of course, entitatively, or by
" - And this is the indigpensable condition of the separability
" gelf from its own body. These two views coalesce in the
o analysis of immediate experience reveals a subject and an
ll.lt reveals a being whose act is the operation of knowing,
‘being whose act is the act of being and which is, therefore,
'~ sisely as being. In brief, being is knowable precisely
R is constituted as being by its very knowability—that is,
s for becoming the object of the cognitive operations of a
r is, of course, the fundamental proposition of all Greek
mttph)«xcs Its earliest documented formulation is the
%' Fragment 3. “that which is and that which is thought
M At first sight this principle does not appear to imply
rtality of the soul. Nevertheless it does. Consciousness is the
a0 act of a knower, an operation performed by a subsistent,
Preality. This reality, however, cannot be the body, because
pot transcend the condition of bodies, whereas this is precisely
pan soul, as principle of consciousness, does. For insofar
Bl is conscious it knows bodies as such. Indeed, it knows
B body as distinet from itself: If I can think of my body,
ipot my body, precizely because my body is mine. Hence, the
preality which underlies conscious activity is other than the
Preality which is the body. Moreover, this substantial reality,
jch is the principle of selfhood and consciousness, is not
When man knows himself he apprehends his own body
¢ other body, namely, as an object which is distinct from
five act by which that object is known. But this act is an
Bit must be the act of a substantial reality. This substantial
ot be the body. It follows that the substantial reality which
wer to know bodies as such (and, therefore, the power to know
jtbo:ly)—“hxch to repeat, is possible only if it can know
homng bodies, or its body, as an act which is distinct from
Which is its object of knowledge—cannot subsist by the sub-
"-bodv. or indeed by the subsistence of any body. It is, there-
gigtent, If so, it does not cease to exist when the body
X On the contrary, the body exists only because it is ani-
the soul, because it is comprehended by the soul and, in brief,
b8 the body of the soul. Death is, therefore, strictly (and
Mpﬂ\‘dy) definable as the separation of body and soul.
ation results in the extinction of the body but, evidently, not
humn self-subgistent soul.
asized the epistemological bases of the Christian doctrine
¢ of the goul in order to point to the Achilles heel of the
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traditional interpretation of the Christian hope. For this epis!
is difficult to maintain today, The gradual but genuinely
discovery of the otherwise disparate philosophical movements of
last one hundred years has been the realization that the rredoe
quality of subject and object within the field of experience is itsel
empirical datum, This, of course, had never been denied by class
mediaeval or modern philosophy. But it had never been taken ,__'
by them. Yet, this is what undercuts the traditional concept of know
at its very roots. For it means that human knowledge cannot be
event that happens after the dichotomy of object and subject is |
known. Hence, the dichotomy of object and subject is not the § '
tion of knowledge. It is its outcome. Knowledge is not the o
of the opposition or mutual isolation of object and subject bu
contrary, the introduction of opposition, and even isolation, with
world of undifferentiated being. It follows that consciousness is 1
operation of some sort of non-corporeal, but nevertheless subst
reality, namely, the soul. And it also follows that the self is 10
sort of peculiar objective being or substance which underlies the
ence of every other objective being, including the experince of |
body. The selfhood of man cannot be adequately understood as uM
lying consciousness, but as constituting consciousness. -
Hence, conscious personality is not analyzable into an accident ¢
ration and its underlying substantial ubject. A forfiori, conc s
is not an operation of a self-subsisting substantial reality, nor ¢a
subsist independently of the subsistence of man as a whole. In sl
death cannot be the separation of the body and its self-subsisting sl
of subsistence. Death is the destruction of man as a whole. It is defin
as the closure of the possibilities open to human nature as such. D
ends the existence of the human self. This is the first of the two'k
premises on which the reinterpretation of Christian hope today m
depend. .
The second I mentioned at the outset: consciousness cannot experiet
non-experience. It would be as stultifying to suppose that the fina}
of death contradicts the reality of human consciougness and the
tible self-creativity of human nature as to suppose that the realy
pirations of human consciousness can be realized without recke !
with the utter, stark reality of death. Thus, the situation from wh
we can today proceed to reinterpret the Christian hope is this: we :
that man dies, but we do not yet know what death iz, But at least
know what death is not. This may appear a meager achievement 0
for twenty-five centuries of speculation on the problem. It may
however, that upon clogser examination this is an important a gl 1
the history of human consciousness as the primeval, equally negative di
covery of the dawning human consciousness, that man is not »
Religious speculation has long proceeded on the exclusive basis of awan
ness of transcendental infinity. Perhaps it should now also take equal
weighty account of immanent finitude, T hope I shall have the Hppot
tunity to return to this theme in my subsequent work. .

'
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JARCISSUS IMPERATOR
by Charles Edward Eaton

ﬁh‘lued man looking down into water;
publicly entitled to two selves.
ning and self-love is no laughing matter,

J ‘lightly more blurred than the other, but the double

jmplacable and imperious angle—

R ‘dualities embrace, exchange a thrust below.

b

,\ with the great head and throbbing veins is yet

‘ be sawed in half, do it yourself;

Bthe other part, well-weighted, is floating in the pool.
; hing imposing, even debonair and suave,

B8 man looks boldly down upon himself and does
bt flin

llpb‘c fall—this is all that he would save.
ghtening too, something like a doomed foretaste

Band rubble that crash around the two-faced soul,
pthat wonld not yield without question, savaged and laid
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THE MULE
by Charles Edward Eaton

Do not attempt to deceive me about the mule—

With all other animsls you can sometimes have your

But I am stuck with the mule, and, on his account,
I will not let you play the fool. _

Such statements should have behind them some banked

Unless I am opulent in feeling, I cannot espouse the 3

As if, in some obscure way, he guaranteed desire,

He is there to draw the richest carcass when it cries

For white horses and handsome, old baroque carriages —

He will walk in your cortege, waiting on the soul, his
tail switching flies.

But do not mistake his bedrock nature and design.
This is the subliminal place where those who own the
Retire and contemplate how best to reassess, assign,

It begins with the mule, There is no other knowledge of resa
You will deceive yourself completely if you start in at the o

end
And write up your accounts in terms of carriages and

Then, and only then, the dandy comes riding home— J
We will not need to ask ourselves, as we admire our native
How many mules it may have cost to raise this princely sum
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SARE'S APPEAL TO ABRAHAM
N: A REVIEW OF THE IMPACT
OF PARALLEL THEMES

Benjamin H. Bowling

The play’s the thing
b 1'll eateh the conscience of the King.
(HAMLET, 111, #, €83-34)

I
i one see the names Abraham Lincoln and William Shake-
B hut in brief mention of the former's preference for the
e Wtter. Their historical positions and individual merit
‘ any connection at this point would seem an in-
"_'J;_n- on to an already voluminous knowledge. But more
ireading another’s plays, the dedicated student will find
founter with Shakespeare the convergence of two fierce
A search, each in pursuit of a common end. The result
ting than a collision of minds, and from this emerges a
fgnition of the wisdom at the core of human experience
. Thi; aygxreml)' gave Shakespeare a greater margin
®in's mind than other poets he had read: indeed we have
| the accounts of Lincoln’s conversations with friends
giemerous references to passages from Shakespeare’s plays.
0 recognition is response, and it is in this area that the
iy8 & particular affinity of spirit with the Poet. It is one
B0 10 watch a play such as HENRY IV and recognize in
War and betrayal and theme of honor and the responsibilities
phemes outside the playhouse, but it is another thing
iid &t the head of a nation torn in fratricidal war, to be a
tyranny and mass murder, and witness the same play on
saaring like roles in unlike situations invites identification.
the margin of preference afforded Shakespeare and the
jeme In his plays to those events surrounding Lincoln, this
0 eatablish the nature and scope of Lincoln’s response to
fiough considerations of the substance of the Poet’s uni-
fthe forces that moved the President’s interest to the
freview of thematic parallels.

11

bvery serious (and basic) question arises: Why Shake-
Mthe writers familiar to Lincoln, why did he especially
And how could a seventeenth century playwright have
¢ eff upon an American president two hundred years
pawer lies in the Poet's universal appeal and well deserves
ation to appreciate fully the appeal his work had to

iShave wielded their medium with the power that Shake-
ptueater, Like any other medium of art, it is perishable,

"has the eapacity to be so. Yet, what is it that makes
fither and becomes sterile in one man's hands and endure
piapother? What is it about permanence in the arts that
Ris-be gréats throogh the centuries? Certainly it is not
MR, for none can guarantee success, The only other alter-
PRt himself. If Shakespeare could serve as the ideal
i what outstanding quality would separate his work from
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e
that of so many others? The answer is 80 simple and obvious tha
importance is often minimized and taken for granted: Shakespes
completely and solely human, Indeed, this is too simple an an W
responsible study without qualification. r,

Previous to his time mankind had taken great pains to imy 0
collective image and assure itself of greater rewards than the misel
wages of this world. A perpetual topic of debate was the disting
between “man as he should be as opposed man as he is, betw
theoretically good appearance and the actually evil reality.” Nee
say, the results were often less than satisfying. Nor is it §
elaborate the fact that while attempting to work man into the d
scheme of things much of his humanity was lost. But, then,
idea exactly, as if saying as much would bring about the actuality. |
trative of these efforts is the remark by Leon Buttista Alberti, an
of the fifteenth century:

To you is given a body more graceful than other animals, to you pom
apt and varous movements, 1o you most sharp and delicate senses, e
wit, reason, memory like an immortal God.* i

Some men, however, found fault in this optimistic tone, and in
dubious celestial pursuit altogether, among them the French huma
Michel de Montaigne. Writing in the sixteenth century, he felt
trying to make themselves angels, men transform themselves into beast
Montsigne saw no real distinction between men and the other ani
which snatched man out of any crucial place in the natural heiras
“Shakespeare” grew out of this conflict. s

Few words would better capsulize the tone of Shakespe:
than conflict. In his younger years he had assumed optimistic
men were basically truthful, but in time he was able to see ¢
human life, finding opposing forces of betrayal and selfishness. HisW
reflects the maturing of his attitudes, passing from the hopeful, consts
:ivc English histories, to the confident comedies, to the brooding trag
lis -

maln Hne of development was toward dunl worlds of matter and o L
which the important actions were taken in the world of the mind; N
which the dramatic conflict was basically between external and inbe
realities. That this conflict should so frequently take the guise of & &
between appearance and truth, between s ndow and substance,
Shukespeare had already accorded the victory to inper realityd

If the gospel according to Shakespeare ad to be com
single sentence, it would read like this: the only knowledge & 1
trust is that which rises out of his own subjective human exp
and the only truth extant is founded in his own ethical conviction,
doctrine of complete humanity, trusting or allowing nothing outside
humanity. b,
His moral awareness is expressed less through articulnted ideas than thy
intuitions, or instincts based on experience, or specalation, or A

or actions taken by unique and complete individuals in ire
stances beemuse their characters make other actions improbable$

Thiz usge by Shakespeare of unique but conceivable cha
placed in the drama that they are both judge and judged, presers
idea that the “dignity and complexity of human life as ﬁ is
lived must not be explained away by infantile simplicity and stor
motivations.”® Thus the characters are potentially real en |
proper situations, manifest their human frailty. It is this assemblage
kings and usurpers, noble men and madmen, that speaks to b

Lincoln of the nuture of man,

11
“Some thing 1 do wrong to go to the opera and the theatre, but
rests me.”7 The presidency has been called an office that kills, and m
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P ihan those who are caught in it. Abraham Lincoln
s ing on the staggering responsibilities and
other president said:
ke Presidency of the United States, I knew this country
iehalienges, bat I could pot realize — nor could any man realize
pdear the bardens of this office — how heavy and constant
these urdecs
”-.‘- words a century after the Lincoln Administration
fbeen Lincoln's own describing the tremendous burdens
k of the expansion of the office since then.
' ﬂnowner of one of Washington’s few theaters at
.'l" levening of Lincoln's re-nomination in 1864 that the
1 to the theater alone. (Who, asks poet-biographer
B think of looking for him in a theater box on this
‘.; e doesn't record the name of the play, as we soon
b of Mr. Lincoln on that occasion, when the one thought
L Wwas spon him, when the White House was invaded and
amy of partisans, office-holders, nnd office-seekers, argues
e theatre as a sanctum of ropose, his tired soul and body
8 little relaxation.®
jeoln was faced with the conflict over the nature
time the debate took on urgent tones as the country
B¢ over the bitter matter of personal slavery. Lincoln
time as he himself lay divided over diplomacy.
his official duty to preserve the Union in the
i possible; on the other hand was his personal wish
e Ihco!n outlined his duty in a letter to a New York
Greely, in August of 186210
d here that the act of emancipation was a purely
mon for the evil that it cast upon the South than
it gave the North, and brought out only when
t have come to the aid of the Confederacy.
gomewhat less than admirable motives on
it the conflict remains, and one could argue that the
dllputo is a good sign. Official responsibilities
A over personal desires, and getting the two to work
B0 easy task, often requiring one to sail for a time
r tide. Even now the position Lincoln took can be
are strongly in favor of the idea that by the
Mﬂctlon and not political advantage was the
b were the pressures that he faced, and came to

._ o

gater plainly gave Lincoln a needed rest, he was parti-

‘l president, to identification with the works of
M flrat introduced to Shakespeare, along with

poets, in the early 1830's by a literary-minded
0‘ all his reading, he preferred Shakespearean
,' d in its “masterful human insight and economy of
¥ mthm and plots,”" and we know that he read it
morians and blographers are silent about the way in
I to Shakespeare in his youth. At this early stage
been no more than a matter of recognition; the
» peserved for the years of the presidency, when his
ary, Jinterest elapsed into an intense affinity of spirit
M gimilar to those of Shakespeare's kings.

1V
M4, 1888, (just a few days before delivering the Gettys-
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burg Address) President Lincoln went to Ford’s Theatre in
to see HENRY 1V. He liked the performance of James K
part of Falstaff so much that he returned to see it !
evening. Hackett afterward sent the President a copy of his bod
AND COMMENTS ON SHAKESPEARE, to which Lincoln re

part) : ¥
Some of Shakespeare's plays I have never read, while others 1 have
perhaps as frequently as any un rofessional reader. A
LEAI. RICHARD THIRD, HENRY EIGHTH, HAMLET,
MACRBETH. | think nothing equals MACBETH. 1t is wor
gentlomen of the profession, | think the soliloquy in HAM
“0 my offense is rank," surpasses that commencing “To be or !

pardon thix small attempt at crithciam. 12

Here Lincoln provides  direct admission of the appeal of Sha

He lists here five plays he has obviously read well, gives hig fay
reveals a striking preference for certain lines in o
item is most important in that it shows Lincoln to be not asH
“unprofessional reader” as was his wont. On an occasion of 4
reciting this speech, poet Carl Sandburg adds in preface:
Then the one mun in the world in that hour charged by his ent

having bloodier hands, more foul with masa murder, than any othe

ever lived, recited from HAMLET his favorite passage. Am

{'uﬂice. bribery, repuntance, the most darkly woven themes of 0

ife, ran through it. He took up the words, throwing himaell .

| Lk

of its )
(Then he recited the pensive soliloquy of the King over;
0, my offense is rank, it smells to heaven: '

It hath the primal eldest curse upon 't, )
A brother's murder . . . M HAMLET, 111, i, 36-72)

From scattered references and third person accounts
from biographer Sandburg of eleven of Shakespeare's plays wit
Lincoln was at least acquainted. Among these are the above-ms
five, and also HENRY IV, THE MERCHANT OF VENICE,THEM
WIVES OF WINDSOR (all three of which Lincoln saw on &
KING JOHN, HENRY VI, and RICHARD I1I. We cannot ke
Lincoln chose to read these particular plays, and indeed it iSn'tW
portant: the outstanding fact is that he read them, To cluim th
did so for the parallels some of them present is more than
prove, In this untreated area of Lincoln studies we can OBy I
amplify the point, being able neither to confirm or deny much{
thing. With this much clear, we can objectively approach an exa
tion of themes. -

MACBETH

This play, Lincoln’s favorite, is the shortest and simplest of |
speare’s great tragedies. In it he advances the idea that e
escape from conscience.”"* and creates such a struggle in the m
the hero/villain that he “suffers more from his own vice
external retribution.”™* Macbeth is a noble character moved by b
ambition, and destroyed by his own pride. His murder of the King
very soul of the state, represents the destruction of the polit
ture. Macduff, reporting the foul deed, cries out in anguish:

Confusion now hath made her masterpiece!
Most sucrilegious murder hath broke ope

The Lord's anointed lnm?le. and stole thence
The life of the building.! b

This confusion is purged only with the fulfillment of the wi
prophecies and the slaying of M:cbeth.

Lincoln knew only too well that there was “no escape from consclé
and the constant burden of the war, the casualty figures that ¢
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8 from countless wives and mothers of soldiers never
'ﬂn’ough the dark days of the war, he often read or
- from plays that he especially liked. On one
g th ﬂrat battle of the Wilderness, he was stunned at re-
‘Mund killed; a friend stopping by the White House
tlw President reading Shakespeare. “Let me read to
BTH . . . it comes to me tonight like a consolation,”!®
lacbeth's speech on the utter meaninglessness of human

to-morrow, and to-marrow
“ pace from day to day
of recorded time . . . (MACBETH, V, v, 19-28)
oecasion, he had gone to the theater with his youngest
duetion of MACBETH. Following the brutal slaughter of
duff and Malcolm muse over the fate that has befallen

s Lot us seek out some desolate shade, and there
'm our sad bosoms empty.
; Let us rather
Bold fast the mortal sword, and like good men
Bestride our down-fall'n birthdom. Each new morn
New windows howl, new orphans cry, new sorrows
Strike heaven on the face ., . #
d that on hearing these lines
Jeaned back in his chair out of the shadows, “and for a long time
8 -d. pober face, as if suddenly his thoughts had wandered from the
peom far away to where his great armies were contesting.”2!
2 _: reply of conscience to the respect and responsibilities of
‘the led, one to the other, is clear in the closing paragraph
od Innugural Address:

"S lice toward none, with charity for all, with firmness in the right as
Hgives us to see the right, let us strive on to finish the work we are in; to
b the pation's wounds, to care for him who shall have borne the battle,
ifor his widow, and his orphan — to do all which may achieve and cherish
ﬂ lasting peace among ourselves, and with all nations.22
§ manper, Abraham Lincoln hoped to bring about a return to
and internal security in American life.
KING LEAR
i s & play concerned with authority and allegiance, with “love
ﬂﬁnﬁon "8 Shakespeare weaves together a theme of per-
d & greater one of social order, disrupts the two in a fury
§ unreasoning self-will and heartlessness, culminates the dis-
patricidal war, and restores order in the end with patience,
. As in his other great tragedies, Shakespeare builds

mwon that the workings of evil as well as good within the minds
must leave them better men at the end n at the beginni

is acquired through experience, And it is inevitably ncqutr«f "ﬁl
Bepl the careless ignorant or the wilfully selfish.2

‘ S themes of authority and allegiance are alternately lost
vered. The King profanes the mutual respect between rules
when he disowns his youngest daughter for her modest
bow much she Joves him. She says:

that I am, I cannot heave

l-n into my mouth, I love your Majesty
ing to my bond, no more nor less

peckless vanity blinds him to t,ruth and Shakespeare uses great
pagery in communicating this point. The blinded Gloucester
o effect that when he had eyes he did not see, and now sees
‘l'he rule emerges that “a man may see all, if he but look
‘.'} As Lear’s vanity is replaced with msdom he acquires a

X
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greater insight of truth and remarks on the dispensing o ]

Thou raseal beadle, hold thy bloody hand!

Why dost thou lash that whore? Strip thine own back;
Thou hotly lust'st to use her in the Kind
For which thou whip’st her. The usurer hangs the cou

In the years before the presidency, Lincoln used to reat
to his friends and struggled as & Iawyer, and later in th
with Stephen Douglas, to make people “look properly ;™ in the
he must have often thought of this as Americans fought & Wa
of blindness. He must have often thought, too, in the mannes
Lear sbout the way justice could be dispensed after the war s
Would men be moved by that perfect impartiality so necess
correct decisions? He spoke often of his wigh “to let 'em (the So
easy,” but with his death, men’s blindness persisted and a vern
sown, the fruits of which we are still reaping today.

RICHARD 11

In this clearly constructed political study, Shakespeare
concept of the ideal state as a perfect balance of respect and

between the subject and the ruler. In typical Shakespearean -:'
idea iz intimated rather than preached, and is effected thn
conflict of two separate outlooks, each with distinct strengths and
nesses. On the one hand is King Richard II, a man at once s
and inconsiderate, imaginative and headstrong, and firmly couched:
belief that his will as king is the only right. Richard is a bad ki
he is the rightful king, s
His weakness as a man, therefore, springs at least in part from &
interpretation of the divine right of kings — that his right to do &%
cannot be questioned. Since this flaw in his character is fatal both ts his
England, it is evident that Shakespeare does not accept such & concepis
divine right.=* i -
On the other hand is Henry Bolingbroke, an efficient ruler wit
keen sense of timing and right action, but he is the usurper. '
Primarily under fire in this play is the question of the conds
the ruler and the real degree of his absolutism. Richard puts totals
fidence in his right as “God’s anointed” until he finds himself abx
and alone. Lincoln was sometimes heard to recite Richard's ¢
speech:
For God's sake, let us sit upon the ground
And tell 2ad stories of the death of kings ., . .
I live with bread like you, feel want,
Taste grief, need friends: subjected thus, c
How can you say to me, | am a king?® RICHARD 11, 111, ij, 166-1%7)
(This echoes Montaigne's wry remark, “Sit we upon the high
throne in the world, yet sit we only upon our own tail."#) [
Few public officials have exhibited as great a degree of |
humility as did Abraham Lincoln. But such humility doesn't nes
constitute weakness. Only the foolishly ignorant would argue that
coln wasn't any extremely powerful president, and under situs
different from those prevailing during his administration, his detrs
charges of tyranny would have had a greater audience. In L
found a strong commitment to the general will and good of the
He wrote in the 1830's:
The people know their rights and they are never slow to assert lm “
they are invaded, Let them call for an investigation, and I shall & r

to respond to the eall, y
I believe it is universally understood and acknowledged, that all men s
mct correctly, unless they have a motive to do otherwised! '
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HENRY 1V, Part One

dF is of special interest here, even if of small significance,
b In that Lincoln saw it only five days before delivering
pAddress. In many ways this play is a continuation of
oatiined in RICHARD Ill, with some shifts of emphasis
8 of rebellion, the responsibilities of rule and the nature
oroke—Henry IV-—is now threatened by the principles
Phrought him to power. The theme of valor is embodied
i Prince Hal, as they each converge in spirit from different
i, Idealism in Hotspur, an all-comprehending sense of
i Prince Hal) to one noble attitude of honor on the field at
ralstalf surveys such & prospect of letting one's blood with
the comfortable materialist: “The better part of valor is
$he which better part I have saved my life.”=
B8 ot least still in the process of revising his remarks for
pwhen he saw this play at Ford’s Theatre: the noble theme
id Hal is echoed when the President says, “We have come
iportion of that field as a final resting place for those who
fir lives that that nation might live.” And he might seem
Falstaff questioning the worth of dying: *“. . . that we
pive that these dead shall not have died in vain."®
Chighly presumptious and bold to say that Shakespeare
 die the writing of the Gettysburg Address, but on
pnor and dedication there is an unquestionable similarity

W

HAMLET

there!"—and thus begins a great lay of conscience, a
£ which lurks in the dark. HAMLL?T'& prime struggle is
garance and reality. The question extends far beyond the
it man, and dwells on the entire order of things. The play
id with painful intuitions that indeed seem to transform
ban individual to the universal symbol of mankind seeking
these are:

d momething noble, the powerlessness of the good or the rational,

of that which was beautiful, the betraynl of trust, the savage insur-
the base ™

My seen Lincoln’s expressed delight in Claudius’ solioqugy
saburg’s comment that Lincoln bore similar eriticism from
Pt 18 not difficult to project the notion that the President
! & intuitions gnawing away at the fiber of America, and
@8 they snapped at him too. Looking daily at a war that was
A L hundreds thousand lives, could he not marvel with Hamlet

B8 pisee of work is man! How noble in reason! How infinite in faculty,
How express and admirable in action! How like an angel

™ ar MT'! !
jeehension! How like a god! The beauty of the world! The paragon of

EAnd yet, to me, what is this quintessence of dust? Man delights not

Pughts were plagued by many of the same forces found in
e death of the constitutional union, the failure of compromise
B0t the decay of human brotherhood, the betrayal of secession,

Al Borror of war that threatened to bleed America white.
drawn part like fighters retiring into their corners
It Is & Munter of consciences, a walking Nemesis. His remarks to the
_ more and more flagrant and flaunting, until the disguise secms
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hardly worth the candle as the two are drawn closer together i
intimacy of their knowledge ™ )
“The terrible intimacy of their knowledge”—that is the essen
appeal of Shakespeare to Lincoln. The affinity of spirit in i
a bitter but accepting response to the truth he has already come
in the loneliness of power.
Hamlet is Shakespeare, Lincoln the King.
Resolves one: "The play's the thing / Wherein Il et
conscience of the King.”
Answers the other: “O, my offense is rank.”
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notes on
CONTRIBUTORS

@ Ray Bradbury, known universally for his socially-oriented s
fiction, has honored Agora with his newest poem. Though som
of a departure from the format we have come to expect from Mr, Bra
the high quality of this work is certainly not unexpected. N

e Benjamin Bowling is an Abbey sophomore being printed for
first time in Agora, His essay displays high scholarship while sim
ously avoiding pedantry and affectation.

@ Patti Capone is being printed again in this issue to the del
Agora followers, Her prose is characterized by the same vivid

and integrated emotions that mark her poetry.
o Leslie Dewart’s essay on immortality continues the series of brill
contributions which Mr. Dewart has made to the cause of de-heliehizst
His books include The Future of Belief, The Foundations of Belief 3
his latest, Reality, Language and Belief.
@ Charles Edward Eaton has generously contributed two poems, B¢
worthy for their elegance of phrasing. Runner-up for the Natio
Book Award in 1957, Mr. Eaton's latest volume of poetry is On The &S
of the Knife.
@ Kenneth Rader, a new contributor from New Jersey, has gra
this issue of Agora with two poems of pristine clarity and charm,

e Tom Stanley is making the latest of many contributions to
with a poem manifesting his usual! precise craft and technique.
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