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hood in New York, when he read books about American Indians,
frequently visited the Amenican Museum of Natural History,
and was fascinated by the museum’s collection of totém poles.
He earned his B.A. and M_A. degrees at Columbia in 1925 and
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Campbell include The Hero with & Thousand Faces, Myvihs 1o
Live By, The Flight of the Wild Gander, and The Mythic Image.
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1. Creative Symbolization

In the earlier volumes of this sur-
vey of the historical transformations of those imagined forms that I
am calling the “masks™ of God, through which men everywhere have
sought to rclate themselves to the wonder of existence, the myths
and rites of the Primitive, Oriental, and Early Occidental worlds
could be discussed in terms of grandiose unitary stages. For in the
history of our still youthful species, a profound respect for inher-
ited forms has generally suppressed innovation. Millenniums have
rolled by with only minor variations played on themes dcrived
from God-knows-when. Not so, however, in our reccent West.
where, since the middle of the twelfth century, an accelerating dis-
integration has been undoing the formidable orthodox tradition
that came to flower in that century, and with its fall, the released
creative powers of a great company of towering individuals have
broken forth: so that not one, or cven two or three, but a galaxy of
mythologies—as many, one might say, as the multitude of its
geniuscs—must be taken into account in any study of the spec-
tacle of our own titanic age. Even in the formerly dominant,
but now distinctly subordinate, sphere of theology there has arisen,
since the victories of Luther, Melanchthon, and the Augs-
burg Confession of 1530, a manifold beyond reckoning of
variant readings of the Christian revelation; while in the fields
of literature, secular philosophy, and the arts, a totally ncw type
of non-theological revelation, of great scope, great depth, and

3



4 CREATIVE MYTHOLOGY

infinite variety, has become the actual spiritual guide and struc-
turing force of the civilization.

In the context of a traditional mythology, the symbols are pre-
sented in socially maintained rites, through which the individual is
required 1o experience, or will pretend to have experienced, certain
insights, sentiments, and commitments. In what I am calling “crea-
tive’ mythology, on the other hand, this order is reversed: the in-
dividual has had an expericnce of his own—of order, harror,
beauty, or even mere exhilaration—which he sceks to communi-
cate through signs; and if his realization has been of a certain
depth and import, his communication will have the value and force
of living myth—for those, that is to say, who receive and respond
to it of themselves, with recognition, uncocrced.

Mythological symbols touch and exhilarate centers of life beyond
the reach of vocabularies of reason and coercion. The light-world
modcs of experience and thought were late, very late, develop-
ments in the biological prchistory of our species. Even in the life-
course of the individual, the opening of the eyes to light occurs
only after all the main miracles have been accomplished of the
building of a living body of alrcady functioning organs, each
with its inhcrent aim, none of these aims either educed from,
or as yet even known to, reason; while in the larger course and
context of the evolution of lifc itself from the silence of primor-
dial seas, of which the taste still runs in our blood, the open-
ing of the eyes occurred only after the first principle of all or-
ganic being (“Now TI'll eat you; now you eat me!”) had been
operative for so many hundrcds of millions of centuries that
it could not then, and cannot now, be undone—though our
cyes and what they witness may persuade us to regret the
monstrous game.

The first function of a mythology is to reconcile waking con-
sciousness to the mysterium tremendum et fascinans of this uni-
verse as it is: the second being to render an interpretive total
image of the same, as known to contemporary consciousncss.
Shakespeare’s definition of the function of his art, *“to hold, as
‘twere, the mirror up to nature,” is thus equally a definition of
mythology. It is the revelation to waking consciousness of the
powers of its own sustaining source.

A third function, however, is the enforcement of a moral order:
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the shaping of the individual to the requircments of his geograph-
jcally and historically conditioned social group. and here an actual
break from nature may ensue, as for instance (extremely) in the
case of a castrato. Circumcisions, subincisions, scarifications, tat-
toos, and so forth, are socially ordered brands and croppings, to
join the merely natural human body in membership to a larger,
more enduring, cultural body, of which it is required to become an
organ—the mind and feelings being imprinted simultaneously with
a correlative mythology. And not nature, but society, is the alpha
and omega of this lesson. Moreover, it is in this moral, sociolog-
ical sphere that authority and cocrcion come into play, as
they did mightily in India in the maintenance of caste and the
rites and mythology of suttee. In Christian Europe, alrcady in the
twelfth century, beliefs no longer universally held were uni-
versally enforced. The result was a dissociation of professed
from actual existencc and that consequent spiritual disaster
which, in the imagery of thc Grail legend, is symbolized in
the Waste Land thcme: a landscape of spiritual death, a world
waiting, waiting—*Waiting for Godot!”—for the Decsired Knight,
who would restore its integrity to lifc and let stream again from
infinite depths the lost, forgotten, living waters of the inex-
haustible source.

The rise and fall of civilizations in the long, broad course of his-
tory can be scen to have been largely a function of the integrity
and cogency of their supporting canons of myth; for not authority
but aspiration is the motivater, builder, and transformer of civiliza-
tion. A mythological canon is an organization of symbols, ineffable
in import, by which the cnergies of aspiration are evoked and
gathered toward a focus. The message leaps from heart to hcart by
way of the brain, and where the brain is unpersuaded the messagc
cannot pass. The life then is untouched. For thosc in whom a local
mythology still works, there is an cxpericnce both of accord with
the social order, and of harmony with the universe. For those,
however, in whom the authorized signs no longer work—or, if
working, produce deviant cffects—there follows inevitably a scnse
both of dissociation from the local social nexus and of quest, with-
in and without, for lifc, which the brain will take to be for “mean-
ing.” Coerced to the social pattern, the individual can only harden
to some figure of living death; and if any considerable number of
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the members of a civilization are in this predicament, a point of
no return will have been passed.

Jean Jacques Rousseau’s Discours sur les arts et sciences, pub-
lished 1749, marked an epoch of this kind. Society was the cor-
ruption of man; “back to nature” was the call: back to the state of
the “noble savage™ as the model of “‘natural man”—which the sav-
age, with his tribal imprints, was no more, of course, than was Rous-
seau himself. For as faith in Scripture waned at the climax of the
Middle Ages, so at the climax of the Age of Enlightenment, did
faith in reason: and today, two centuries later, we have T.S.
Eliot’s The Waste Land (published 1922, with footnotes): ! *

Here is no water but only rock

Rock and no water and the sandy road

The road winding above among the mountains
Which are mountains of rock without water

If there were water we should stop and drink
Amongst the rock one cannot stop or think
Sweat is dry and feet are in the sand

If there were only water amongst the rock
Dead mountain mouth of carious teeth that cannot spit
Here one can neither stand nor lie nor sit
There is not even silence in the mountains
But dry sterile thunder without rain

There is not even solitude in the mountains
But red sullen faces sneer and snarl

From doors of mudcracked houses

The fourth and most vital, most critical function of a mythol-
ogy, then, is to foster the centering and unfolding of the individual
in integrity, in accord with 4) himself (the microcosm), ¢) his cul-
ture (the mesocosm), b) the universe (the macrocosm), and a)
that awesome ultimate mystery which is both beyond and within
himself and all things:

Wherefrom words turn back,
Together with the mind, not having attained.®

Creative mythology, in Shakespeare’s sense, of the mirror *“to show
virtue her own feature, scorn her own image, and the very age and
body of the time his form and pressure,” ® springs not, like theol-

* Numbered reference notes begin on page 679.
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Figure 1. Orpheus the Savior; Domitilla Catacomb,
Rome, 3rd century A.D.

ogy, from the dicta of authority, but from the insights, sentiments,
thought, and vision of an adequate individual, loyal to his own ex-
perience of value. Thus it corrects the authority holding to the
shells of forms produced and left behind by lives once lived. Re-
newing the aet of experience itself, it restores to existence the qual-
ity of adventure, at once shattering and reintegrating the fixed, al-
ready known, in the sacrificial creative fire of the becoming thing
that is no thing at all but life, not as it will be or as it should be, as



8 CREATIVE MYTHOLOGY

it was or as it never will be, but as it is, in depth, in process, here
and now, inside and out.

Figure 1 shows an early Christian painting from the ceiling of
the Domitilla Catacomb in Rome, third century aA.D. In the central
panel, where a symbol of Christ might have been expected, the
legendary founder of the Orphic mysteries appears, the pagan poet
Orpheus, quelling animals of the wilderness with the magic of his
lyre and song. In four of the eight surrounding panels, Old and
New Testament scenes can be identified: David with his sling
(upper left), Daniel in the lion’s den (lower right), Moses drawing
water from the rock, Jesus resurrecting Lazarus. Alternating with
these are four animal scenes, two exhibiting, among trees, the
usual pagan sacrificial beast, the bull; two, the Old Testament ram.
Toward the corners are eight sacrificed rams’ heads (Christ, the
sacrificed “Lamb of God”), each giving rise to a vegetal spray
(the New Life), while in each of the corners Noah’s dove bears
the olive branch telling of the reappearance of land after the
Flood. The syncretism is deliberate, uniting themes of the two tra-
ditions of which Christianity was the product, and thus pointing
through and beyond all three traditions to the source, the source-
experience of a truth, a mystery, out of which their differing sym-
bologies arose. Isaiah’s prophecy of the Messianic age, when “the
wolf shall dwell with the lamb, and the leopard lie down with the
kid” (Isaiah 11:6), and the Hellenistic mystery theme of the real-
ization of harmony in the individual soul, are recognized as vari-
ants of one and the same idea, of which Christ was conceived to be
the fulfillment: the underlying theme in all being of the life tran-
scending death.

We may term such an underlying theme the “archetypal, nat-
ural, or elementary idea,” and its culturally conditioned inflections
“social, historical, or ethnic ideas.” * The focus of creative
thought is always on the former, which then is rendered, neces-
sarily, in the language of the time. The priestly, orthodox mind, on
the other hand, is always and everywhere focused upon the local,
culturally conditioned rendition.

Figure 2, from a set of pavement tiles from the ruins of Chertsey
Abbey (Surrey), c. 1270 A.D., shows the youthful Tristan harping
for his Uncle Mark. No one regarding this in its time would have
failed to associate the scene with the young David harping for
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Figure 2. Tristan Harping for King Mark

King Saul. “Saul,” we are told, “was afraid of David because
the Lord was with him but had departed from Saul” (I Samuel
18:12). By analogy, as Saul’'s kingdom went to David, so
Mark’s queen to his nephew. The ruler according to the
order merely of the day (the ethnic sphere), out of touch with the
enduring principles of his own nature and the world (the elemen-
tary), is displaced in his sovereignty (in his kingdom / in
his queen) by the revealer of the concealed harmony of all
things.

1. Where Words Turn Back

Figures 3’and 4 show the interior and the central figure of an
Orphic sacramental bowl of gold, dating approximately from the
period of the Domitilla ceiling. It was unearthed in the year 1837,



Figure 3. Orphic Sacramental Bowl; Rumania, 3rd or 4th century A.D.
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Figure 4. Central Figure of the Orphic Bowl

near the town of Pietroasa, in the area of Buzau, Rumania, to-
gether with twenty-one other precious pieces; and since one of the
large armbands of the hoard was inscribed with runic characters, a
number of the scholars first examining the treasure suggested that
it might have been buried by the Visigothic king Athanaric when,
in the year 381 A.p., he fled for protection from the Huns to By-
zantium. During the First World War the whole collection was
taken to Moscow to be kept from the Germans, where it was
melted down by the Russian Communists for its gold; so that noth-
ing can now be done to establish its origin or precise date. How-
ever, during the winter of 1867-1868 it had been on loan for six
months in England, where it was photographed and galvano-
Plastically reproduced. '

The figures are crude, according to classical standards, and may
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represent the work of a provincial craftsman. Rumania, it may be
recalled. was for centuries occupied by the Roman border legions
defending the Empire from the Goths and other Germanic tribes,
with, however, increasingly numerous German auxiliaries and even
officers of rank. Throughout the area and on into Central Europe
shrines of the Mithra mysteries have been discovered in abund-
ance; * and as this bowl reveals, the Orphic cult also was known.
Moreover, since it was from this province that a continuous stream
of Hellenistic influences flowed northward, throughout the Roman
period, to the Celtic as well as to the German tribes, and from
which, furthermore, in the Middle Ages, a powerful heresy of
Gnostic-Manichaean cast flooded westward into southern France
(precisely in the century of the rise of the love cult of the trou-
badours and legends of the Grail), the figures on this Orphic bowl
bear especial relevance not only to the religious but also to the lit-
erary and artistic traditions of the West. Indeed, already at its first
station, showing Orpheus as a fisherman, a host of associations
springs to mind.

1. Orpheus the Fisherman is here shown with his fishing pole,
the line wound around it, a mesh bag in his elevated hand, and a
fish lying at his feet. One thinks of Christ’s words to his fishermen
apostles, Peter, James, and John: “l shall make you fishers of
men™; ® but also of the Fisher King of the legends of the Grail:
and with this latter comes the idea that the central figure of the
vessel, seated with a chalice in her hands, may be a prototype of
the Grail Maiden in the castle to which the questing knight was di-
rected by the Fisher King. A very early model of the mystic fisher-
man appears on Babylonian seals in a figure known as the “War-
den of the Fish” (Figure 5),” while the most significant current
reference is on the ring worn by the Pope, the “Fisherman’s
Ring,” which is engraved with a representation of the miracu-
lous draft of fishes that afforded the occasion for Christ's words.

For the fishing image was appropriate in a special way
to the early Christian community, where in baptism the neo-
phyte was drawn from the water like a fish. Figure 6 is an
early Christian earthenware lamp showing such a neophyte clothed
as a fish, to be born, as it were, a second time, in accordance with
Christ’s teaching that “unless one is born of water and the Spirit,
he cannot enter thc kingdom of God.” ® The Hindu legend
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Figure 5. The Warden of the Fish; Babylonia, 2nd millennium B.C.

of the birth of the great sage Vyasa from a fish-born virgin
nicknamed Fishy Smell (whose proper name, however, was Truth)
may recur to mind at this point;* and one thinks also of
Jonah reborn from the whale—of whom it is said in the Mid-
rash that in the belly of the fish he typifies the soul of man
swallowed by Shecol.'® Christ himself is symbolized by a fish, and
on Friday a fish meal is consumed.

Evidently we have here broken into a context of con-
siderable antiquity, referring to a plunge into abyssal waters,
to emerge as though reborn; of which spiritual experience per-
haps the best-known ancient legend is of the plunge of the Baby-
lonian King Gilgamesh to pluck the plant of immortality from the
floor of the cosmic ocean.!! Figure 7, from an Assyrian cylinder
seal of c. 700 B.c. (the period to which the prophet Jonah is
commonly assigned), shows a worshiper with outstretched arms
arriving at this immortal plant on the floor of the abyss, where
it is found guarded by two fish-men.!* The god Assur of Nine-
veh (to which city Jonah was traveling when he was swallowed by
the whale) floats wonderfully above the scene. But Gilgamesh,
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Figure 6. Christian Neophyte in Fish Garb: early Christian lamp

it is recalled, lost the plant after he had come ashore. It was eaten
by a serpent; so that, whereas serpents now can shed their skins
to be reborn, man is mortal and must dic. As in the words
of the God of Eden to Adam after the fall. so here: man is dust
and unto dust he shall return. ™

Such, however, was not the idea of the Greeks of the mystery
tradition, who told of God (Zeus) creating man. not from life-
less dust, but from the ashes of the Titans who had consumed
his son, Dionysus.!* Man is in part, therefore. of immortal
Dionysian substance, though in part, also, of Titanic, mortal: and
in the mystery initiations he is made cognizant of the portion
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Figure 7. Fish Gods at the Tree of Life: Assyria, c. 700 B.C.

within him of the ever-living god who died to himsclf to live
manifold in us all.

In the sixteen figures of the once golden sacramental bowl of
Figure 3, the sequence of initiatory stages of that inward scurch
1s represented. Having been drawn to the mystic gate by
Orpheus’s fishing line, the ncophyte seen at Station 3 com-
mences the night-sea journey. sunwise round the bowl. Like the
setting sun, he descends in symbolic death into the carth and at
Station 14 recappears to a new day. qualified to experience the
“meeting of the eyes” of Hyperborean Apollo at Station 16.

2. A naked figure in attendance at the entrance, bearing on his
head a sacred chest (cista mystica). and with an ear of grain in
hand,* offers the contents of the chest to:

3. A kilted madle, the neophyte. He holds a torch in his left
hand, symbol of the goddess Perscphone of the netherworld. to
whose mystery (the truth about death) he is to be introduced.

* In classical reliefs such figures. bearing sacred chests, are frequently
smaller than those around them. We are not to interpret this figure as a child.
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Yet his cyes still hold to those of his mystagogue, the Fisher.
The raven of death perches on his shoulder,* while with his
right hand he lifts from the mystic chest an immense pine cone
symbolic of the life-renewing principle of the seed, which the death
and decay of its carrier, the cone, are to set frec. For, as in the
words of Paul, so here: “what you sow does not come to life un-
less it dies. . . . What is sown is perishable, what is raised is
imperishable.” 19

4. A draped female figure, porteress of the sanctuary, bearing in
her left hand a bowl and in her right a pail, conducts the neophyte
within. For as the female power resident in the earth releases the
seed-life from the cone, so will the mystery of the goddesses re-
lease the mind of this neophyte from its commitment to what Paul
(using the language of the mysteries) termed *this body of
death.” % On the early Mesopotamian cylinder seals, porters
at the entrances to shrines carried pails, like that of this figure, of
the mead of immortal life.!™ The fish-men of Figure 7 also carry
such pails. The neophyte is being guided to the sanctuary of
the two goddesses:

5. Demeter enthroned, in her right hand holding the flowering
scepter of terrestrial life, and in her left the open shears by which
life’s thread is cut; and

6. Her daughter, Persephone, as mistress of the nether-
world, enthroned beyond the reign of Demeter’s scepter and
shears. The torch, her emblem, symbolic of the light of the
netherworld, is a regenerative spiritual flame.

The neophyte now has learned the meaning of the raven that
perched on his shoulder when he entered the mystic way and of the
torch and cone that were placed in his hands. We see him next.
therefore, as:

7. The initiated mystes, standing with his left hand reverently to
his breast, holding a chaplet in his right.

8. Tyche, the goddess of Fortune, touches the initiate with a
wand that elevates his spirit above mortality, holding on her left
arm a cornucopia, symbolic of the abundance she bestows.

We are now just halfway around, at the point, as it were, of
midnight, where:

* Compare the symbolism of the initiations of Mithra. Occidental Mythol-
ogy, p. 225, and the Irish goddess of death, pp. 304-305.
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9. Agathodaemon, the god of Good Fortune, holding in his
right hand, turncd downward, the poppy stalk of the slecp
of death, and in his left, pointing upward, a large car of the
grain of life, is to introduce the initiate to:

10. The Lord of the Abyss. With his hammer in his right hand
and on his left arm a cornucopia, this dark and terrible god is en-
throned upon a scaly sea-beast. a sort of modified crocodile. His
hammer is the instrument of Plato’s Divine Artificer, by whom the
temporal world is fashioned on the model of eternal forms. But the
same hammer is symbolic, also, of the lightning bolt of illumina-
tion, by which ignorance concerning this same temporal world is
destroyed. Compare the symbolism of the god Zervan Akarana
in the initiations of Mithraism;'® also, the Indian divini-
ties who both create and destroy the world illusion.

The old Sumerian serpent-god Ningizzida is the ultimate arche-
type of this lord of the watery abyss from which mortal life arises
and back to which it returns.” Among the Celts, the underworld
god Sucellos represented this same dark power;? in the classi-
cal mythologies he was Hades-Pluto-Poseidon; and in Christian
mythology he is, exactly, the Devil.

Figure 8 will show, however, that there is an important differ-
ence between the Devil’s place in the Christian universe and
Ningizzida's or Hades-Pluto-Poseidon’s in the pagan. The illustra-
tion is from an illuminated twelfth-century handbook of everything
worth knowing, called The Little Garden of Delights (Hortulus
deliciarum), compiled by the Abbess Herrad von Landsberg (d.
1195) in her convent in Hohenburg. Alsace, to assist her nuns in
their teaching tasks.*! Its figure is based on a metaphor coined by
Gregory the Great, as Pope (590-604). to illustrate the doctrine
of salvation that was most favored throughout Christendom for the
first twelve hundred years. Known as “the ransom theory of salva-
tion,” it is based on the words of the Savior himself. as reported in
the Mark and Matthew Gospels: “For the Son of Man came not to
be served but to serve, and to give his life as a ransom for
many.” ** The second-century Greck bishop of Lyons, Ire-
nacus (130?7-202?) and the Alexandrian theologian Ori-
gen (185?7-254?) seem to have been among the first
to read a theological thesis into this metaphor, which then
was accepted even by Augustine (3547—430).%
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Figure 8. God the Father, Fishing; c. 1180 a.D.

What we see is God the Father in heaven, fishing for the Devil
in the form of the monster Leviathan, using for his line the kings
of the royal house of David, with the Cross for his hook, and his
Son affixed there as bait. For the Devil, through his ruse in the
Garden of Eden, had acquired a legal right to man’s soul, which
God, as a just God, had to honor. However, since the right had
been acquired by a ruse, God might justly terminate it by a ruse.
He offered as ransom for the soul of man the soul of his own
divine Son, knowing, as the Devil did not, that since the Second
Person of the Trinity is beyond the touch of corruption, Satan
would not be able to lay hold. Christ’s humanity was thus the bait
at which the Devil snapped like a fish, only to be caught on the
hook of the Cross, from which the Son of God, through his resur-
rection, escaped.

It is little wonder that Saint Anselm (1033-1109) should
have thought a new interpretation of the Incarnation desirable.
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In his celebrated tract, Cur deus homo? (“Why did God be-
come Man?’), which marks an epoch in Christian theology,
he proposed that the claimant in the case was not the Devil
but the Father, whose command had been disobeyed; and
the claim, moreover, was against man. What was required,
consequently, was not a ransom rendered to Satan, but atone-
ment rendered to God, in the sense of satisfaction for an injury
sustained. The injury, however, had been against the infinite
majesty of God, whereas man is finite. Hence, no act or offering by
any number of men could ever have cleared the account. And
God’s whole program for creation was meanwhile being frus-
trated by this legal impasse. Cur deus homo? The answer is
suggested in two stages:

1. In Christ, true God and true Man, the species Man had a
pertfect representative, who at the same time was infinite and con-
sequently adequate to make satisfaction for an infinite offense.

2. Merely living perfectly, as Christ did, however, would not
have sufficed to compensate for man’s fault, since living perfectly
is no more than man’s duty and produces no merit to spare. “If
man has had a sweet experience in sinning, is it not fitting,” An-
selm argued “that he should have a hard experience in satisfying?
. . . But there is nothing harder or more difficult that a man can
suffer for the honor of God spontaneously, and not of debt, than
death, and in no way can man give himself more fully to God than
when he surrenders himself to death for His honor.”

Christ’s dying was necessary because he willed it; but at the
same time was not necessary, because God did not demand it. The
Son’s death, therefore, was voluntary, and the Father had to
recompense him. However, since nothing could be given to
the Son, who already had all, Christ passed the benefit
earned to mankind; so that God now rejects no on¢ who
comes to him in the name of Christ—on condition that he
come as Holy Scripture directs.2*

It is difficult to believe today that anyone could ever have taken
seriously either of these attributions of legal mathematics to a God
supposed to.be transcendent. They are known, respectively, as the
“ransom” and the “penal” doctrines of redemption. A third sug-
gestion was offered by Saint Anselm’s brilliant contemporary,
the lover of Heloise, Abelard (1079-1142), but rejected by the
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churchmen as unacceptable; namely. that Christ’s self-offering was
addressed neither to the Devil nor to God, but to man, to prove
God’s love, to waken love in response, and thus to win man back
to God. All that was asked for redemption was a response of love
in return, and the power of love then itself would operate to effect
the reunion that is mankind’s proper end.*> However, as Professor
Etienne Gilson of the Pontifical Institute of Mediaeval Studies,
Toronto, points out in his History of Christian Philosophy in the
Middle Ages*® there is throughout Abelard’s thinking an indiffer-
ence to the distinction between natural and supernatural grace, the
merely natural virtues of the unbaptized and the priceless gift of
God in the sacraments. Abelard was one of those who believed
that the unbaptized might be saved; which implied that the sacra-
ments were unnecessary, and natural grace sufficient for salva-
tion. What about the pagan philosophers on whose writings Chris-
tian thought itself was grounded? he asked. And what of the
prophets and all those who have lived by their words?

“Abélard,” writes Professor Gilson, “is here freely indulging in
his general tendency to look upon grace as a blossoming of nature,
or inversely . . . to conceive Christianity as the total verity which
includes all others within it. . . . Christian revelation was never,
for him, an impassable barrier dividing the chosen from the con-
demned and truth from error. . . . One cannot read Abélard
without thinking of those educated Christians of the sixteenth cen-
tury, Erasmus for example, to whom the distance from ancient
wisdom to the wisdom of the Gospel will scem so short.” 27

The biblical representation of God as somebody “up there”
(rather like the god Assur in Figure 7), not the substance, but the
maker of this universe, from which he is distinct, had deprived
matter of a divine dimension and reduced it to mere dust.
Hence, whatever the pagan world had regarded as evidence
of a divine presence in nature, the Church interpreted as of the
Devil. Poseidon’s trident (which in India is Shiva’s) became
thus the Devil's popular pitchfork; Poseidon’s great bull,
sire of the Minotaur (in India, Shiva’s bull Nandi) gave the
Devil his cloven foot and horns; the very name, Hades, of
the god of the underworld became a designation of that inferno
which Heinrich Zimmer once described wittily as “Mr. Lucifer’s
luxury skyscraper apartment-hotel for lifers, plunged top down-
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ward in the abyss”; and the creative life-fire of the netherworld,
displayed in Persephone’s torch, became a recking furnace of sin.

The simplest way, therefore, to suggest in Christian terms the
sense of the Orphic initiation at Station 10 might be to say that
here the Devil himself is taken to be the immanent presence of
God. However, whereas in the Christian view the Devil, like God,
is an independent personage “out there,” what the mystes learned
at this Orphic station was that the god of the creative sea, the
moving tremendum of this world, was an aspect of himself,
to be experienced within—exactly as in the Indian Tantric
tradition, where all the gods and demons, heavens and hells,
are discovered and displayed within us—and this ground of
being, which is both giver and taker of the forms that appear and
disappear in space and time, though dark indeed, cannot be
termed evil unless the world itself is to be so termed. The lesson
of Hades-Pluto, Poseidon-Neptune-Shiva, is not that our
mortal part is ignoble but that within it—or at one with it—is
that immortal Person whom the Christians split into God and
Devil and think of as “out there.”

And so we move to the next station, of:

11. The Mystes, fully initiate. He bears a bowl, as though en-
dowed with a new capacity. His hair is long, and his right hand, on
his belly, suggests a woman who has conceived. Yet the
chest is clearly male. Thus an androgyne theme is suggested, sym-
bolic of a spiritual experience uniting the opposed ways of know-
ledge of the male and female; and fused with this idea is that of
a new life conceived within. Above the crown of the head,
symbolic center of realization, is a pair of spiritual wings. The
initiate is now fit to return to the world of normal day.
There follow:

12 and 13. Two young men regarding each other. As to the
identity of these, there has been considerable academic disagree-
ment. The French archaeologist Charles de Linas believed they
represented Castor and Triptolemus.* However, to this the late
Professor Hans Leisegang of the University of Jena objected rea-
sonably that in that case Castor would have been separated from
his inseparable twin, Pollux.?® The pair, he suggested, might
rather represent two mystes bearing scourges (for in certain mys-

* For Triptolemus, see Occidental Mythology, Figure 14.
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teries scourging played a part). However, to me this seems un-
likely, since if scourging were to have been noticed, we should
have had it earlier in the series, on the way down, not the way
up.

For myself, I cannot see why the two should not be identified as
(12) the immortal twin Pollux and (13) the mortal Castor. For
the mystes, departing from the sanctuary of his experience of an-
drogyny (beyond the opposites not only of femininity and mascu-
linity but also of life and death, time and eternity), must resume
his place in the light world without forfeiting the wisdom gained;
and exactly proper to the sense of such a passage is the dual symbol
of the twins, immortal and mortal, respectively, Pollux and Cas-
tor. The legs of the two are straight, the only such in the com-
position; they touch at the feet, and the two are looking at each
other. Both were horsemen; hence the whips. Furthermore, on
the shoulder of the second the raven again perches that has
not been seen since the passage of the dual-goddess thresh-
old, opposite, where the passage was into the realm of knowledge
beyond death, from which we are now emerging. The raven on
the right shoulder and torch in the left hand here correspond
to the raven and torch at Station 3, to which the whip in the right
hand now adds a token of the initiate’s acquired knowledge
of his immortal part as a member of the symbolic twin-horsemen
syzygy. And I am encouraged in this interpretation by the view
of Professor Alexander Odobesco of the University of Bucha-
rest, the first scholar to examine this bowl, who identified
these two as the Alci, the German counterparts of Castor and
Pollux; for since both the Greeks and the Romans strove gen-
erally to recognize analogies between their own and alien
gods, it is altogether likely that, whether in the hands of
some German chieftain or in those of a Roman officer, the
twin horsemen would have been recognized as readily by their
German as by their Greek or Roman names.

The last three figures of the series return us to the light world:

14. The returning mystes, clothed exactly as at Station 3, now
bears in his left hand a basket of abundance and in his right a sage’s
staff. He is conducted by:

15. A draped female figure with pail and bowl, counterpart of
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the figure at Station 4. Vines and fruit are at her right and left:
fulfillment has been attained. She leads the initiate toward the god
to whose vision he has at last arrived, on whom his eyes are fixed:

16. Hyperborean Apollo, the mythopoetic personification of the
transcendent aspect of the Being of beings, as the Lord of the
Abyss at Station 10 represented the immanent aspect of
the same. He sits gracefully with lyre in hand and a griffin repos-
ing at his feet: the very god addressed as the Lord of both
Day and Night in the Orphic hymns:

For thou surveyest this boundless ether all,

And every part of this terrestrial ball

Abundant, blessed; and thy piercing sight

Extends beneath the gloomy, silent night;

The world’s wide bounds, all-flourishing, are thine,
Thyself of all the source and end divine.®

Having circled the full round, the mystes now is in possession of
the knowledge of that mover beyond the motions of the universe,
from whose substance the sun derives its light and the dark its light
of another kind. The lyre suggests the Pythagorean “harmony of
the spheres,” and the griffin at the god’s feet, combining the forms
of the solar bird and solar beast, eagle and lion, is the counter-
player to the symbolic animal-fish, the crocodile of night. More-
over, the knowledge through these two gods of the mystery be-
yond duality is the only knowledge adequate to the sense of:

The Great Goddess (Figure 4). By whatever name, she it is
within whose universal womb both day and night are enclosed, the
worlds both of life, symbolized by Demeter (5), and of death,
life’s daughter, Persephone (6). The grapevine entwining her
throne is matched by that of the outer margin of the bowl; and
she holds in both hands a large chalice of the ambrosia of this vine
of the universe: the blood of her ever-dying, ever-living slain and
resurrected son, Dionysus-Bacchus-Zagreus—or, in the older,
Sumero-Babylonian myths, Dumuzi-absu, Tammuz—the “child of
the abyss,” whose blood, in this chalice to be drunk, is the pagan
prototype of the wine of the sacrifice of the Mass, which is tran-
substantiated by the words of consecration into the blood of the
Son of the Virgin.
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Figure 9. Orpheos Bakkikos Crucified; c¢. 300 A.D.

Figure 9 is from a cyclinder seal of 300 A.p.3° The date
is of the general period of both the Domitilla ceiling and the
Pietroasa bowl, and as Dr. Eisler, in whose Orpheus the Fisher
the figure was first published, suggests, it must have belonged
to “an Orphic initiate who had turned Christian without giv-
ing up completely his old religious beliefs.” 3! The inscription
is unmistakable: Orpheos Bakkikos. The seven stars rep-
resent the Pleiades, known to antiquity as the Lyre of Orpheus,
and the cross suggests, besides the Christian Cross, the chief
stars sx#s of the constellation Orion, known also as that of

*
Dionysus. The crescent is of the ever-waning and -waxing
moon, which is three days dark as Christ was three days in the
tomb.

Interpreted in Orphic terms, such a crucified redeemer, in his
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human character as Orpheos (True Man), would have represented
precisely that “ultimate surrender of self, in love ‘to the utter-
most,” ” which both the Bishop John A. T. Robinson of Woolwich
and the late Dr. Paul Tillich have proposed as the mystic lesson of
Christ’s crucifixion.?? But at the same time, in his divine character
as Bakkikos (True God), the image must have symbolized that
coming to us of the personified transcendent “ground of Being,”
through whose willing self-dismemberment as the substance (not
the creator merely) of this world, that which there is one becomes
these many here—"“like a felled tree, cut up into logs” (Rg
Vedal: 32).

It is, however, by way of the Goddess Mother of the universe,
whose womb is the apriority of space and time, that the one, there,
becomes these many, here. It is she who is symbolized by the
Cross; as, for instance, in the astrological-astronomical sign signi-
fying earth @. It is into and through her that the god-substance
pours into this field of space and time in a continuous act of
world-creative self-giving; and through her, in return—her guid-
ance and her teaching—that these many are led back, beyond her
reign, to the light beyond dark from which all come.

Returning, therefore, to Figure 3, we now remark that in the in-
ner circle surrounding her seat there is a reclining human being,
apparently a shepherd, by whose legs there lies (or runs) a dog,
before whose nose we see a recumbent (or fleeing) donkey colt.
The reclining figure, in contrast to those upright in the outer
series, suggests sleep, the spiritual state of the uninitiated natural
man, who sees without understanding; whereas the knowledge
gained by the mystes in the outer circle is of those eternal forms,
or Platonic ideas, that are the structuring principles of all things,
inherent in all, and to be recognized by the wakened mind.

In this inner circle, at the opposite point to the dreamer, two
asses—recumbent and standing—browsing on a plant are them-
selves about to be consumed by a leopard and a lion. The lesson is
the same as that of “The Self-Consuming Power” represented on
the old Sumerian seal of c¢. 3500 B.c. reproduced in a preceding
volume of this work, Oriental Mythology, Figure 2. The ever-
dying, ever-living god, who is the reality of all beings, our eyes see
as the consumer and consumed. However, the initiate, who has
penetrated the veil of nature, knows that the one life immortal
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lives in all: namely, the god whose symbol is the vine here growing
from the feet of the World Goddess and encircling the composition.
Of old he was known as Dionysus-Orphcus-Bacchus; earlier still,
Dumuzi-Tammuz; but we hear of him, also, in the words of that
one, about to be crucificd, who at the banquct of his Last Supper
spoke (as quoted in the John Gospel) to his zodiac of apostles: “I
am the vine, you are the branches. He who abides in me, and I in
him, he it is that bears much fruit, for apart from me you can do
nothing.” 33

In a word, then, the same symbols, words, and mysterics were
associated with the ancient pagan vinc as with the Christian gospel
of the new. For the myth of the dead and resurrected god whosc
being is the life-pulse of the universc had becen known to the
pagans millenniums before the crucifixion of Christ. In the carliest
agricultural communities the image had been rendered in rites of
actual human sacrifice, the aim of which had been magical, to
make the crops grow. In the later Hellenistic cosmopolitan cities, on
the other hand, wherc a concern for the inner man rcmoved
from the stabilizing influences of naturc and the soil was
more acutely felt than the earlier, for the crops, the ancient myth
became interiorized, translated from the syntax of earth-
magic to spiritual initiation; from the work of enlivening fields
to that of livening the soul®! And in this it became joined
with Greek philosophy, science, and the arts, to uncover the
ways to a knowledge of those intelligible forms that are the
“models” (in Platonic terms; or, as Aristotle taught, the “entele-
chies”) of all things: the immanent “thoughts” of that First
Mover, called God, who is both separate, “by Himself,” and
yet identical with the nature of the universe as thc order and
potential of its parts.33

And if we now ask why, in thc Domitilla ceiling, it is Orphcus,
not Jesus, who holds the central, solar place, the answer, I think, is
clear. The Jewish idea of the Messianic age is of a time to come.
The earliest Christian notion was that the time had already come.
By the end of the second century, however, it was obvious that the
end of time had not come. The necessity arose. therefore, to rein-
terprct the prophecy as referring either to an end postponed to
some unspecified futurc date. or to an end not of the world, as in
Hebrew thought, but of delusion, as in Greek. The former was the
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orthodox Christian solution, the latter the Orphic-Gnostic, casting
Christ in the role of the mystagogue supreme. And accordingly, as
we have seen, the symbol of Christ as the crucified God-Man had
then to be read not in the way of either Saint Gregory's “‘ransom”
or Saint Anselm’s “penal” doctrinc. but of Abelard’s, Paul Til-
lich’s, and Bishop Robinson’s, of “mutual approach™; namely.
read from therc to here, as of the god, the Being of beings, will-
ingly come to the Cross to be dismembered, broken into mortal
fragments, “like a felled tree cut into logs™; and simultaneously
read the other way—here to thcrc—as of thce self-noughting
individual abandoning attachment to his mortal portion to re-
join the archetype, thus achieving atonement, not in the
penal sense of a legal “reparation for injury,” but in the earlier,
mystical meaning of the term: at-one-ment.

1. The Trackless Way

“What greater misfortune for a state can be conceived than that
honorable men should be sent like criminals into exile, because
they hold diverse opinions which they cannot disguise? What, say
I, can be more hurtful than that men who have committed no
crime or wickedness should, simply because they are enlightened,
be treated as enemics and put to death, and that the scaffold, the
terror of evil-doers, should become the stage where the highest ex-
amples of tolerance and virtue are displayed to the people with all
the marks of ignominy that authority can devise?” 3¢

These are the words of Benedict Spinoza (1632-1677), a Jew
in refuge from his own synagoguc, whom the German romantic
Novalis (1772-1801) was to celebrate as ein gottbetrunkener
Mensch, “a God-intoxicated man.” In a period of appalling reli-
gious massacres, writing, as he declared, “to show that not only is
perfect liberty to philosophize compatible with devout picty and
with the peace of the statc, but that to take away such liberty is to
destroy the public peace and even piety itsclf,” Spinoza represents
as courageously and splendidly as anyone in the European rccord
those principles of enlightenment and integrity that he stood for.
His own writing was denounced in his timc as an instrument
“forged in hell by a renegade Jew and the Devil.” In a world of
madmen flinging thc Bible at onc another—French Calvinists,
German Lutherans, Spanish and Portuguesc inquisitors, Dutch
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rabbis, and miscellaneous others—Spinoza had the spirit to point
out (what should have been obvious to all) that thc Bible “is in
parts imperfect, corrupt, crroneous, and inconsistent with itself,”
whereas the real “word of God” is not something written in a book
but “inscribed on the heart and mind of man.”

The world, men had begun to learn, was not a nest of revolving
crystalline spheres with the earth at its precious center and man
thereon as the chief concern of the moon, the sun, the planets, the
fixed stars, and, beyond all these, a King of Kings on a throne of
jeweled gold, surrounded by nine rapturous choirs of many-winged
luminous seraphim, cherubim, thrones, dominions, virtues,
powers, principalities, archangels, and angels. Nor is there any-
where toward the core of this earth a pit of flaming souls, scream-
ing, tortured by devils who are fallen angcls all. There never was a
Garden of Eden, where the first human pair ate forbidden fruit,
seduced by a serpent who could talk, and so brought dcath into the
waorld; for there had been death here for millenniums before the
specics Man evolved: the dcaths of dinosaurs and of trilobites, of
birds, fish, and mammals, and even of creaturcs that were almost
men. Nor could there ever have occurred that universal Flood to
float the toy menagerie of Noah’s Ark to a summit of the Elburz
range, whence the animals, then, would have studiously crawled,
hopped, swum, or galloped to their continents: kangaroos and
duck-billed platypuses to far-away Australia, llamas to Peru,
guinea pigs to Brazil, polar bears to the farthest north, and os-
triches to the south. . . . It is hard to believe today that for
doubting such extravagances a philosopher was actually burned
alive in the Campo dei Fiori in Rome in the Year of Our Lord
1600; or that as late as the year of Darwin’s Origin of Species,
1859, men of authority still could quote this kind of lore against a
work of science.

“The fool says in his heart, ‘There is no God’” (Psalms 14:1;
53:1). There is, however, another type of fool, more dangerous
and surc of himself, who says in his heart and proclaims to all the
world, “Therc is no God but mine.”

Giordano Bruno (1548-1600), the indiscrect philosopher who
was burned in the Campo dei Fiori—where his statue by the sculptor
Ferrari now stands—was incinerated not because he had said in
his heart, “There is no God”; for in fact he had taught and written
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that there is a God, who is both transcendent and immanent. As
transcendent, according to Bruno's understanding, God is outside
of and prior to the universe and unknowable by reason; but as
immanent, he is the very spirit and nature of the universe, the
image in which it is created, and knowable thus by sense, by
reason, and by love, in gradual approximation. God is in all and in
every part, and in him all opposites, including good and evil, coin-
cide. Bruno was burned alive for teaching the truth that the mathe-
matician Copernicus had demonstrated five years before his birth;
namely, that the earth revolves around the sun, not the sun around
the earth, which, as all Christian authoritics, Catholic and Protecs-
tant, as well as Bruno himself, knew, was a doctrine contrary to
the Bible. The actual point in question, throughout the centuries of
Christian persecution, has never been faith in God, but faith in the
Bible as the word of God, and in the Church (this Church or that)
as the interpreter of that word. Bruno held that the Old Testament
tales teach necither science, history, nor metaphysics, but morality
of a kind; and he placed them on a level with Greek mythology,
which teaches morality of another kind. He also expressed unor-
thodox views on the delicate topics of the Virgin Birth of Jesus
and the mystery of transubstantiation. The function of a church,
he declared, is the same as that of a state; it is social and practical:
the security of the community, the prosperity and well-doing of its
members. Dissension and strife are dangerous to the state, hence
the need of an authoritative doctrine and the enforcement of its
acceptance and of outward conformity with it; but the Church has
no right to go further, to interfere with the pursuit of knowledge,
of truth, which is the object of philosophy or science.?”

The altogether new thing in the world that was making all the
trouble was the scientific method of research, which in that period
of Galileo, Kepler, Descartes, Harvey, and Francis Bacon was ad-
vancing with enormous strides. All walls, all the limitations, all the
certainties of thc ages were in dissolution, tottering. Therc had
never been anything like it. In fact this cpoch, in which we are par-
ticipating still, with continually opening vistas, can be compared in
magnitude and promise only to that of the eighth to fourth millen-
fiums B.C.: of the birth of civilization in the nuclecar Near East,
when the inventions of food production, grain agriculture and
stockbreeding, released mankind from the primitive condition of
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foraging and so made possible an establishment of soundly
grounded communities: first villages, then towns, then cities, king-
doms, and cmpires. Leo Frobenius in his Monumenta Terrarum 3*
wrote of the age that opened at that distant date as the Monu-
mental Age—now closing—and of the age now before us, dawn-
ing, as the Global.

“We are concerncd no longer with cultural inflections,” he
declared, “but with a passage from one culture stage to an-
other. In all previous ages, only restricted portions of the surface
of the earth were known. Men looked out from the narrowest,
upon a somewhat larger neighborhood, and beyond that, a
great unknown. They were all, so to say, insular: bound in.
Whereas our view is confined no longer to a spot of space on
the surface of this earth. It surveys the whole of the planet. And
this fact, this lack of horizon, is something new.”

Now it has been—as I have already said—chiefly to the scien-
tific method of research that this release of mankind has becn duc,
and along with mankind as a whole, every developed individ-
ual has been freed from the oncc protective but now dissolved
horizons of the local land, local moral code, local modes of group
thought and sentiment, local heritages of signs. But this scien-
tific method was itself a product of the minds of already self-
reliant individuals couragecous enough to be free. Morcover,
not only in the sciences but in every department of life the will
and courage to credit one’s own senses and to honor one’s
own decisions, to name onc’s own virtues and to claim one’s own
vision of truth, have been thce gencrative forces of thc new age,
the enzymes of the fermentation of the wine of this great modern
harvest—which is a wine, however, that can be safely drunk
only by those with a courage of their own.

For this age is one of unbridled, headlong adventure, not only
for those addressed to the outward world, but also for those turned
inward, released from the guidance of tradition. Its motto is per-
haps most aptly formulated in Albert Einstcin’s statement of the
principle of rclativity, set down in the year 1905: “Nature is such
that it is impossible to dctermine absolute motion by any experi-
ment whatsoever.” 3 In these fifteen words we find summarized
the results of a decade of experiments in various quarters of Eu-
rope, to establish some absolute standard of rest, some static envi-
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ronment of ether, as a fixed frame of rcference against which the
movements of the stars and suns might be measured. None was
found. And this negative result only confirmed what Sir Isaac
Newton (1642-1727) had already suspected when he wrote in his
Principia:

It is possible that in the remote regions of the fixed stars, or

perhaps far beyond them, there may be some body absolutely at

rest, but it is impossible to know from the positions of bodies to
one another in our regions whether any one of these do not keep
the samc position to that remotc body. It follows that absolute
rest cannot be determined from the position of bodies in our

region. 40

It might be said, in fact, that the principle of relativity had been
defined already in mythopoetic, moral, and metaphysical terms in
that sentence from the twelfth-century hermetic Book of the
Twenty-four Philosophers, “God is an intelligible sphere, whose
center is everywhere and circumference nowhere,” *' which has
been quoted with relish through the centuries by a significant
number of influential European thinkers; among others, Alan of
Lille (1128-1202), Nicholas Cusanus (1401-1464), Rabelais
(14907-1553), Giordano Bruno (1548-1600), Pascal (1623-
1662), and Voltaire (1694-1778).

In a sense, then, our recent mathematicians, physicists, and
astronomers have only validated for their own fields a general
principle long recognized in European thought and fecling. Whereas
formerly, in the old Sumerian world view, preserved in the Old
Testament, the notion of a stable cosmological order had prevailed
and was matchcd by the priestly concept of an established moral
order as well; we now find that, matching our recent cosmological
recognition of the relativity of all measures to the instrument
doing the measuring, there is a growing realization cven in the
moral ficld that all judgments are (to use Nietzsche’s words)
“human, all too human.”

Oswald Spengler, in The Decline of the West, coined the term
“historical pseudomorphosis™ to designate, as he explained, “those
cases in which an older alien culture lies so massively over a land
that a young culture, born in this land, cannot get its breath and
fails not only to achieve pure and specific expression forms, but
even to develop fully its own sclf-consciousness.” ** The figure
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was adopted from the tcrminology of the science of mincralogy,
where the word pseudomorphosis, “false formation,” refers to the
deceptive outer shape of a crystal that has solidified within a rock
crevice or other mold incongruous to its inner structure. An impor-
tant part of the Levantinc (or, as Spengler termed it, Magian)
culture developed in such a way under Greek and Roman pres-
sures; but then suddenly, with Mohammed, it broke free to evolve
in its own style the civilization of Islam; ** and in like manner the
North European culture developed throughout its Gothic period
under an overlay of both classical Greco-Roman and Levantine
biblical forms, in each of which there was the idca of a single law
for mankind, from which notion we arc only now beginning to
break free.

The biblical law was supposed to be of a supernatural order, re-
ceived by special revelation from a God set apart from nature, who
demanded absolute submission of the individual will. But in the
classical portion of our dual heritage, too, there is equally the con-
cept of a single normative moral law; a natural law, this time,
however, discoverable by reason. Yet if there is any one thing that
our modern archives of anthropology, history, physiology, and
psychology prove, it is that therc is no single human norm.

The British anatomist Sir Arthur Keith testified to the psycho-
somatic determination of this relativism some thirty-odd years
ago. “Within the brain,” hec wrote in a piece composed for what
used to be called the General Reader, “there are some eighteen
thousand million of microscopic living units or nerve cells. These
units are grouped in myriads of battalions, and the battalions are
linked together by a system of communication which in complexity
has no parallel in any telephone network devised by man. Of the
millions of nerve units in the brain not one is isolated. All are con-
nected and take part in handling the ceascless strcams of messages
which flow into the brain from eyes, ears, fingers, feet, limbs. and
body.” And then he moved to his conclusion:

If nature cannot reproduce the same simple pattern in any
two fingers, how much morc impossible is it for her to repro-
duce the same pattern in any two brains, the organization of
which is so inconceivably complex! Every child is born with a
certain balance of faculties, aptitudes, inclinations. and instinc-
tive leanings. In no two is the balance alike, and each different
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brain has to deal with a different tide of experience. I marvel,
then, not that one man should disagree with another concerning
the ultimate realities of life, but that so many, in spite of the di-
versity of their inborn natures, should rcach so large a measure
of agreement.**

Thus, as in the world without, of Einstein, so in the world with-
in, of Keith, there is no point of absolute rest, no Rock of Ages on
which a man of God might stand assured or a Prometheus be im-
paled. But this too was only somcthing that in the arts and philos-
ophies of post-Gothic Europe had already been recognized; for in-
stance, in metaphysical tcrms, in the writings of Arthur Schopen-
hauer (1788-1860). This melancholy genius—touched, like the
Buddha, by the spectacle of the world’s sorrow—was the first
major philosopher of the West to recognize the relevance of Ve-
dantic and Buddhistic thought to his own; yet in his doctrine of the
metaphysical ground of the unique character of each and every
human individual he stood worlds apart from the indifference of all
Indian thought to individuation. The goal in India, whether in Hin-
duism, Buddhism, or Jainism, is to purge away individuality
through insistence first upon the absolute laws of caste (dharma),
and then upon the long-known, marked-out stages of the way
(marga) toward indifference to the winds of time (nirvana). The
Buddha himself only renewcd the timeless teaching of the Bud-
dhas, and all Buddhas, cleansed of individuality, look alike. For
Schopenhauer, on the other hand (though indeed in the end he saw
the denial of the will-to-life as thc highest spiritual goal), not castc
or a social order but intelligent, responsible autonomy in the real-
ization of character and in sympathy and wecll-doing was the cri-
terion of moral worth, having as general guide the formula: “Hurt
none; but, as far as possible, benefit all.”

For in Schopenhauer’s view, the species Homo sapiens repre-
sents the achievement of a stage in cvolution beyond the mcaning
of the word “species” when applied to animals, since among men
each individual is in himself, as it were, a species. “No animals,” he
states, “exhibit individuality to any such remarkable degree. The
higher types, it is true, show traces; yet even there, it is the char-
acter of the species that predominates and there is little individ-
uality of physiognomy. Moreover, the farther down we go, the
more does every trace of individual character disappear in the
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common character of the species, until, at last, only a general phys-
iognomy remains.” #6

In the pictorial arts, Schopenhauer then observes, there is a dis-
tinction between the aims of those addressed to the beauty and
grace of a species and those concerned to render the character of
an individual. Animal sculpture and painting are of the former
type; portraiture in sculpture and painting, of the latter. A mid-
ground is to be recognized in the rendition of the nude; for here—
at least in the classical arts—the figure is regarded in terms of the
beauty of its species, not the character of the individual. Where the
individual appears, the figure is naked, not properly a “nude.” #*
However, the nakedness itself may be advanced to the status of
portraiture if the address is to the character of the subject; for, as
Schopenhauer sees, individuality extends to the entire embodi-
ment. 48

And so we now note that in classical art the culminating
achievement, the apogee, was the beautiful standing nude: a rev-
elation physically of the ideal of the norm of the human species, in
accord with the quest of Greek philosophy for the moral and spir-
itual norm. Whereas, in contrast, at the apogee of Renaissance and
Baroque achievement the art of portraiture came to flower— in
the canvases, for instance, of Titian, Rembrandt, Diirer, and
Velazquez. Even the nudes in this period are portraits, and in the
large historical canvases, such as Veldzquez’s “Surrender of Breda”
(in the Prado), portraiture again prevails. The epochs of history
are read not as impersonal, anonymous effects of what arc being
called today the “winds of change” (as though history moved of
itself), but as the accomplishments of specific individuals. And in
the little as well as in the great affairs of life the accent remains on
character—as in the paintings of Toulouse-Lautrec from the Mou-
lin Rouge.

The masters of these works, then, are the prophets of the pre-
sent dawn of the new age of our species, identifying that aspect of
the wonder of the world most appropriate to our contemplation: a
pantheon not of beasts or of superhuman celestials, not even of
ideal human beings transfigured beyond themselves, but of actual
individuals beheld by the eye that penetrates to the presences actu-
ally there.

Let me quote again from the philosopher:
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As the gencral human form corresponds to our general hu-
man will, so the individual bodily form to the individually inflec-
ted will of the personal character; hence, it is in every part char-
acteristic and full of expression.*

The ultimate ground of the individual character, Schopenhauer
states, in perfect accord with the finding of Sir Arthur Keith. lies
beyond research, beyond analysis; it is in the body of the individ-
ual as it comes to birth. Hence, the circumstances of the environ-
ment in which the individual lives do not determine the char-
acter. They provide only the furtherances and hindrances of its
‘temporal fulfillment, as do soil and rain the growth and flowering
of seed. “The experiences and illuminations of childhood and early
youth,” he writes in a sentence anticipating much that has been
clinically confirmed by others since, “become in later life the types,
standards and patterns of all subsequent knowledge and experi-
ence, or as it were, the categories according to which all later
things are classified—not always consciously, however. And so it
is that in our childhood years the foundation is laid of our later
view of the world, and thercwith as well of its superficiality or
depth: it will be in later years unfolded and fulfilled. not essentially
changed.” *°

The inborn, or, as Schopenhauer terms it, intelligible character is
unfolded only gradually and imperfectly through circumstance; and
what comes to view in this way he calls the empirical (experienced
or observed) character. OQur neighbars, through observation of this
empirical character, often become more aware than oursclves of
the intelligible, innate personality that is secretly shaping our life.
We have to learn through experience what we are, want, and can
do, and “until then,” declares Schopenhauer, “we are character-
less, ignorant of ourselves, and have often to be thrown back onto
our proper way by hard blows from without. When finally we shall
have learned, however, we shall have gained what the world calls
‘character’—which is to say, earned character. And this, in short,
is neither more nor less than the fullest possible knowledge of our
own individuality.”

A great portrait is, then, a revelation, through the “empirical,”
of the “intelligible” character of a being whose ground is beyond
our comprehension. The work is an icon, so to say, of a spirituality
true to this earth and to its life, where it is in the creatures of this
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world that the Delectable Mountains of our Pilgrim’s Progress are
discovered, and where the radiance of the City of God is recog-
nized as Man. The arts of Shakespearc and Cervantes are revela-
tions, texts and chapters, in this way, of the actual living mythol-
ogy of our present developing humanity. And since the object of
contemplation here is man—not man as species, or as representing
some social class, typical situation, passion, or idea (as in Indian
literature and art) **—but as that specific individual which he is,
or was, and no other, it would appear that the pantheon, the gods,
of this mythology must be its variously realized individuals, not as
they may know or not know themselves, but as the canvas of art
reveals them: each in himself (as in Schopenhauer’s phrase) “the
entire World-as-Will in his own way.” The French sculptor
Antoine Bourdelle (1861-1929) used to say to the pupils in
his studio: “L’art fait ressortir les grandes lignes de la nature.”
James Joyce in A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man writes
of “the whatness of a thing” as that “supreme quality of beauty”
which is recognized when “you see that it is that thing which it is
and no other thing.” 5 And we have also, again, Shakespeare’s
figure of “‘the mirror.”

And just as in the past cach civilization was the vehicle of its
own mythology, developing in character as its myth became pro-
gressively interpreted, analyzed, and elucidated by its leading minds,
so in this modern world—where the application of science to the
fields of practical life has now dissolved all cultural horizons, so
that no separate civilization can ever develop again—each indi-
vidual is the center of a mythology of his own, of which his own
intelligible character is the Incarnate God, so to say, whom his
empirically questing consciousness is to find. The aphorism of
Delphi, “Know thyseclf,” is the motto, And not Rome, not Mecca,
not Jerusalem, Sinai, or Benares, but each and every “thou” on
earth is the center of this world, in the sense of that formula just
quoted from the twelfth-century Book of the Twenty-four Philos-
ophers, of God as “an intelligible sphere, whose center is every-
where.”

In the marvelous thirteenth-century legend called La Queste del
Saint Graal, it is told that when the knights of the Round Table set
forth, each on his own steed, in quest of the Holy Grail, they de-
parted separately from the castle of King Arthur. “And now each
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one,” we are told, “went the way upon which he had decided, and
they set out into the forest at one point and another, there where
they saw it to be thickest” (la ou il la voient plus espesse); so that
each, entering of his own volition, leaving behind the known good
company and table of Arthur's towered court, would experience
the unknown pathless forest in his own heroic way.54

Today the walls and towers of the culture-world that then were
in the building are dissolving; and whereas hcroes then could set
forth of their own will from the known to the unknown, we today,
willy-nilly, rmust enter the forest la ou nos la voions plus espesse:
and, like it or not, the pathless way is the only way now before
us.

But of course, on the other hand, for those who can still con-
trive to live within the fold of a traditional mythology of some
kind, protection is still affordcd against the dangers of an individ-
ual life; and for many the possibility of adhering in this way to es-
tablished formulas is a birthright they rightly cherish, since it will
contribute meaning and nobility to their unadventured lives, from
birth to marriage and its duties and, with the gradual failure of
powers, a peaceful passage of the last gate. For, as thc psalmist
sings, ‘““Steadfast love surrounds him who trusts in the Lord”
(Psalm 32:10); and to those for whom such protcction scems a
prospect worthy of all sacrifice, an orthodox mythology will afford
both the patterns and the sentiments of a lifetime of good repute.

However, by those to whom such living would be not life, but
anticipated death, the circumvallating mountains that to others ap-
pear to be of stone are recognized as of the mist of dream, and
precisely between their God and Devil, heaven and hell, white and
black, the man of heart walks through. Out beyond those walls, in
the uncharted forest night, where the terrible wind of God blows
directly on the questing undefended soul, tangled ways may lead to
madness. They may also lead, however, as one of the greatest
poets of the Middle Ages tells, to “all those things that go to make
heaven and earth.”

1Iv. Mountain Immortals

“I have undertaken a labor,” wrote the poet Gottfried von
Strassburg, whose Tristan, composec about the year 1210, became
the source and model of Wagner’s mighty work, “a labor out of
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love for the world and to comfort noble hearts: thosc that T hold
dear, and the world to which my heart goes out. Not the common
world do I mean of those who (as I have heard) cannot bear gricf,
and desire but to bathe in bliss. (May God then let them dwell in
bliss!) Their world and manner of life my tale does not regard: its
lifc and minc lic apart. Another world do I hold in mind, which
bears togcther in one heart its bitter sweet, its dear grief, its
heart’s delight and its pain of longing, dear lifc and sorrowful
death, its dcar dcath and sorrowful life. In this world let me have
my world, to be damned with it, or to be saved.” 3

James Joyce, in A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man,
sounded the same bold theme in the words of his twentieth-century
Irish Catholic hero, Stephen Dedalus: “I do not fear to be alonc.
And I am not afraid to make a mistake, even a grcat mistake, a
lifelong mistake, and perhaps as long as eternity too.” 3¢

It is amazing, really, to think that in our present world with all
its sciences and machines, megalopolitan populations, penetrations
of spacc and time, night lifc and revolutions, so differcnt (it would
seem) from the God-filled world of the Middle Ages, young people
should still exist among us who are facing in their minds, seriously,
the same adventurc as thirteenth-century Gottfried: challenging
hell. If one could think of the Western World for a moment in
terms not of time but of space; not as changing in time, but as re-
maining in spacc, with the men of its various eras, each in his own
environment, still there as contemporaries discoursing, one could
perhaps pass from one to another in a trackless magical forest, or
as in a garden of winding ways and little bridges. The utilization by
Wagner of both the Tristan of Gottfried and the majestic Parzival
of Gottfried’s lcading contemporary, Wolfram von Eschenbach,
would suggest perhaps a trail; so also the linc, very strong indeed.,
from Gottfried to James Joyce. Then again there is the coincidence
(this time in two contemporaries) of James Joyce (1882-1941)
and Thomas Mann (1875-1955), proceeding each along his own
path, ignoring the other’s work, yct marking, in measured pacc,
the samc stages, datc by date; as follows:

First, in the Buddenbrooks (1902) and “Tonio Kroger”
(1903) of Thomas Mann, Stephen Hero (1903) and Portrait of
the Artist as a Young Man (1916) of James Joyce: accounts of
the separation of a youth from the social nexus of his birth to
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strive to rcalize a personal destiny, the one moving from the Prot-
estant sidc, the other from the Roman Catholic, yet cach resolving
his issuc through a moment of inspired insight (the inspiring
object, in each case, being the figure of a girl), and the defini-
tion, then, of an acsthetic theory and decision.

Next, in Ulysses (1922) and The Magic Mountain (1924), two
accounts of quests through all the mixed conditions of a modern
civilization for an informing principlc substantial to existcnce,
the episodes being rendered in the manner of the naturalistic
novel, yct in both works opening backward to reveal mythologi-
cal analogies: in Joyce’s casc, largely by way of Homer, Yeats,
Blake, Vico, Dante, and the Roman Catholic Mass, with many
echoes more; and in Mann’s, by way of Goethe's Faust, Schopen-
hauer, Nietzsche, the Venus Mountain of Wagner, and hermetic
alchemical lore.

Then, in Finnegans Wake (1939) and the tetralogy of Joseph
and His Brothers (1933-1943), both novelists dropped com-
pletely into the well and seas of myth, so that, whereas in the ear-
lier great novels the mythological themes had resounded as mem-
ories and cchoes, here mythology itself became the tcxt, render-
ing visions of the mystery of life as different from each other
as the brawl at an Irish wake and a conducted visit to a museum,
yet, for all that, of essentially the same stuff. And, as in the Domi-
tilla Catacomb the composed syncrctic imagery broke the hold
upon the mind of the ethnic orders, opening back, beyond,
and within, to their sourcc in clementary ideas, so in thesc
really mighty mythic novels (the greatest, without qucstion, yet
produced in our twentieth century), the learnedly structured
syncrasies conjure, as it were from thc infinitc resources of
the source abyss of all history itself, intimations in unending
abundance of the wonder of one’s own lifc as Man.

In the earlier volumes of this survey the mythologies treated arc
largely of the common world of thosc who, in the poet Gottfried’s
words, “can bear no grief and desire but to bathe in bliss™: the
mythologies, that is to say, of the received religions, great and
small. In the present work, on the other hand, T accept the idea
proposed by Schopenhauer and confirmed by Sir Arthur Keith, the
intention being to regard cach of the creative masters of this dawn-
ing day and civilization of the individual as absolutely singular,
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each a species unique in himself. He will have arrived in this world
in one place or another, at one time or another, to unfold, in the
conditions of his time and place, the autonomy of his nature. And
in youth, though early imprinted with one authorized brand or
another of the Western religious heritage, in onc or another of its
known historic states of disintegration, he will have conceived the
idea of thinking for himself, peering through his own eyes, heeding
the compass of his own heart. Hence the works of the really great
of this new age do not and cannot combine in a unified tradition to
which followers then can adhere, but are individual and various.
They are the works of individuals and, as such, will stand as
models for other individuals: not coercive, but evocative. Wagner
following Gottfried, Wagner following Wolfram, Wagner following
Schopenhauer, follows, finally, no onc but himself. Scholars, of
course, have nevertheless traced, described, and taught school
around traditions; and for scholars as a race such work affords a
carcer. However, it has nothing to do with creative life and less
than nothing with what I am here calling creative myth, which
springs from the unpredictable, unprecedented experience-in-
illumination of an object by a subject, and the labor, then, of
achieving communication of the effect. It is in this second, alto-
gether secondary, technical phase of creative art, communication,
that the general treasury, the dictionary so to say, of the world's
infinitely rich heritage of symbols, images. myth motives, and hero
deeds, may be called upon—either consciously, as by Joyce and
Mann, or unconsciously, as in dream-—to render the message. Or
on the other hand, local, current, utterly novel themes and images
may be used—as again in Joycc and Mann.

But T shall not anticipate here the adventures in these pages
beyond pointing out that we shall dwell first upon the mystery
of that moment of acsthetic arrest when the possibility of a lifc
in adventure is opened to the mind; review, next, a catalogue of
the vehicles of communication available to the Western art-
ist for the celebration of his rapture; and follow, finally, the
courses of fulfillment of a certain number of masters, dealing
all with that same rich continuum of themes from our decpest,
darkest past that has come to boil most rccently in the vessel
of Finnegans Wake. Further, for the giving of heart to thosc who
have entcred into other works with hope, only to find in the
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end dust and ashes, the assurance can also be given that, ac-
cording to the evidence of these pages, it appears that the soul’s
release from the matrix of inherited social bondages can actu-
ally be attained and, in fact, has already becn attained many
times: specifically, by thosc giants of creative thought who,
though few in the world on any given day, are in the long
course of the centuries of mankind as numerous as mountains on
the whole earth, and are, in fact, the great company from whose
grace the rest of men derive whatever spiritual strength or virtue
we may claim.

Societies throughout history have mistrusted and suppressed
these towering spirits. Even the noble city of Athens condemncd
Socrates to death, and Aristotle, in the end, had to flce its indigna-
tion. As Nietzsche could say from experience: “The aim of institu-
tions—whether scientific, artistic, political, or religious—never is
to produce and foster exceptional examples; institutions are con-
cerned, rather, for the usual, the normal, the mediocre.” And yet,
as Nietzsche goes on to affirm, “The goal of mankind is not to be
seen in the realization of somc terminal statc of perfection, but is
present in its noblest excmplars.”

That the Great Man should bc able to appear and dwell
among you again, again, and again [he wrote], that is the sense
of all your efforts here on earth. That there should ever and
again be men among you able to elevate you to your hcights:
that is the prize for which you strive. For it is only through the
occasional coming to light of such human beings that your own
existence can be justified. . . . And if you are not yourself a
great exception, well then be a small one at least! and so you
will foster on earth that holy fire from which genius may
arise.%
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THE WORLD TRANSFORMED
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1. The Way of Noble Love

A man a woman, a woman a man,
Tristan Isolt, Isolt Tristan.

“As the glow of love’s inward fire increases,” the poet Gottfried
wrote, “so the frenzy of the lover’s suit. But this pain is so full of
love, this anguish so enheartening, that no noble heart would dis-
pense with it, once having been so heartened.” !

Of all the modes of experience by which the individual might be
carried away from the safety of well-trodden grounds to the danger
of the unknown, the mode of feeling, the erotic, was the first to
waken Gothic man from his childhood slumber in authority; and,
as Gottfried’s language tells, there were those, whom he calls
noble, whose lives received from this spiritual fire the same nour-
ishment as the lover of God received from the bread and wine of
the sacrament. The poet intentionally echoes, in celebration of his
legend, the monkish raptures of Saint Bernard of Clairvaux’s
famous series of sermons on the Song of Songs:

“I know it,” he writes, “as surely as my death, since I have
learned from the agony itsclf: the noble lover loves love stories.
Anyone yearning for such a story, then, need fare no farther than
here: for I shall story him well of noble lovers who of pure love
gave proof enough: he in love, she in love. . . .”

We read their life, we rcad their death,

And to us it is sweet as bread.

Their life, their death, are our bread.
42
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So lives their life, so lives their death,
So live they still and yet arc dead
And thcir death is the bread of the living.®

Like the other legends of Arthurian romance, that of Tristan
and Isolt had been distilled from a compound of themes derived
from pagan Celtic myth, transformed and retold as of Christian
knighthood. Hence the force of its allure to the still half-pagan ears
that opened to its song in the age of the Crusades, and its appcal to
romantic hearts ever since. For, as in all great pagan mythologies,
in the Celtic there is throughout an essential reliance on nature;
whereas, according to every churchly doctrine, nature had becn so
corrupted by the Fall of Adam and Eve that there was no virtue in
it whatsoever. The Celtic hero, as though moved by an infallible
natural grace, follows without fear the urges of his heart. And
though these may promise only sorrow and pain, danger and dis-
aster—to Christians, even the ultimate disaster of hell for all eter-
nity—when followed for themselves alone, without thought or care
for consequence, they can be felt to communicate to a life, if not
the radiance of eternal life, at least integrity and truth.

Saint Augustine had established in the carly fifth century,
against the Irish heretic Pelagius, the doctrine that salvation from
the general corruption of the Fall can be attained only through a
supernatural grace that is rendcred not by nature but by God,
through Jesus crucified, and dispensed only by the clergy of his in-
corruptible Church, through its seven sacraments. Extra ecclesiam
nulla salus. And yet within the fold of the Gothic Church of the
twelfth and thirtecnth centuries the corruption at least of the na-
tural (if not also the supernatural) character of its incorruptible
clergy was the outstanding scandal of the age.® Arthurian ro-
mance suggested to those with ears to hear that there was in cor-
ruptible nature a virtue, after all, without which life lacked incor-
ruptible nobility; and it delivercd this interesting message, which
had been known for eons to the greater part of mankind, simply by
clothing Celtic gods and hcroes, heroines and goddesses, in the
guise of Christian knights and damosels. Hence the challenge in
these romances to the Church.

And to make his own recognition of this rcally serious challenge
quite clear, the poet Gottfried described the love grotto in which
his lovers took refuge from Isolt’s sacramented marriage to King
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Mark as a chapel in the heart of nature, with the bed of their
consummation of love in the place proper to an altar.

The grotto had been hewn in hcathen times into the wild
mountain [Gottfried told], when giants ruled, before the coming
of Corinaeus.* And there it had been their wont to hide when
they wished privacy to make love. Indeed, wherever such a grot-
to was found, it was closed with a door of bronze and inscribed
to Love with this name: La fossiure a la gent amant, which is to
say, “The Grotto for People in Love.”

The name well suited the place. For as its legend lets us
know, the grotto was circular, wide, high, and with upright
walls, snow-white, smooth and plain. Above, the vault was
finely joined, and on the keystonc there was a crown, embcl-
lished beautifully by the goldsmith’s art with an incrustation of
gems. The pavement below was of a smooth, shining and rich
marble, green as grass. In the center stood a bed, handsomely
and cleanly hewn of crystal, high and wide, well raised from the
ground, and engraved round about with letters which—accord-
ing to the legend—proclaimed its dedication to the goddess
Love. Aloft, in the ceiling of the grotto, three little windows had
been cut, through which light fell here and there. And at the
place of entrance and departure was a door of bronze.*

Gottfried explains in detail the allegory of these forms.

The circular interior is Simplicity in Love; for Simplicity best
beseems Love, which cannot abide any corners: in Love, Malice
and Cunning are the corners. The great width is the Power of
Love. It is boundless. Height signifies Aspiration, reaching
toward the clouds: nothing is too much for it when it strives
to rise to where Golden Virtues bind the vault together at the
key. . . .
The wall of the grotto is white, smooth, and upright: the

character of Integrity. Its luster, uniformly white, must never be

colored over; nor should any sort of Suspicion be able to find
there bump or dent. The marble floor is Constancy—in its
greenness and its hardness, which color and surface arec most
fitting; for Constancy is ever as freshly green as grass and as
level and clear as glass. The bed of crystalline noble Love, at the

* Corinaeus was supposed to have been the eponymous hero of Cornwall.

He was so designated in Geoffrey of Monmouth’s History of the Kings of

Britain 1.12, whose source for the name was Virgil’s Aeneid 9.571 and
12.298.
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center, was rightly consecrated to her name, and right well had
the craftsman who carved its crystal recognized her duc: for
Love indced must be crystallinc, transparent, and translucent.

Within the cave, across the door of bronze, there ran two
bars; and there was a latch, too, within, let ingeniously through
the wall—exactly where Tristan had found it. A little lever con-
trolled it, which ran in from the outside and moved it this way
and that. Moreover, there was ncither lock nor key; and I shall
tell you why.

There was no lock becausc any device that might be attached
to a door (I mcan on the outside) to cause it either to open or
to lock, would signify Treachcry. Because, if anyone cnters
Love’s door when he has not been admitted from within, this
cannot bc accounted Love: it is either Deccit or Force. Love’s
door is thcre—Love’s door of bronzc—to prevent anyone from
entering unless it be by Love: and it is of bronze so that no de-
vice, whether of violence or of strength, cunning or mastery,
treachery or lies, should cnable one to undo it. Furthermore, the
two bars within, the two seals of Love, are turned toward each
other from each side. Onc is of cedar, the other ivory. And
now you must learn their meaning:

The cedar bar signifies the Understanding and Reasoning of
Love; the ivory, its Modesty and Purity. And with these two
seals, these two chaste bars, the dwelling of Love is guarded:
Treachery and Violence are locked out.

The little secret lever that was let in to the latch from out-
side was a rod of tin, and the latch—as it should be—was of
gold. The latch and the lever, this and that: neither could have
been better chosen for qualities. For tin is Gentle Striving in rc-
lation to a secret hope, while gold is Success. Thus tin and gold
are appropriate. Everybody can direct his own striving accord-
ing to his will: narrowly, broadly, briefly or at length. liberally
or strictly, that way or this. this way or that, with little effort—
as with tin; and there is little harm in that. But if he then, with
proper gentleness, can give thought to the nature of Love, his
lever of tin, this humble thing, will carry him forward to golden
success and on to dear adventure.

Now those little windows above, neatly, skillfully, hewn into
the cave right through the rock, admitted the radiance of the
sun. The first is Gentleness, the next Humility, the last Breeding;
and through all three the swect light smiled of that blessed radi-
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ance, Honor, which is of all lights the very best to illuminate our
grotto of earthly adventure.

Then finally, it has meaning, as well, that the grotto should lie
thus alone in a savage waste. The interpretation must be that
Love and her occasions are not to be found abroad in the
streets, nor in any open field. She is hidden away in the wild.
And the way to her resort is toilsome and austcre. Mountains lie
all about, with many difficult turns leading here and therc. The
trails run up and down; we arc martyred with obstructing rocks.
No mattcr how well we keep the path, if we miss onc single step,
we shall never know safe return. But whoever has the good for-
tune to penetrate that wilderncss, for his labors will gain a
beatific reward. For he shall find there his heart’s delight. The
wilderness abounds in whatsoever the ear desires to hcar, what-
soever would please the eyc; so that no one could possibly wish
to be anywhere else.—And this 1 well know; for I have been
there. . . . The little sun-giving windows often have sent their
rays into my heart. I have known that grotto sincc my eleventh
year, yct never have I been to Cornwall.®

What food sustains the lovers sequestered in that cave?

“Obsessed with curiosity and wonder,” the poet Gottfried an-
swers, “enough people have puzzled themselves with the question
of how that couple, Isolt and Tristan, fed themsclves in the Waste
Land. I shall now tell and set that curiosity at rest.

“They looked upon each other and nourished themsclves with
that. The fruit that their eyes bore was the sustenance of both.
Nothing but love and their state of mind did they consume. . . .
And what better food could they have had, either for spirit or for
body? Man was there with Woman, Woman was therc with Man.
What more could they have wished? They had what they were
meant to have and had reached the goal of desirc. . . .8

“Love’s service (minne) is without cyes, and love (liebe) with-
out fear, when it is sincere.” 7

I1. The Devil’s Door

“The twelfth and thirtecnth centuries, studied in the pure light
of political economy, are insane,” wrote Henry Adams in his de-
ceptively playful, profoundly serious interpretation of the great
high pcak of communal creative life in the cathedral-building age,
Mont-Saint-Michel and Chartres: 8
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“According to statistics, in the single century between 1170 and
1270, the French built cighty cathedrals and nearly five hundred
churches of the cathedral class, which would have cost, according
to an estimate made in 1840, more than five thousand millions to
replace. Five thousand million francs is a thousand million dol-
lars,* and this covered only the great churches of a single century.
The same scale of cxpenditure had been going on sincc the year
1000, and almost every parish in France had rebuilt its church in
stone; to this day France is strewn with the ruins of this archi-
tecture, and yet the still preserved churches of the eleventh and
twelfth centuries, among the churches that belong to thc Roman-
esque and Transition period, are numbered by hundreds until they
reach well into the thousands. The sharc of this capital which was
—if one may usc a commerical figure—invested in the Virgin can-
not be fixed, any morc than the total sum given to religious objects
between 1000 and 1300; but in a spiritual and artistic sense, it was
almost the whole, and expressed an intensity of conviction never
again reached by any passion, whether of religion, of loyalty, of
patriotism, or of wecalth; perhaps never even paralleled by any
single economic effort, except in war.” #

But we have found—have we not?—that a number of other ini-
tial developments in the unfolding of great civilizations also were
marked with signs of insanity: the prodigious labors on the pyra-
mids, for instance,!® and the courtly astronomical mime of the
Royal Tombs of Ur.'! Indeed, as there appearcd, and as here we
recognize again, civilization, seriously regarded, cannot be de-
scribed in economic terms. In their peak periods civilizations arc
mythologically inspired, like youth. Early arts are not, like late,
the merely secondary concerns of a pcople devoted first to eco-
nomics, politics, comfort, and then, in their Icisure time, to aesthetic
enjoyment. On the contrary, economics, politics, and even war
(crusadc) are, in such periods, but functions of a motivating
dream of which the arts too are an irrepressible expression. The
formative force of a traditional civilization is a kind of compulsion
neurosis shared by all members of the implicated domain, and the
leading practical function of religious (i.e. mythological) educa-
tion, therefore, is to infect the young with the madness of their eld-

* Adams wds writing in 1904. Today’s equivalent would be something
more like ten thousand million dollars.
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ers—or, in sociological terms, to communicate to its individuals the
“system of sentiments” on which the group depends for survival as
a unit. Let me cite to this point, once again, the whole paragraph
already quoted in Primitive Mythology from the distinguished
British anthropologist of Trinity College, Cambridge, the late Pro-
fessor A. R. Radcliffe-Brown:

A society depends for its existence on the presence in the
minds of its members of a certain system of sentiments by which
the conduct of the individual is regulated in conformity with the
needs of the socicty. Every feature of the social system itself and
every event or object that in any way affects the well-being or
the cohesion of the society becomes an object of this system of
sentiments. In human society the sentiments in question are not
innate but are developed in the individual by the action of the
society upon him [italics mine]. The ceremonial customs of a
society are a means by which the sentiments in question are
given collective expression on appropriatc occasions. The cere-
monial (i.e. collective) expression of any sentiment serves both
to maintain it at the requisite degree of intensity in the mind of
the individual and to transmit it from one generation to another.
Without such expression the sentiments involved could not
exist.?

In the great creative period of the cathedrals and crusades the
leading muse of the civilization, as Adams corrcctly saw, was the
Virgin Mother Mary, whom Dante, one century later, was to eulo-
gize in the celebrated prayer that marks the culmination of his spir-
itual adventure through Hell, Purgatory, and the spheres of Para-
dise, to the beatific vison of the Trinity in the midst of the celestial
rose:

Virgin Mother, daughter of thinc own Son, humble and ex-
alted more than any creature, fixed term of the eternal counsel,
thou art she who didst so cnnoble human nature that its own
Maker disdained not to become its creature. Within thy womb
was rekindled the Love through whose warmth this flower [the
Celestial Rose] has thus blossomed in the eternal peace. Here
[in Paradise] thou art to us the noonday torch of charity, and
below, among mortals, thou art the living torch of hope. Lady,
thou art so great, and so availest, that whoso would have grace,
and has not recourse to thee, would have his desire fly without
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wings. Thy benignity not only succors him who asks, but often-
times freely forcruns the asking. In thee mercy, in thee pity, in
thee magnificence, in thee whatever goodness there is in any
creature, are united. . . .13

As Oswald Spengler has properly noticed, however, the world
of purity, light and utter beauty of soul of the Virgin Mother
Mary—whose coronation in the heavens was one of the earliest
motives of Gothic art, and who is simultaneously both a light-
figure, in white, blue, and gold, surrounded by heavenly hosts, and
an earthly mother bending over her ncwborn babe, standing at the
foot of his Cross, and holding the corpse of her tortured, murdered
son In resignation on her knees—would have been unimaginable
without the counter-idea, inseparable from it, of Hell, “an idea,”
Spengler writes,

that constitutes one of the maxima of the Gothic, one of its un-
fathomable creations—one that the present day forgets and de-
liberately forgets. While she therc sits enthroned, smiling in
her beauty and tenderncss, there lies in the background an-
other world that throughout nature and throughout mankind
weaves and breeds ill, pierces, destroys, and scduces—the realm,
namely, of the Devil. . . .

It is not possible to exaggerate either the grandeur of this
forceful, insistent picture or the depth of sincerity with which it
was believed in. The Mary-myths and the Devil-myth formed
themselves side by side, neither possiblec without the other. Dis-
belief in either of them was deadly sin. There was a Mary-cult
of prayer, and a Devil-cult of spells and exorcisms. Man walked
continuously on the thin crust of a bottomless pit. . . .

For the Devil gained possession of human souls and seduced
them into heresy, lechery, and black arts. It was war that was
waged against him on earth, and waged with fire and sword
upon thosc who had given themselves up to him. It is easy
enough for us today to think ourselves out of such notions, but
if we eliminate this appalling reality from the Gothic, all that re-
mains is mere romanticism. It was not only the love-glowing
hymns to Mary, but the cries of countless pyres as well that rose
up to heaven. Hard by the Cathedral were the gallows and the
wheel. Every man lived in those days in the consciousness of an
immense danger, and it was hell, not the hangman, that he
feared. Unnumbered thousands of witches genuinely imagined
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themselvés to be so; they denounced themselves, prayed for ab-
solution, and in pure love of truth confessed their night rides
and bargains with the Evil One. Inquisitors, in tears and com-
passion for the fallen wretches, doomed them to the rack in or-
der to save their souls. That is the Gothic myth, out of which
came the cathedral, the crusader, the deep and spiritual paint-
ing, the Inysticism. In its shadow flowered that profound Gothic
blissfulness of which today we cannot even form an idca.l*

Nor did the Devil and his army of night-spirits, werewolves, and
witches disappear from the European scene with the waning of the
Middle Ages; with the Puritans he was transported to Plymouth
Rock and New England and with Cortez went to Mexico to link
arms with the powers of the Aztec underworld, Mictlan; for there
too the cosmic nightmare was known: there were nine hells and
thirteen heavens; however, until the Christian religion arrived, the
idea of an eternal hell had never been conceived. In the ninth or
final Aztec hell, which the voyaging soul would reach after a tor-
tured journey of four years, it either found cternal rest or forever
disappeared.

James Joyce, in 4 Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, has
provided an unforgettable reproduction of the standard Jesuit hell
sermon, delivered to Catholic schoolboys to this day by retreat
masters, to furnish their dreams with nightmare stuff and keep
their feet on the straight and narrow path. The scene is the chapel
of an Irish Catholic school. The priest is lecturing his young
charges quietly and gently, with genuine solicitude:

“Now let us try for a moment to realise, as far as we can, the
nature of that abode of the damned which the justice of an
offended God has called into existence for the eternal punish-
ment of sinners. Hell is a strait and dark and foulsmelling pris-
on, an abode of demons and lost souls, filled with firc and
smoke. The straitness of this prison house is cxpressly designed
by God to punish those who refused to be bound by His laws. In
earthly prisons the poor captive has at least some liberty of
movement, were it only within the four walls of his cell or in the
gloomy yard of his prison. Not so in hell. There, by reason of
the great number of the damned, the prisoners are hcaped to-
gether in their awful prison, the walls of which are said to be
four thousand miles thick: and the damned are so utterly bound
and helpless that, as a blesscd saint, saint Anselm, writes in his
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book on similitudes, they are not even able to remove from the
eyc a worm that gnaws it.

“They lie in exterior darkness. For, remember, the fire of hell
gives forth no light. As, at the command of God, the fire of the
Babylonian furnace lost its heat but not its light, so, at thc com-
mand of God, the firc of hell, while retaining the intensity of its
heat, burns etcrnally in darkness. It is a neverending storm of
darkness, dark flames and dark smokec of burning brimstone,
amid which the bodies are heaped one upon another withot..
even a glimpse of air. Of all the plagues with which the land of
the Pharaohs was smitten one plague alonc, that of darkness,
was called horrible. What name, then, shall we give to the dark-
ness of hell which is to last not for three days alone but for all
eternity?

“The horror of this strait and dark prison is increased by its
awful stench. All the filth of the world, all the offal and scum of
the world, we are told, sha!' run there as to a vast reeking sewer
when the terrible conflagration of the last day has purged the
world. The brimstone, too, which burns there in such prodigious
quantity fills all hell with its intolerable stench; and the bodies
of thc damncd themsclves cxhale such a pestilential odor that,
as saint Bonaventure says, one of them alonc would suffice to
infect the whole world. The very air of this world, that purc cle-
ment, becomes foul and unbcarable when it has been long en-
closcd. Consider then what must be the foulness of the air of
hell. Imagine some foul and putrid corpse that has lain rotting
and decomposing in the grave, a jelly-like mass of liquid cor-
ruption. Imagine such a corpse a prey to flames, devoured by
the fire of burning brimstone and giving off dense choking fumes
of nauseous loathsome decomposition. And then imagine this
sickening stench, multiplied a millionfold and a millionfold
again from the millions of fetid carcasscs massed together in the
reeking darkness, a huge and rotting human fungus. Imagine all
this, and you will have some idea of the horror of the stench of
hell.

“But this stench is not, horriblc though it is, the greatest phys-
ical torment to which the damned are subjectcd. The torment of
fire is the greatest torment to which the tyrant has cver subjected
his fellowcreatures. Place your finger for a moment in the flamc
of a candle and you will feel the pain of fire. But our carthly firc
was creatgd by God for the benefit of man, to maintain in him
the spark of life and to hclp him in the useful arts, whercas the
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fire of hell is of another quality and was created by God to tor-
ture and punish the unrepentant sinner. Our earthly fire also
consumes more or less rapidly according as the object which it
attacks is more or less combustible, so that human ingenuity has
even succeeded in inventing chemical preparations to check or
frustrate its action. But the sulphurous brimstone which burns in
hell is a substance which is especially designed to burn for ever
and for ever with unspeakable fury. Moreover, our earthly fire
destroys at the same time as it burns, so that the more intense it
is the shorter is its duration; but the fire of hell has this prop-
erty, that it preserves that which it burns, and, though it rages
with incredible intensity, it rages for ever. . . .7 15

And so on, for a terrible half-hour.

“Every sense of the flesh is tortured and every faculty of the

soul therewith. . . . Consider finally that the torment of this
infernal prison is increased by the company of the damned
themselves. . . . The damned howl and scream at one another,

their torture and rage intensified by the presence of beings tor-
tured and raging like themselves. All sense of humanity is for-
gotten. . . . Last of all consider the frightful torment to those
damned souls, tempters and tempted alike, of the company of
the devils. These devils will afflict the damned in two ways, by
their presence and by their reproaches. We can have no idea of
how horrible these devils are. Saint Catherine of Siena once saw
a devil and she has written that, rather than look again for one
single instant on such a frightful monster, she would prefer to
walk until the end of her life along a track of red coals. . . .”

The young hero of Joyce’s novel heard with a knowledge of pre-
cocious sins of his own, already committed, and when the priest
dismissed the sickened little flock with the wish—“O, my dear
little brothers in Christ!”—that they might never hear in God’s
voice the awful sentence of rejection: Depart from me, ye cursed,
into everlasting fire which was prepared for the devil and his
angels!, the boy rose from his pew and came down the aisle of the
chapel, “his legs shaking and the scalp of his head trembling as
though it had been touched by ghostly fingers. . . . And at every
step he feared that he had already died. . . . He was judged.
. . . His brain began to glow.” In the classrooom, he leaned back
weakly at his desk. “He had not died. God had spared him still.
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. . . There was still time. . . . O Mary, refuge of sinners, inter-
cede for him! O Virgin Undefiled, save him from the gulf of
death!” 18

It is against the backdrop of such a nightmare as this, taken in-
finitely more seriously than the earth itself and the life to be lived
on this earth (since the earth and life would pass, but this scene of
hell’s bedlam, never), that the loves of Isolt and Guinevere, and of
the actual women of the age of the great cathedrals, must be un-
derstood. Marriage in the Middle Ages was an affair largely of
convenience. Morcover, girls betrothed in childhood for social,
economic, or political ends, were married very young, and often to
much older men, who invariably took their property rights in the
women they had married very seriously. They might be away for
years on Crusade; the wife was to remain inviolate, and if for
any reason the worm Suspicion happened to have entered to gnaw
the husband’s brain, his blacksmith might be summoned up to fit
an iron girdle of chastity to the mortified young wife’s pelvic basin.
The Church sanctified these sordid property rights, furthermore,
with all the weight of Hell, Heaven, cternity, and the coming of
Christ in glory on the day of judgment—the day so beautifully pic-
tured in the western rose window of Chartres: that “jeweled sun-
burst on the Virgin’s breast,” as Henry Adams called it, “with
three large pendants beneath.” So that, against all this, the waken-
ing of a woman’s heart to love was in the Middle Ages a grave and
really terrible disaster, not only for herself, for whom torture and
fire were in prospect, but also for her lover; and not only here on
earth but also—and more horribly—in the world to come, forever.
Hence, in a phrase coined by the early Church Father Tertullian,
which long remained a favorite of the pulpits, woman—earthly,
actual woman, that is—awakened to her nature, was janua diaboli,
“the devil’s door.”

111. Heloise

Abelard was thirty-eight, Heloise eighteen, and the year 1118 A.D.
“There was in Paris a young girl named Heloise, the niece of a
canon, Fulbert,” we read in the rueful autobiographical letter
known as Abelard’s Historia calamitatum.

I had hitherto lived continently, but now was casting my eyes
about, and I saw that she possessed every attraction that lovers
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seek; nor did I regard my success as doubtful, when I con-
sidercd my fame and my goodly person, and also her love of let-
ters. Inflamed with love, I thought how I could best become in-
timate with her. It occurred to me to obtain lodgings with her
uncle, on the plea that household cares distracted me from
study. Friends quickly brought this about, the old man being mi-
serly and yet desirous of instruction for his niece. He eagerly cn-
trusted her to my tutorship, and begged me to give her all the
time I could take from my lectures, authorizing me to sce her at
any hour of the day or night and punish her when necessary. I
marveled with what simplicity he confided a tender lamb to a
hungry wolf. . . . Well, what need to say more: we were
united first by the one roof above us, and then by our hearts.

Now it may or may not be relevant that Abelard, like Tristan of
the legend, was born in Celtic Brittany, where, in those years, that
oft-told tale of illicit love was in the making which (in Gottfried’s
phrase) was “bread to all noble hearts.” Abelard, like Tristan, was
a harpist of renown: his songs composed to Heloisc were sung
throughout the young Latin Quarter. And, like Tristan, he was
given the task of tutoring the young lady, who, like the maid Isolt,
was comparable (in the words, again, of Gottfried) “only to the
Sirens with their lodestone, who draw to themselves stray ships.”

To the agitation of many a heart [wrote Gottfried of the maid
Isolt] she sang at once openly and secretly, by the ways of both
ear and eye. The melody sung openly, both abroad and with her
tutor, was of her own sweet voice and the strings’ soft sound
that openly and clearly rode through the kingdom of the ears,
down deep, into the heart. But the secret song was her marvel-
ous beauty itself, which covertly and silently slipped through the
windows of the eyes, and in many noble hearts spread a magic
that immediately made thoughts captive and fettered them with
yearning and yearning’s stress.'”

Love was in the air in that century of the troubadours, shaping
lives no less than tales; but the lives, specifically and only, of those
of noble heart, whose courage in their knowledge of love an-
nounced the great theme that was in time to become the character-
istic signal of our culture: the courage, namely, to affirm against
tradition whatever knowledge stands confirmed in one’s own con-
trolled experience. For the first of such creative knowledges in the
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destiny of the West was of thc majesty of love, against the super-
natural utilitarianism of the sacramental system of the Church.
And the second was of reason. So it can be truly said that the first
published manifesto of this new age of the world, the age of the
self-reliant individual, appeared at the first dawn of the most cre-
ative century of the Gothic Middle Ages, in the love and the noble
love letters of the lady Heloise to Abelard. For when she dis-
covered herself pregnant, her lover, in fear, spirited her off to his
sister’s place in Brittany; and when she had there given birth to
their son-—whom they christened Astralabius—Abelard, as the
calamitous letter tells, proposed to her that they should marry.
However, as we read, returning to Abelard’s words:

She strongly disapproved and urged two reasons against the
marriage, to wit, the danger and the disgrace in which it would
involve me.

She sworc—and so it proved—that no satisfaction would ever
appease her uncle. She asked how she was to have any glory
through me when she should have made me inglorious, and
should have humiliated both herself and me. What penalties
would the world exact from her if she deprived it of such a lu-
minary; what curses, what damage to the Church, what lamenta-
tions of philosophers, would follow on this marriage! How inde-
cent, how lamentable would it be for a man whom naturc had
made for all, to declare that he bclonged to one woman, and
subject himself to such shame!”

The letter, continuing, next recounts some of the arguments
urged by Heloise in dissuasion.

From her soul [wrote Abelard to his reader], she detested this
marriage, which would be so utterly ignominious for me, and a
burden to me. She expatiated on the disgrace and inconvenience
of matrimony for me and quoted the Apostle Paul exhorting
men to shun it. If T would not take the apostle’s advice or listen
to what the saints had said regarding the matrimonial yoke, T
should at least pay attention to the philosophers—to Theo-
phrastus’s words upon the intolerable evils of marriage, and to
the refusal of Cicero to take a wife after he had divorced Tcren-
tia, when he said that he could not devote himsclf to a wife and
philosophy’ at the same time. “Or,” she continued, “laying aside
the disaccord between study and a wife, consider what a mar-
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ried man’s establishment would be to you. What sweet accord
there would be between the schools and domestics, between
copyists and cradles, between books and distaffs, between pen
and spindle! Who, engaged in religious or philosophical medita-
tions, could endure a baby’s crying and the nurse’s ditties stilling
it, and all the noise of servants? Could you put up with the dirty
ways of children? The rich can, you say, with their palaces and
apartments of all kinds; their wealth does not feel the expense or
the daily care and annoyance. But I say, the state of the rich is
not that of philosophers; nor have men entangled in riches and
affairs any time for the study of Scripture or philosophy. The
renowned philosophers of old, despising the world, fleeing rather
than relinquishing it, forbade themselves all pleasures, and re-
posed in the embraces of philosophy. . . . If laymen and Gen-
tiles, bound by no profession of religion, lived thus, surely you,
a clerk and canon, should not prefer low pleasures to sacred
duties, nor let yourself be sucked down by this Charybdis and
smothered in filth inextricably. If you do not value the privilege
of a clerk, at least defend the dignity of a philosopher. If rever-
ence for God be despised, still let love of decency temper im-
modesty. . . .”

Finally [Abelard continued to his friend] she said that it
would be dangerous for me to take her back to Paris; it was
more becoming to me, and sweeter to her, to be called my mis-
tress, so that affection alone might keep me hers and not the
binding power of any matrimonial chain; and if we should be
separated for a time, our joys at meeting would be the dearer for
their rarity. When at last with all her persuasions and dissua-
sions she could not turn me from my folly, and could not bear
to offend me, with a burst of tears she ended in these words:
“One thing is left: in the ruin of us both the grief which follows
shall not be less than the love which went before.”

“Nor did she here lack the spirit of prophecy,” the poor man
added in comment; for the world knows what then occurred. Leav-
ing their son in Brittany in the care of Abelard’s sister, the couple
returned to Paris and were married in the presence of the canon
Fulbert, her uncle, who, however, still resenting the seduction, de-
flowering, and marriage of his niece, retaliated like a savage.

“Having bribed my servant,” Abelard wrote, “they came upon
me by night, when I was sleeping, and took on me a vengeance as
cruel and irretrievable as it was vile and shameful.” The canon
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Fulbert and his footpads had turned Abelard into a eunuch—who,
however, in the spirit of a true and penitent Christian, finally was
able to reflect in his confessional letter, years later: “I thought of
my ruined hopes and glory, and then saw that by God’s just judg-
ment I was punished where I had most sinned, and that Fulbert
had justly avenged treachery with treachery.”

That is the first part of this cruel story. The second carries us
further; for Abelard, in his shame, entered the monastery of Saint
Denis as a monk, and Heloise, in obedience to his wish, the con-
vent of Argenteuil as a nun. Ten years of silence followed, where-
after, from the convent to the monastery came a letter with the
following superscription:

To her master, rather to a father, to her husband, rather to a
brother, his maid or rather daughter, his wife or rather sister, to
Abelard, Heloise. . .

And therein the following, among much more of the kind, was
to be read:

Thou knowest, dearest—and who knows not?—how much I
lost in thee, and that an infamous act of treachery robbed me of
thee and of mysclf at once. . . . Love turned to madness and
cut itself off from hope of that which alone it sought, when I
obediently changed my garb and my heart too in order that 1
might prove thee sole owner of my body as well as of my spirit.
God knows, I have ever sought in thee only thyself, desiring
simply thee and not what was thine. I asked no matrimonial
contract, I looked for no dowry; not my pleasure, not my will,
but thine have I striven to fulfill. And if the name of wife
seemed holier or more potent, the word mistress [amica] was
always sweeter to me, or even—be not angry!—concubine or
harlot; for the more T lowered myself before thee, the more I
hoped to gain thy favor, and the less I should hurt the glory of
thy renown.

I call God to witness that if Augustus, the master of the
world, would honor me with marriage and invest me with equal
rule, it would still seem to me dearer and more honorable to be
called thy strumpet than his empress. He who is rich and power-
ful is not the better man: that is a matter of fortune, this of mer-
it. And she is venal who marries a rich man sooner than a poor
man, and yearns for a husband’s riches rather than himself.
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Such a woman deserves pay and not affection. She is not sceking
the man but his goods, and would wish, if possible, to prostitute
herself to one still richer.

Thus the female of the species spoke, and one is reminded
strongly of those noble words of an Abyssinian woman that were
quoted in Primitive Mythology: “How can a man know what a
woman’s life is . . .”; 1% so that once again, as so often in these
pages, the same age-long dialogue of the scxes is heard that was
represented first in the alternating early symbols of the female- and
the male-oriented mythological orders: first the little stonc palco-
lithic Venus figurines of the earlicst Aurignacian rock shelters,
which presently had to give way to the magically costumed dancing
males of the painted temple caves; ncxt the numerous ceramic
female figurines that have been found wherever Neolithic man
tilled the soil, and then the sudden appearance of thosc thunder-
hurling male divinities of the great patriarchal Semitic and Aryan
warrior races. In the old Irish legends of the brazen Quecn Meave,
disregarding scornfully the patriarchal claims on her of her kingly
warrior spouse, we have an early Ccltic version of the challenge
from the “other side,” delivered with a strong barbaric force; 1?
and now, elevated in Heloise to a plane of civilization already cen-
turies in advance of the crudely patriarchal, ecclesiastically sacra-
mentalized moral order of her day, the challenge is again flung
forth, and with equal, though more cautiously and much more gra-
ciously verbalized, scorn. From the opposite side, the nun, now the
abbess of her convent, reviews the young love scenes of the tender
lamb and middle-aged, ravenous wolf: “What queen did not envy
me my joys and couch?” she wrote to her shattered lover of yore.

There were in you two qualities by which you could draw the
soul of any woman, the gift of poctry and the gift of singing,
gifts which other philosophers had lacked. As a distraction from
labor, you composed love-songs both in meter and in rhyme,
which for their sweet sentiment and music have becn sung and
resung and have kept your namc in every mouth. Your sweet
melodies do not permit even the illiterate to forget you. Because
of these gifts women sighed for your love. And, as these songs
sang of our loves, they quickly spread my name in many lands,
and made me the envy of my sex. What excellence of mind or
body did not adorn your youth?”



THE WORLD TRANSFORMED 59

That had been the lover then; whercas now, as she reminds him,
during the ten years of their separation she has not received from
that lover a single written line.

“Tell me,” she wrote, “‘one thing,” and herc she drove her dart:

Why, after our conversion, commanded by thyself, did I drop
into oblivion, to be no more refreshed by speech of thine or let-
ter? Tell me, I say, if you can, or I will say what I feel and what
everyone suspects: desire rather than friendship drew you to
me, lust rather than love. So when desire ceascd, whatever you
were manifesting for its sake likewise vanished. This, beloved, is
not so much my opinion as the opinion of all. Would it were
only mine and that thy love might find defenders to argue away
my pain. Would that I could invent some reason to excuse you
and also cover my cheapness. Listen, I beg, to what I ask, and it
will seem small and very easy to you. Since I am cheated of
your presence, at least put vows in words, of which you have a
store, and so kcep before me the sweetness of thine image.
. . . When little more than a girl I took the hard vows of a nun,
not from piety but at your command. If I merit nothing from
thee, how vain I deem my labor! I can expect no reward from
God, as I have done nothing from love of Him. . . . God
knows, at your command I would have followed or preceded
you to fiery places. For my heart is not with me, but with
thee.20

As Professor Henry Osborn Taylor, from whose translation I
have taken my text, observes: “Remarks upon this letter would
seem to profanc a shrine. Had the man profaned that shrine?” 2!

Obviously, the man had; and the same man, now a eunuch
monk, was about to do so again. For the shrine of the abbess Helo-
ise was to a deity unrecognized by the offices of Abelard’s theol-
ogy: an actual experience, namely, of love, not for an abstraction
but for a person; a flame of love in which lust and religion are
equally consumed, so that, in fact, Abelard was her god. In her
own words—and they may yet be crowned in Heaven as the no-
blest signature of her century—not the natural, animal urgencies
of lust, not the supernatural, angelic desire to glow forcver in the
beatific vision, but the womanly, purely human experience of love
for a specific living being, and the courage to burn for that love
were to bethe kingdom and the glory of a properly human life.
Abelard, however, had never even known of that kingdom. For
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all his song-building and philosophy, the urge in his seduction of
the girl had indeed been lust, and the urge behind his command of
her to the nunnery had been fear—both of which emotions she had
transcended through her love; which gives point to the famous line
of the Persian poet of love, Hafiz (1325-1389): “Love’s slave
am I, and from both worlds free.”

And so what, now, was to be Abelard’s reply? A letter ad-
dressed as follows: “To Heloise, his beloved sister in Christ, Abel-
ard, her brother in the Same.” And, after a number of edifying

paragraphs:

I have composed this prayer, which I send thee:

“O God, who formed woman from the side of man and didst
sanction the sacrament of marriage; who didst bestow upon my
frailty a cure for its incontinence; do not despise the prayers of
thy handmaid, and the prayers which I pour out for my sins and
those of my dear one. Pardon our great crimes, and may the
enormity of our faults find the greatness of thy ineffable mercy.
Punish the culprits in the present; spare, in the future. Thou
hast joined us, Lord, and hast divided us, as it pleased thee.
Now complete most mercifully what thou hast begun in mercy;
and those whom thou hast divided in this world, join eternally in
heaven, thou who art our hope, our portion, our expectation,
our consolation, Lord blessed forever. Amen.”

Farewell in Christ, spouse of Christ; in Christ farewell and in
Christ live. Amen.2?

These two tortured communications, from convent to monastery
and from monastery to convent, reveal the cleavage that in that
period of the apogee of the Gothic separated the truths of human
experience from the articles of enforced faith. The raging heresies
of the time and the fury of their suppression likewise testify to an
incongruity of Credo and Libido. However, these heresies, for the
most part, whether of Manichaean or of Waldensian Christian
type *>—as well as the coarsely obscene, pathological Black Mass,
which also flourished in these centuries—were as committed as the
Roman Church itself to that dualistic dogma, imported from the
Levant, according to which life in its spontaneity is not innocent
but corrupt. Moreover, even following the inevitable explosion of
the Reformation and the breakaway thereafter of the Lutherans,
Calvinists, Anabaptists, and all, the entire Protestant movement
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carrted this same dualism onward; so that the rafters of their
chapels rang, splintered, cracked, and warped to the fiery preach-
ments of the Fall of Man, atoncment, and the reek of Hell.

In contrast, the testament of Heloise was of an actual experi-
ence of innocence in love, which erased from her heart the whole
appeal of the other myth. One is reminded of the words of the
greatest female mystic of Islam, Rabi’a of Basra (d. 801 A.p.),
who proclaimed in her poems that her love for God was so great
that she was filled with it to the brim, as a cup with wine, so that
no place remained in her for either fear of Hell or desire for Para-
dise, nor for either love or hate of any other being—not the
Prophet himself.?*

Now such a commitment to the beloved as that expressed in the
declarations of these two women corresponds perfectly to the ideal
of religious fervor that was cultivated in India in those centuries in
the popular bhakti movement. Religious devotion was there de-
fined as of two orders: 1. liturgical, formal (vaidhl bhakti); and
2. impassioned, guided by feeling (raganuga bhakti). The first,
being the usual churchgoing sort of thing, was only by courtesy
called devotion; whereas the latter, on the contrary, could not be
acquired either by practice or by desire. As though struck by light-
ning, so is one by love, which is a divine seizure, transmuting the
life, erasing every interfering thought. As we read in a Bengali text
celebrating this experience: “The self is void, the world is void;
heaven, earth, and the space between are void: in this rapture,
there is neither virtue nor sin.” 2°

The popular Indian Puranic legends of Krishna and the Gopis,
and the passionate Gita Govinda of the young love poet Jaya-
deva (fl. 1170 A.D.) 2° represent the spirit of this tradition of di-
vine rapture. And in the Moslem world as well, the related mystic
movement of the Sufis—celebrating fand, the “passing away of
the self,” and bagda, the “unitive life in God”—Ilikewise became
the inspiration not only of religiously ecstatic (dervish) orders but
also of a mystically toned secular poetry of love,?” one of the
leading centers of which was Moorish Spain.

But here we are on the road back to Abelard and Heloise, Tris-
tan and Isolt; for with the reconquest of Toledo, in the year 1085,
by Alfonso the Brave—the Christian King, Alfonso VI of Castile
and Leén—the gates of Oriental poetry and song, mysticism and
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learning were opencd wide to Europe. It is possible that even car-
lier than this date a flow of ideas may already have been set in mo-
tion from Moorish Spain to the north, and in particular by sea to
Celtic Ireland, Wales, Cornwall, and Brittany (the lands of the ro-
mance of Tristan and Isolt), where a golden age of amalgamated
pagan and Christian poetry and learning had glowed with a wild
strange light of its own throughout the long grim night of the early
Christian Middle Ages.?® However, the rcal cvent was the recon-
quest of Toledo. And among the first of its great cffects were the
simultaneous births of the arts of love and love poetry in the lives
and works of the troubadours.

The name troubadour itself (Provengal, trobador) has been
traced with reasonable assurance from the Arabic root TRB (Ta
Ra B = “music, song”), plus -ador, the usual Spanish agential
suffix (as, for instance, in conquist-ador); so that Ta Ra B-ador
would have meant originally simply “song- or music-maker.” 2*
Professor Philip K. Hitti, who supports this etymology, states in
his History of the Arabs that “the troubadours resembled Arab
singers, not only in sentiment and character, but also in the very
forms of their minstrelsy. Certain titles,” he avers, “which these
Provengal singers gave to their songs are but translations from
Arabic titles.” 3 And Professor H. A. R. Gibb has likewise re-
marked the connection of the two traditions, cven pointing out that
the poems of the first European troubadour, Count William IX of
Poitiers, Duke of Aquitaine (1071-1127), were composed in me-
ters sometimes identical with thosc of his Andalusian Arabic con-
temporary Ibn Quzman.?! Moreover, Professor Hitti has further
observed that, simultaneously with the rise, at thc opening of the
twelfth century, of this elite tradition of Arabicized European
poetry, the “cult of the dame,” likewise “following the Arab pre-
cedent,” also suddenly appears.?® Thus we now have evidence of
an unbroken, though variously modified, aristocratic tradition of
mystically toned erotic lore, extending from India not only east-
ward (as noted in Oriental Mythology) as far as to Lady Murasa-
ki’s sentimental Fujiwara court in Kyoto,?® but also westward
into Europe, and even rising to almost simultaneous culmination
all the way from Ireland to the Yellow Sea, at exactly the time of
the calamitous adventure of Abelard and Heloise; so that the
songs that he sang to the world in her name, and which would have
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drawn, as she declared, the soul of any woman, almost cer-
tainly were a northcrn echo from the gardens of Granada,
Tripoli, Baghdad, and Kashmir.

However, whereas in the Orient the ultimate reference of the

try of love was normally to that unitive rapture cpitomized in
the cry of the Persian Sufi mystic Bayazid of Bistan (d. 874 A.D.):
“I am the Wine-drinker, the Wine, and the Cupbearer!” “Lover,
beloved, and love are one!” ** the Europcan ideal was rather to
celebrate specifically the beloved human individual, who, more-
over, was normally a woman of high station and developed per-
sonality, not, as so often in the Orient, a mere slave girl, profes-
sional courtesan, or (in the Indian erotic rituals) a female of infe-
rior caste.®® In Dante’s case, it is true, no personal relationship
beyond the meeting of the eyes was ever established here on earth
between the poet and his beloved. However, it was Beatrice and
she alone—Beatrice Portinari, in her own spiritual character, not
as an exemplar merely of the general female power (Sakti) but
as that uniquely beautiful Florentinc¢ lady she had beecn when their
eyes met—whose recollection brought home to him, in the decade
following her death, the realization of the radiance and beatitude
of that “divine Love,” as he writes, “which moves the sun and the
other stars.” 3¢ Nor was she left behind, dissolved, forgotten, in the
rapture of that beatific radiance, but herself was there, at the very
feet of God, when the consummation was attained. And the work
itself then was composcd—the poet tells—in celebration spe-
cifically of her.

From the Oriental point of view, such a radical shift of accent
from the abstract spiritual rapture to its natural earthly term has
been generally judged to be a debasement; as it is, for example, in
a recent work, The Sufis, by the Grand Sheikh Idries Shah, where
it is alleged that, on entering the West, “‘the Sufi strcam was par-
tially dammed. . . . Certain elements, necessary to the whole and
impossible without a human exemplar of the Sufi Way, remained
almost unknown.” #7 But, on the other hand, in Europe an Orien-
tal liquidation of oneself in a rapturous realization of the Alone
with the Alone has been seldom either desired or intended—or
even grcatly admired—outside, that is to say, of certain cloisters.
For the maintenance even in rapture of a hither-world state of con-
sciousness—and a grateful appreciation thereby of the values of
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the personality—has been through most of our centuries the pre-
ferred Occidental state of mind. In the words of Nietzsche, “A new
pride, my Ego taught me, and I teach it now to men: no longer to
stick one’s head in the sand of celestial things, but to carry it
freely, an earthly head that gives meaning to the earth!” 38
Something similar may seem to be intended in some of the ad-
vanced mystical writings of Japan; the lines, for instance, of the
eighteenth-century Zen master Hakuin (1685-1768):

Not knowing how near the Truth is,
People seek it far away: what a pity!

This very earth is the Lotus Land of Purity,
And this body is the body of the Buddha.?®

However, even there, in the youngest, livest nation of the great
East, the ideal-——even in the Zen monasteries—is to follow rules of
discipline handed down from the masters of the past for the re-
alization of specified spiritual ends, whereas in the Europe of the
new mythology of self-discovery and -reliance that was coming
into being in the century of Heloise (outside the Church, outside
the monastery), neither rules nor aims were foreknown. The mind
entered the wood, so to say, “where it was thickest,” in true adven-
ture, and the unforeseen, unprecedented experience itself then be-
came the opener and dictator of a singular way.

Abelard had been for Heloise such a determinant, and she, in
turn, might have become the like for him, had he possessed the
courage to let her remain unincorporated through marriage in the
context of his already held system of ideas. But instead—alas for
them both!—he clung to his past, his sacraments, Heaven and
Hell, and all was lost. He became what Nietzsche has called *“the
pale criminal”: “An idea made this man pale. Adequate was he to
his deed when he did it: but the idea of it he could not bear, when
it was done.” 40

And so we may say in summary at this point that the first and
absolutely essential characteristic of the new, secular mythology
that was emerging in the literature of the twelfth and thirteenth
centuries was that its structuring themes were not derived from
dogma, learning, politics, or any current concepts of the general
social good, but were expressions of individual experience: what
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I have termed Libido as opposed to Credo. Undoubtedly the
myths of all traditions, great and small, must have sprung in the
first instance from individual experiences: indeed we possess,
in fact, a world of legends telling of the prophets and visionaries
through whose personal realizations the cults, sects, and even ma-
jor religions of mankind were instituted. However, in so far as
these then became the authorized and even sanctified vehicles
of established cultural heritages, overinterpreted as of divine
origin and enforced often on pain of death—representing what
the late Professor José Ortega y Gasset well defined as “col-
lective faith” in contrast to “individual faith”—they were no longer
determined by, but were rather determinants of, individual
experience, feeling, thought, and motivation. In the words of
Ortega y Gasset:

Apart from what individuals as individuals, that is to say,
each for himself and on his own account, may believe, there
exists always a collective state of belief. This social faith may or
may not coincide with that felt by such and such an individual.
. - . What constitutes and gives a specific character to collec-
tive opinion is the fact that its existence does not depend on its
acceptance or rejection by any given individual. From the view-
point of each individual life, public belicf has, as it were, the
appearance of a physical object. The tangible reality, so to
speak, of collective belief does not consist in its acceptance by
you or by me; instead it is iz which, whether we acquiesce or

not, imposes on us its reality and forces us to reckon with
it.” &1

Traditional mythologies, that is to say, whether of the primitive
or of the higher cultures, antecede and control experience; whereas
what I am here calling Creative Mythology is an effect and expres-
sion of experience. Its producers do not claim divine authority for
their human, all too human, works. They are not saints or priests
but men and women of this world; and their first requirement is
that both their works and their lives should unfold from convictions
derived from their own experience.

1v. The Crystalline Bed

Our Tristan poet Gottfried, for instance—who was one of the
earliest modern geniuses of first magnitude in the history of Euro-
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pean letters—took particular pains to assure his readers that he
knew whereof he spokc when telling of the life-empowering mys-
teries of love. Indeed, the only statement of this master in which he
lets fall any hint of his personal lifc follows immediatcly upon
his description of the love grotto and symbolic wilderness round
about it:

No one could wish to be anywhere else. And this I well know;
for T have been there. I, too, have tracked and pursued the wild
birds and beasts in that wilderness, the decr and other game,
over many a wooded strcam; and yet, having so given my time, I
never madc a real kill. My toils and pains gained no reward.

I have found the lever and seen the latch of that cave; occa-
sionally reached even the crystalline bed. In fact, I have danced
up to it and back frequently and rather well; yet never have
known rest upon it. The matble floor beside it, hard though it is,
I have so trodden that were it not continually refreshed by the
virtue of its greenness—in which its grcatest virtue lies and
through which it is ever renewed—you would see on it Love’s
true tracks. My eyes I have feasted richly on those glcaming
walls, and with upturned gazc to the medallion, vault, and key-
stone, full eagerly have T destroyed my sight on the ornaments
up there, they arc so bespangled with Excellence. The little sun-
giving windows often havc sent their rays into my heart.*?

For the love grotto, like the center of that circle whose circum-
ference is nowherc and center everywhere, can be found as well in
the Rhineland as in the neighborhood of Tintagel; and for those at
rest on its crystallinc bed the conditions of time dissoive to cter-
nity. As Gottfried tells of his two lovers there: “They looked upon
each other and nourished themselves with that. . . . Nothing but
their state of mind and love did they consume.” * How few, how-
ever, have known the purity of that bed!

We may dance toward it and away, achieve glimpses, and even
dwell in its beauty for a time; yet few are thosc who have been
confirmed in that knowledge of its ubiquity which antiquity called
gnosis and the Orient calls bodhi: full awakening to the crystalline
purity of the bed or ground of one’s own and the world’s truc be-
ing. Like perfectly transparent crystal, it is there, yet as though not
there; and all things, when secn through it, become luminous in its
light. Moreover, it is hard, endures forever. And the green floor

* Supra, p. 46.
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across which one approaches reveals the excellence of time, which
is ever-renewing.

In short, the love grotto in its wilderness can be compared to the
cave-sanctuary of the classical mysteries of Eleusis, or to the sanc-
tum of the female triad shown at Stations 4-5-6 of the golden
mystery-bowl of Figure 3. The female guide to the secrct gate (at
Station 4) bears in hand a little pail of the ambrosia of eternity,
but the raven of death appcars first, since all who would know
eternity must die to their temporal hopes and fears, and to their
name in the world as well. The female guide and guardian marks
the way both to the entry into wisdom and to the return with it to
the world (Figure 3, Stations 4 and 15). Heloise, it can be truly
said, had appeared as such a guide to Abelard.

In the rites of the classical mystery cults the initiatory symbolic
shocks were experienced in graduated series by neophytes spiritu-
ally ready, who were carried thereby through expanding revela-
tions to whatever sign or event, displayed within the ultimate sanc-
tum, conferred the consummating cpiphany. But life too confers
initiations, and the most potent of these are of sex and death. Life
too communicates revclatory shocks, but they are not pedagogical-
ly graded. These initiations are administered both to those pre-
pared and to those who are unprepared, and while the latter
either receive from them no instruction or, worse, are left dam-
aged (insane, a bit exploded, defensively hardened, or inert),
those ready reccive initiations that may not only match but
even surpass thc rcvelations of the cults. For since life is itself
the background from which the prophets of yore of both the
great and the little ceremonial systems decrived their initial
inspirations, life holds still in storc the possibilities of the same en-
lightenment ancw, and of more and greater besides.

v. Aesthetic Arrest

Now, in the language of art such a seizure is termed acsthetic ar-
rest. As characterized by James Joyce in the words of his hero Ste-
phen Dedalus, it is that “enchantment of the heart” by which the
mind is arrcsted and raised above desire and loathing in the
luminous stasis of aesthetic pleasure. “This supreme quality is felt
by the artist,” Stephen declares, “when the esthetic image is first
conceived in his imagination.” 43 By Dante the moment is de-
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scribed at the opening of his Vita Nuova, where Beatrice—then
but a child of nine, he also a child of nine—first appeared before
his eyes.

At that instant, T say truly, the spirit of life, which dwells in
the most secret chamber of the heart, began to tremble with
such violence that it appeared fearfully in the least pulses, and,
trembling, said these words: Ecce deus fortior me, qui veniens
dominabitur mihi [Behold a god stronger than I, who coming
shall rule over me].

At that instant the spirit of the soul, which dwells in the high
chamber to which all the spirits of the senses carry their percep-
tions, began to marvel greatly, and, speaking especially to the
spirit of the sight, said these words: Apparuit jam beatitudo
vestra [Now has appeared your bliss].

At that instant the natural spirit, which dwells in that part
where our nourishment is supplied, began to weep, and, weep-
ing, said these words: Heu miser! quia frequenter impeditus ero
deinceps [Woe is me, wretched! because often from this time
forth shall I be hindered].

I say that from that time forward Love lorded it over my
soul, which had been so speedily wedded to him: and he began
to exercise over me such control and such lordship, through the
power which my imagination gave to him, that it behooved me
to do completely all his pleasure.

The whole career of Dante in art unfolded from this instant; for,
as he tells at the close of the Vita Nuova, having published as a
youth the sonnets and canzoni of his emotion, he resolved to speak
no more of that blessed one till he could more worthily treat of
her. “And to attain to this,” he decared, “I study to the utmost of
my power, as she truly knows. So that, if it shall please Him
through whom all things live, that my life be prolonged for some
years, I hope to say of her what was never said of any woman.” 3

James Joyce too writes of such a moment in the youth of his
alter-ego, Stephen. He had arrived spiritually in a Waste Land of
total disillusionment in the goals and ideals offered him by the so-
ciety and its church into which he had been born. “Where,” asks
the author, “was his boyhood now? Where was the soul that had
hung back from her destiny, to brood alone upon the shame of her
wounds and in her house of squalor and subterfuge . . . ?” Un-
happily brooding in this vein, he was strolling barefoot along the
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broad beach at Dollymount, north of Dublin, beside a long rivulet
in the strand. “He was alone. He was unheeded, happy and near to
the wild heart of life.”

And then, behold!

A girl stood before him in midstream, alone and still, gazing
out to sca. She seemed like one whom magic had changed into
the likeness of a strange and beautiful seabird. Her long slender
bare legs were delicate as a crane’s and pure save where an em-
erald trail of seaweed had fashioned itsclf as a sign upon the
flesh. Her thighs, fuller and softhued as ivory, were bared al-
most to her hips, where the white fringes of her drawers were like
feathering of soft white down. Her slateblue skirts were kilted
boldly about her waist and dovetailed behind her. Her bosom
was as a bird’s, soft and slight, slight and soft as the breast of
some darkplumaged dove. But her long fair hair was girlish:
and girlish, and touched with the wonder of mortal beauty,
her face.

She was alone and still, gazing out to sea; and when she felt
his presence and the worship of his eyes her eyes turned to him
in quiet sufferance of his gaze, without shame or wantonness.
Long, long she suffered his gaze and then quietly withdrew her
eyes from his and bent them towards the stream, gently stirring
the water with her foot hither and thither. The first faint noise of
gently moving water broke the silence, low and faint and whis-
pering, faint as the bells of sleep; hither and thither, hither and
thither; and a faint flame trembled on her cheek.

—Heavenly God! cried Stephen’s soul, in an outburst of pro-
fane joy.

He turned away from her suddenly and set off across the
strand. His cheeks were aflame; his body was aglow; his limbs
were trembling. On and on and on and on he strode, far out
over the sands, singing wildly to the sea, crying to grect the
advent of the life that had cried to him.

Her image had passed into his soul for ever and no word had
broken the holy silence of his ecstasy. Her eyes had called him
and his soul had leaped at the call. To live, to err, to fall, to
triumph, to recreate life out of life! A wild angel had appeared
to him, the angel of mortal youth and beauty, an envoy from the
fair courts of life, to throw open before him in an instant of cc-
stasy the gates of all the ways of error and glory. On and on and
on and ch!4¢
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In the Tristan legend, this moment of the meeting of the eyes
and stilling of the world occurred when the couple, sailing
from Ireland to Cornwall, drank by accident the magic potion that
Isolt’s mother had prepared for the maiden’s wedding night with
King Mark. There has been a difference of opinion among both
poets and critics, however, as to whether this draft was merely a
catalyst or itsclf the cause of the passion, and I suppose there must
also be lovers who wonder if the wild storm they enjoy would ever
have been known to them had they not tarried long—for just one
more glass—that night of the moon on Caribbcan waters. “The
potion,” states one authority, “was indeed the true causc of the
lovers’ passion, and of all that followed from it.” 4* “The love-
potion,” states another, “is a poctic symbol, and Gottfried perhaps
kept the love-drink because it made an excellent climax. Love-
potion or not—the climax in his Tristan and Isolt was bound to
come.” 48

We do not know how the matter stood in the earliest versions of
the legend. Many scholars have pointed out, however, that in the
earliest extant version—namely that of Thomas of Britain, com-
posed c. 1165-1170—the beautiful maid and heroic youth werc
already clearly in love before the potion at last unlocked their
hearts.*® In the later version of Eilhart von Oberge (c. 1180-
1190) the influence of the magic abates after a period of four
years, and in the Norman French version of Béroul (c. 1191-
1205), which follows Eilhart’s tradition, the period given is three:
in both, the drink is declared to be the cause. In Eilhart’s words:
“For four years, their love was so great they could not be apart for
even half a day. Unless they saw each other every day, they fell ill:
they were in love because of that drink. And if they had not seen
each other for a week, they would have died: the drink was so
concocted and of such great strength. Of this you must take full ac-
count!” % Gottfried (c. 1210), on the other hand, followed
Thomas, and Richard Wagner followed Gottfried.

But if the potion is not the cause of love, then what, for these
great poets—Thomas, Gottfricd, and Wagner—can the meaning of
its magic have been?

In Wagner’s case we know from his autobiography as well as
letters that throughout the years of the composition of his Tristan
und Isolde, 1854-1859, he was in rapturous love with the wife,
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Mathilde, of his most generous friend and benefactor, Otto Wesen-
donck; even conceiving of himself as Tristan, Wesendonck as King
Mark, and his muse Mathilde as Quecen Isolde, in whose arms
(according to his own oft repeated words) he desired to die. For,
like Gottfricd, this incurable lover of other men’s wives also had
danced rather well and frequently to the crystalline bed and back,
yet never had known rest upon it. And in fact, if such poets ever
had found that rest, we should never have had their works.

“Because I have never tasted the true bliss of love,” Wagner
wrote to his friend Franz Liszt in December 1854, “I shall raise a
monument to that most beautiful of all drecams, wherein, from be-
ginning to end, this love may for once drink to its full.” 3! He had
met Mathilde, his Beatrice, two years before. And—what is no less
relevant—he had discovered in the language of philosophy, like
Dante, the means not only to read in depth the secret of his stricken
heart, but also to render the import of its sweetly bitter agony in
the timeless metaphors of myth. For, as we learn from his own ac-
count in the autobiography, it was in the ycar of his conception of
this monument to a dream that he found the works of Schopen-
hauer; and, as he declares in so many words: “It was certainly, in
part, the serious mood into which Schopenhauer had transposed
me and which now was pressing for an ecstatic expression of its
structuring ideas, that inspired in me the conception of a Tristan
und Isolde.” ®*

Schopenhauer, it will be rccalled, treats of love as the great
transforming power that converts the will to live into its opposite
and reveals thereby a dimension of truth beyond the world domin-
ion of King Death: beyond the boundaries of space and time and
the turbulent ocean, within these bounds, of our life’s conflicting
centers of self-interest. As he writes in his famous paper on “The
Foundation of Morality,” crowned in the year 1840 by the Royal
Danish Society of Sciences: “If T perform an act wholly and solely
in the intcrest of another, it is then Ais weal and woc that have be-
come my immediate concern—just as in every other act of mine,
the interest scrved is my own. . . .

“But how,” he then asks, “can it possibly be that the weal and
woe of another should dircctly move my will; that is to say, be-
come my metivation, as though the end served were my own: in-
deed, and even occasionally to such a degrce that my own well
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being and suffering—which are normally my only two springs of
conduct—should remain more or less ignored?”

He replies in a fundamental passage that can be read, now, as
the grounding theme not only of Wagner’s Tristan but also of his
Parsifal—and of the Ring der Nibelungen as well:

Obviously this can occur only because another can actually
become the final concern of my willing—as I am myself its
usual concern: that is to say, becausc I can desire his weal and
suffer his woe as acutely as though they were my own. But this
necessarily presupposes that I can actually participate sympa-
thetically in his pain, can experience his pain as otherwise only
my own, and consequently can truly desire his good, as otherwisc
only my own. Which, in turn, demands, however, that I should
for a certain time become identified with him: demands, that is
to say, that the final distinction between me¢ and him, which is
the premise of my egoism, should, to some degree at least, be
suspended. And since I am not actually in the skin of that other,
it can be only through my knowledge of him, his image in my
head, that I can become to such a degree identified with him as
to act in a way that annuls the difference between us.

Having thus reasoned, Schopenhauer now proceeds to his meta-
physical judgment; and in the light of the luminous words that we
have just read of Heloise to Abelard, these relatively dispassionate
paragraphs of the lucid bachelor philosopher will seem rather to
understate than to overstate the message that Wagner echoed and
amplified in the mild and gentle swelling strains of Isolde’s “Lieb-
estod.”

The sort of act that I am here discussing [states Schopen-
hauer] is not something that I have merely dreamed up or con-
jured out of thin air, but a reality—in fact, a not unusual reality:
it is, namely, the everyday phenomenon of Mitleid, compassion,
which is to say: immediate participation, released from all other
considerations, first, in the pain of another, and then, in the alle-
viation or termination of that pain . . . : which alone is the true
ground of all autonomous righteousness and of all true human
love. An act can be said to have genuine moral worth only in so
far as it stems from this source; and conversely, an act from any
other source has none. The weal and woe of another comes to
lie directly on my heart in exactly the same way—though not
always to the same degree—as otherwise only my own would
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lie, as soon as this sentiment of compassion is aroused, and
therewith, the differcnce between him and me is no longer ab-
solute. And this really is amazing—even mysterious. It is, in
fact, the great mystery inherent in all morality, the prime inte-
grant of ethics, and a gate beyond which the only type of spec-
ulation that can presume to venture a single step must be meta-
physical >
It is fascinating to read in Wagner’s account of his studies of
these years that, even while engrossed in his volumes of Schopen-
hauer and settling down to his Tristan, he became so deeply in-
terested in Eugene Burnouf’s Introduction a lhistoire du Boud-
dhisme indien (1844) that for a time he thought of writing an
opera “based on the simple legend,” as he tells us, “of the recep-
tion of a maiden of an untouchable caste into the exalted mendi-
cant order of Shakyamuni; she having made hersclf worthy of this,
through her most passionatcly intensified and purified love for the
Buddha’s chief disciple Ananda.” #* But Schopenhauer had himself
already recognized, acknowledged, and even celebrated the rela-
tionship of his metaphysics not only to Indian Buddhist and
Vedantic thought, but to an ever-present heretical strain in Occi-
dental philosophy as well. As we read, for instance, turning with
Wagner once again to the prize essay, “On the Foundation of
Morality”:

This doctrine, that plurality is merely illusory, and that in all
the individuals of this world—no matter how great their num-
ber, as they appear beside each other in space and after each
other in time—there is made manifest only one, single, truly
existent Being, present and ever the same in all, was known to
the world, even ages before Kant. In fact, it can be said to have
been with us through all time. For, in the first place, it is the
chief and fundamental teaching of the oldest books in the world,
the sacred Vedas,* the dogmatic portion—or better, esotcric
meaning—of which is preserved for us in the Upanishads,+

* In Schopenhauer’s century, the clay tablets of Sumer had not yet been
discovered, nor the Pyramid Texts deciphered; moreover a greatly excessive
antiquity was attributed to the Vedas. These texts and their dates are dis-
cussed in Oriental Mythology.

t “The Upanishads,” wrote Schopenhauer in a frequently quoted pas-
sage, “afford the most rewarding and exalting reading possible in this world:
they are the consblation of my life, as they will be of my death™ (Parerga
und Paralipomana XVI. 187).
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throughout which the same great teaching is to be found tire-
lessly restated in endless variation on practically every page, as
well as allegorized in multitudes of similes and figures. That it
was basic, also, to the wisdom of Pythagoras, there can be no
doubt, even in spite of our paucity of information concerning
that philosopher; and practically the entire body of teaching of
the Eleatic school consisted of this doctrine, as everybody
knows. The Neoplatonists were literally soaked in it: “Through
the unity of all,” they wrote, “all souls are one” (8w my évéryra
dmdvrev mdaas Yyuxas wlav evac: propter omnium unitatem cunctas
animas unam esse). Then in Europe, unexpectedly, wc see it
emerge in the ninth century in the works of Scotus Erigena,?
whom it so excited that he strove to clothe it in the forms and
language of the Christian faith. Among Mohammedans it is
found in the inspired mysticism of the Sufis.¢ And yet in the
more recent Occident, Giordano Bruno had to pay with a
shameful and painful decath for his inability to suppress an urge
to proclaim its general truth. The Christian mystics, no matter
when or where they appear, can be seen caught in this realiza-
tion—even against their will and in spite of every effort. Spi-
noza’s name is identified with it. And in our own day, at last—
now that Kant has blown the old dogmatic theology to bits
and the world stands appalled among the smoking ruins—the
same perception is restated in the cclectic philosophy of Schel-
ling [1775-1854]. Uniting deftly in a single system the doc-
trines of Plotinus, Spinoza, Kant, and Jacob Boehme, combined
with the findings of modern science, Schelling, to meet the
pressing need of his generation, developed his own variations
on the common themes—so that this knowledge has now gained
general credit among German scholars and is known even
to the educated public. As in the words of Voltaire:

On peut assez longtemps, chez notre espéce,
Fermer la porte a la raison.

Mais, des qu’elle entre avec adresse,

Elle reste dans la maison,

Et bientét elle en est maitresse.

The only exceptions today are the university professors, who
face now the difficult assignment of waging war on this so-called
“Pantheism.” Placed thereby in a situation of both embarrass-
ment and jeopardy, they are clutching in their heartfelt anxiety
at every sort of pitiful sophism, all kinds of bombastic phraseol-
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ogies, from which to piece together an acceptable disguise for
their cherished, specially privileged, old cutaway-coat philoso-
phy.

In brief: The ‘Ev xa. mav has been forever the laughingstock
of fools and the everlasting meditation of the wise. And yet, no
rigorous proof has ever been, or can be, given for it, except by
way of the demonstrations of Kant—who, however, did not
complete the proof himself, but, like a sharp debater, presented
only his premises, leaving to his audience the pleasure of arriv-
ing at the necessary conclusion.

For if plurality and distinction belong only to this world of
appearances, and if one and the same Being is what is beheld in
all these living things, well then, the experience that dissolves
the distinction betwcen the I and the Not-I cannot be false. On
the contrary: its opposite must be false; and indeed, in India we
find this opposite denoted by the term mdyd, meaning “decep-
tion, phantasm, illusion.” However, as we havec just seen, the
former experience underlies thc mystery of compassion, and
stands, in fact, for the reality of which compassion is the prime
expression. That experience, therefore, must be the metaphysi-
cal ground of cthics and consist simply in this: that one individ-
ual should recognize in another, himsclf in his own true being.
. . . Which is the recognition for which the basic formula is
the standard Sanskrit expression, “Thou art that,” tat tvam
asi.®

vi. The Potion

Wagner’s understanding of the love potion of Isolt and Tristan
was in large measure inspired by this poetic philosophy of Schopen-
hauer, and yet, as he one day realized with astonishment and de-
clares in his autobiography, his own creative work had already, of
itself, anticipated these metaphysical insights. Schopenhauer, his
mystagogue, was to mature his art and lcad him on from the love
grotto of Tristan to Amfortas’s Castle of the Grail, not by any
force of indoctrinating authority, but by way of an eagerly desired,
freely and gratefully accepted elucidation and validation of his
own as yct unconscious motivating idea of love’s transfiguration.

As anyone passionately excited by a living experience would
have donc [he tells us], I pressed on, as fast as I could, to the
conclusion ‘of the Schopenhauerian system: but though its aes-
thetic portion had satisfied me completely, and particularly had
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astonished me with its notable understanding of music, I was
nevertheless shocked—as any in my state of mind would have
been—by the moral turn at the end of it all. For there, the ex-
tinction of the Will to Life, absolute renunciation, was put for-
ward as our only real and final redemption from the bonds (now
for the first time keenly felt) of our individual limitation in un-
derstanding and dealing with the world. For such a one as I,
who had expected to cull from philosophy a capital justification
for political and social agitation in the name of the so-called
“free individual,” there was here, obviously, nothing to gain:
the only offering was a requirement to turn from this road en-
tirely and put down the impulse to a personal career. To me, at
first, this had nothing at all to say. Not so readily, I thought,
would I allow myself to be moved to renounce the so-called
“cheerful” Greek viewpoint, from which I had composed my
paper on “The Artwork of the Future” [written 1849, published
1850]. Actually, it was Herwegh,* who, with a weighty
thought, first moved me to reconsider my emotion. “All tra-
gedy,” he suggested, “is contingent on this insight into the
nullity of the sphere of appearance; and every great poet—
indeed, every great human being—must inwardly have recon-
ciled himself intuitively to this truth.” I looked back to my
Nibelungen poem and there, to my amazement, found that what
now was giving me such difficulty as a theory had long been fa-
miliar to my own poetic imagination. So that I understood now,
for the first time, my own “Wotan,” and, considerably shaken,
returned to Schopenhauer, to commence a more attentive study
of his work. I now realized that the most important thing of all
was to understand correctly Book I of The World as Will and
Idea, where he interprets and enlarges upon Kant’s doctrine of
the mere ideality of this world of space and time, which appears
to us so firmly founded; and I believed myself to have taken the
first real step along thc way to understanding, in as much as I
now recognized, at least, how uncommonly difficult this doctrine

* George Herwegh (1817-1875) was a leading revolutionary poet of the
g g g Yp

“Young German” movement, who, like Wagner, had been implicated in the

Tis

ings of the year 1848 and was now, like Wagner himself, in political exile

for a while in Zurich. Wagner met him there in 1851 in the rooms of an-
other revolutionary littérateur, Adolph Kolatschek, who was editing a Ger-
man monthly journal dedicated to perpetuating on the mental plane the
revolution that had failed on the political (cf. Wagner, Mein Leben, (Mun-
ich: F. Bruckmann, 1911), pp. 547-48).
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actually was. For many years thereafter, the book never left my
side, and already by the summer of the following yecar I had
worked through it studiously, four times. The effect that it was
gradually taking upon me was extraordinary and, in any case,
became decisive for my entire life.5®

Very, very thinly summarized, in the most elementary terms

sible, this “uncommonly difficult’ doctrine of the nullity of the
apparent world can perhaps be sufficiently suggested for our
present reading simply by reminding ourselves of the following ob-
vious fact: namely, that since every sight, sound, smell, taste, and
tactile impression necessarily comes to us from some part of space
and endures for some period of time, space and time, consc-
quently, are the ineluctable preconditions of all outward experi-
ence whatsoever: we have our being in their ambience, as fish in
water, and what any state of being independent of time and space
might be, we ncither know nor can imagine. Nor can we hope to
learn from reason; for all thinking is ineluctably conditioned by the
laws of grammar and logic. Thus all forms beheld in the outer
world and all thoughts entertained about them are removed by the
conditions of perception and cogitation from whatever the prime
state—or non-state—might be of any Being-in-itself: Kant’s Ding
an sich.

Plato’s parable of the Cavc,® as well as the Indian doctrine of
maya,®® adumbrate thc same realization; in Shelley’s beautiful
lines we recognize it again:

Life, like a dome of many-colored glass,
Stains the white radiance of Eternity.8!

And in Goethe’s Faust, at the opening of Part II, it is represented
where the hero turns, unable to gaze directly into the blinding light
of the sun, and sees a waterfall, arched by a rainbow. “So let the
sun then remain at my back!” he declares. . . . “We have our life
in the colorful reflection.” 62

However—and here is where Schopenhauer steps away from
Kant—whereas the eye directed outward to the many-colored
manifold beholds apparent phenomenal forms, the gaze turned in-
ward comes to something else. In meditation deepening, going past
the dreamlike,.remembered forms of outer experience and the ab-
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stract concepts derived both from such experience and from the
structure of the mind itself, pressing down beyond all this, one
comes in touch finally not with forms or thoughts at all, but with
what Schopenhauer termed the will (die Wille): one’s own sheer
will to live, which is simply one’s own sharc of the general will to
live that is the ground of being of all nature, manifest as well in the
physical laws that bring crystals into form and move a magnet, as
in the formative encrgies of the plant world, the animal kingdom,
and the bodies, cities, and civilizations of mankind.

“It is what is innermost,” states Schopenhauer, “the kernel of
each individual thing and equally of the whole. It is manifest in
every blindly working force of nature; it is manifest, also, in the
considered deeds of men: the great difference bctween these two
being merely a matter of the level of manifestation, not the essence
of what is made manifest.” 83

Up to now [he continues], the concept will has been sub-
sumed under the concept force; but I am using it just the oppo-
site way, and mean that every force in nature is to be under-
stood as a function of will. And this is no mere squabble over
words, or matter of no moment: on the contrary, it is of the
greatest significance and importance. For at the back of the con-
cept force there is finally our visual knowledge of the objective
world, i.e, of some phenomenon, something seen. It is from this
that the concept force derives. It is an abstraction from the field
in which the laws of cause and effect prevail . . . whereas the
concept will, on the contrary, is the one, among all possible con-
cepts, that does not derive from the observation of phenomena,
not from mere visual knowledge, but comes from inside,
emerges from the immediate consciousness of each one of us, in
which each is directly aware of his own individuality in terms of
his own existence: not as a form, not even in terms of the sub-
ject-object relationship, but as that which he himself is; for here
the knower and the known are the same.%

One recognizes immediately the relationship of this Schopen-
hauerian concept of the will to the Indian idea of the brahman,
which is identical with the self (arman) of all beings (‘“‘thou art
that,”” tat tvam asi). The will, as brahman, transcends the object-
subject relationship and is therefore non-dual (nir-dvandva).
Duality (dvandva), on the other hand, is an illusion of the sphere
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of space and time (maya): both our fcar of death (mara) and
our yearning for the pleasures of this world (kama) derive from,
and attach us to, this manifold delusion, from which release
(moksa) is achieved only when the fear of death and desire for
enjoyment arc extinguished in the knowledge (Sanskrit, bodhi;
Greek, gnosis) of non-duality (nir-dvandva: tat tvam asi). With
that, the vcil of delusion dissolves and the realization is immediate
that ““we arc all,” as Schopenhauer avers, “‘one and the same singlc
Being.” And the scntiment proper to this selfless realization is
compassion (karuna).

“All individuation is a mere appcarance, an cffect of space and
time, which are themselves nothing more than the forms of my
cerebral capacity for knowledge and the conditioning factors, con-
sequently, of all objects of that knowledge. Accordingly, the multi-
tude and varicty of individuals, also, is merely an appcarance, i.e.,
a mere cffect of my way of perceiving. Whereas my true, my in-
most being subsists in every living thing as immediately as I
can know and cxperience it only in my own self-conscious
self.” 64

And with that we awake to the meaning of thc potion in
Wagner’s Tristan romance. It is neither a cause nor a catalyst of
the mighty passion of love; for that love was already present in
both hearts before the couple drank, and both, moreover, knew
that it was therc. The great point of the splendid scene of the
drinking of the potion is that thc couple believe they are drinking
death and have spiritually acquiesced in this act of rcnunciation;
for there is in Wagner’s version of the romance a death potion as
well as a love potion aboard the bride-ship, which Isolde’s mother
also has prepared. And Isolde’s maid Brangaene (who is in the
role here of the porteress at the gate of initiation with the pail of
ambrosia, the drink of immortality, in hand) has substituted the
love potion for the other in their cup. So that, as they have already
renounced psychologically both love as lust and the fear of death,
when they drink, and live, and again look upon each other, the veil
of maya has fallen.

Isolde throws the cup aside. Both are seized with trembling.
They clutch convulsively at their breasts. The music is developing
the Love Potion Motive, and, after a stunned, excruciating mo-
ment, the two break into wild song:
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IsoLDE: Tristan!

TrISTAN: Isolde! . . . What dream was that I had, of Tris-
tan’s honor?

IsoLDE: What dream was that I had, of Isolde’s shame?

Do we hear an echo of Heloise?

And in Gottfricd’s poem the marvel wrought by the potion is the
same: for though he had, in his philosophy, no Schopenhauer to
call upon, he had the Greeks and the grace of their Muses—the
same who were to become for the poets and artists of the Renais-
sance the openers of thc senscs to the music of the spheres.
When he paused in his work to invoke divine inspiration, it
was not to Jesus, Mary, or any Christian saint that he called, but
to the Muses Nine (the Camenae), and the master of their cosmic
dance, Apollo with his lyre:

My prayers and entreatics will T now send forth from heart
and hands aloft to Helicon, to that ninefold throne whence the
fountains spring from which the gift of words and meaning flow.
Its host and its nine hostesses are Apollo and the Camenae.
. . . And could I obtain of it but a single drop, my words
would be dipped in the glowing crucible of Camenian inspira-
tion, to be there transmuted into something strangely wonderful,
made to order, like Arabian gold.®¢

Schopenhauer’s theory of art, which so appcaled to Wagner that
he took it for his own, elucidates in nineteenth-century terms the
same Hellenistic concept of the Muses here alluded to by Gott-
fried. It is a concept, moreover, that is in perfect accord with the
represcntations of both poets of the influence of the potion; for the
waters of the fountains of inspiration dispensed to artists by the
Muses, the liquor in the little pails of the guides and guardians of
the mysteries, the drink of thc gods, and the distillate of love arc
the same, in various strengths, to wit, ambrosia (Sanskrit, amrta,
“immortality”), the potion of deathless life experienced here and
now. It is milk, it is wine, it is tea, it is coffec, it is anything you
like, when drunk with a certain insight—Ilifc itsclf, when cxperi-
enced from a certain depth and height.

For normally, biologically, the animal function of eyes is to be
on the watch for things in the field of space and time that might be
a) desirable or b)dangerous. They are the scouts of an alimentary
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canal, inquiring, “Can T eat that, or will that eat me?” And when
functioning on this zoological-economic-political level of concern,
even the organs of higher knowledge are in the service only of the
will to live, “serving,” as Schopenhauer states, “merely as means
for the preservation of the individual and his species. And having
originated so,” he continues, “in the service of the Will, for the
realization of its aims, knowledge remains practically entirely in
that service—at least, in all animals and in nearly all human
beings. And yet . . . in some men knowledge can break free of
this servitude, release itself from such bondage, and stand free of
the Will and its aims, sheerly in and for itself, as a clean clear mir-
ror of the world—which is the order of consciousness of art.” &7

For it is possible, in certain circumstances, to dissociate the act
of seeing from the will of the individual to live. It is possible to
view an object not in terms of its relationship to the well-being of
the viewer, the subject, but in its own being, in and for itself. The
object then is seen with the cye not of a temporal individual but of
uncommitted consciousness: the world eye, as Schopenhauer
calls it—without desire, without fear, absolutely dissociated from
the vicissitudes of mortality in space and time and those laws of
cause and effect which operate in this field. This is the eye not of
man the sleeper at the feet of the central goddess of Figure 3, in
the circle of the scared and ravenous beasts, but of Hyperborean
Apollo at the summit of Mount Helicon, lyre in hand, beholding
those eternal forms which are manifest through all phenomena and
which Plato called the universal “ideas.”

This transition from the usual way of perceiving an individual
thing to the perception of its informing idea occurs abruptly
[states Schopenhauer], when the act of cognition is released
from the service of the Will, and the knowing subject conse-
quently ceases to be a mere individual and becomes the will-
less, pure subject of knowledge: no longer seeking relationships
in terms of the laws of cause and effect, but resting and fulfilled
in fixed contemplation of the presented object, which is released
from its connections with all else.%®

Or, as James Joyce formulates the same insight in his discussion
(in A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man) of the moment of
aesthetic arrest in the contemplation of an object: “You see that it
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is that thing which it is and no other thing. . . . The mind in that
mysterious instant Shelley likened to a fading coal.” 6°

Science, Schopenhauer declares, is concerned with the laws of
cause and effect, which are not the object of art. Mathematics is
concerned with the conditions of space and time: these conditions
are not the object of art. History is concerned with motivation:
motivation is not the object of art. Art is informed by the contem-
plation of the object in its character as “idea”: not as a ‘“concept,”
abstracted by the intellect, but as a thing regarded in and for itself,
dissociated from the temporal flow of causal laws. “And this sepa-
rate thing,” Schopenhauer explains, “which in that general strcam
has been but the least vanishing particle, becomes, when so re-
garded, an epiphany of the whole, equivalent to the entire unend-
ing manifold of time.” 7

This way of seeing is the way of genius, the way of art, the way
of perfect objectivity, the way of the world eye, and is not to be
confused either with intellectual abstraction or with allegorical ref-
erence. But for those unable to bear its impact, which annihilates
momentarily the entirc world and world-oricntation of the self-
protecting, self-advancing biological-political individual, the con-
sequence is madness. Schopcnhauer cites from Aristotle a sentence
quoted by Seneca: “Nullum maghum ingenium sine mixtura
dementiae fuit.” 7' He cites, too, the lines of Dryden:

Great wits are sure to madness near allied,
And thin partitions do their bounds divide.®

And he reminds us, finally, of Plato’s allegory of the cave,* where
the poet-philosopher states that those who have been outside the
cave are mocked when they return, since their eyes, disaccustomed
to its darkness, no longer rightly see and judge its shadows. The
genius, then, may be said to be one who can live simultaneously in
two views of the world, that of art and that of the will, without
going mad.™

According to this philosophy, to which Wagner gave his whole
regard, cach of the arts is most fittingly applied to one aspect of
the cosmic vision. For example, architecture renders the physical
strains of the universal harmony: weight, cohesion, rigidity and
mass, the play of light and dark, form and symmetry. Landscape-

* Plato, The Republic, 7; supra, p. 77.
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painting and gardening the silent power, in spiritual peace, of the
impersonal will in nature; animal sculpturc and painting show the
character of species. The nude in sculpture and painting renders the
grace of the species Man; and portraiture, as said, the intelligible
character of the individual as a species in himself. Music, however,
has a role apart; for it deals not with forms in space, but with
time, sheer time. It is not, like the other arts, a rendition of what
Plato calls “ideas,” but of the will itself, the world will, of which
the “ideas” are but inflections. “One could call the world ‘em-
bodied music,” as well as ‘embodicd Will.” ” Schopenhauer wrote,
confirming thus the ancient theme of the music of the spheres.

And in the art of Wagner’s opera, therefore, the music is meant
to render the inward time-sense of the scenes presented on the
outward space-field of the stage. Tt is related to those scenes as the
will is to the body, and is equivalent, that is to say, in both sense
and effect, to thc love potion itself, by which the two wills of Tsolt
and Tristan were touched, to move as one.

The two believe they are drinking death: their will to live they
have cancecled. They drink, and hark!—the music of the universe
changes:

IsoLDE: Tristan! From the world relcased, thou art won to
me, Tristan!

TrisTAN: Isolde! . . . thou art won to me!

THE TWO TOGETHER: Won to me! Thou, my only thought,
love’s delight supreme! ™

Or, as Gottfried, the earlier poet, states:

Love, the waylayer of all hearts, had stolen in. . . . Those
who before had been two and twofold, were now one, single-
fold. . . . Each was to the other as translucent as a glass:

the two possessed one heart. . . .

When Isolt thought, the only thought she had was neither of
this nor of that, but of Love alonc and Tristan. . . . For the
burgeoning of Love makes lovers ever the more fair. That is
the seed of Love, by which it never dies.™
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1. Symbolic Speech

The best things cannot be told, the second best are misunderstood.
After that comes civilized conversation; after that, mass indoctrina-
tion; after that, intercultural exchange. And so, proceeding, we
come to the problem of communication: the opening, that is to say,
of one’s own truth and depth to the depth and truth of another in
such a way as to establish an authentic community of existence.

I have already said that the mythology of which we are treating
in this volume springs from individual experience, not dogma,
learning, political interests, or programs for the renovation of soci-
ety; and the type of experience of which we have been reading in
the words of Heloise and Rabi’a, Gottfried, Dante, Wagner, and
Joyce, has been the innocence and majesty of love. I am aware
that their experiences differed, and that what Heloise, Gottfricd,
and Wagner called love, Dante condemned as lust in Canto V of
the Inferno. However, the innocence and majesty of his own emo-
tion Dante never doubted; and what we are discussing here is not
what men have thought of others, but the force of their convictions
based on experiences of their own; and this we may well call faith
—in Ortega y Gasset’s sense of the term, “individual faith,” in
contrast to “collective”: not faith in what onc has been told to be-
lieve, or in what, for the earning of money, political office, or
fame, it may be thought propitious to belicve, but faith in one’s
own experience, whether of fecling, fact, reason, or vision. For, as
Ortega remarks, “It is not in man’s power to think and believe as
he pleases.” He continues:

84
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One can want to think otherwise than one really thinks, one
can work faithfully to change an opinion and may even be suc-
cessful. But what we cannot do is to confuse our desire to think
in another way with the pretense that we are already thinking as
we want to. One of the giants of the Renaissance, the strange
Leonardo da Vinci, coined for all time the adage: “Che non puo
quel che vuol, quel che puo voglia”—he who cannot do what he
wants, let him want what he can do.?

The socially authorized mythologies and cults of the classical
and medieval as well as various primitive and Oriental traditions
were intended, and commonly functioned, to inculcate belief; and
in salicnt instances their effectiveness was such that they deter-
mined the form and content of the most profound personal experi-
ences. No one has yet reported of a Buddhist arhat surprised by a
vision of Christ, or a Christian nun by the Buddha. The image of
the vehicle of grace, arriving in vision from untold depths, puts on
the guise of the local mythic symbol of the spirit, and as long as
such symbols work there can be no quarrel with their retention.
They serve no less effectively as guides of the individual than as
stays of the social order. However, “collective” mythologies do not
always function so. Individuals there have always bcen in whom
the socially enforced forms have produced neither vision nor con-
viction. Some of these have fallen apart either in solitude or in bed-
lam; others have been dclivered to the stake or firing squad. Today,
more fortunately, it is everywhere the collective mythology itself
that is going to pieces, leaving ecven the non-individual (sauve qui
peut!) to be a light unto himself. It is true that the madhouses
are full; psychoanalysts, millionaires. Yet anyone sensible enough
to have looked around somewhat outside his fallen church will
have seen standing everywhcre on the cleared, still clearing,
world stage a company of mighty individuals: the great order
of those who in the past found, and in the present too are find-
ing, in themselves all the guidance needed. The mythologies
of this book arc the productions, the revelations—the letters in
a bottle, set floating on the sea—of such men and women, who
have had the courage to be at onc in their wanting and their do-
ing, their knowing and their telling. And we may leave it to God,
Dante, and opr local priest or newspaper to put them in Heaven
or Hell. But better Hell in one’s own character than Heaven as
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somcone elsc; for that would be exactly to make of Hell,
Hcaven, and of Heaven, Hell.

The profession of views that are not one’s own and the living of
life according to such views—no matter what the resultant sense of
social participation, fulfillment, or even euphoria may be—eventu-
ates inevitably in self-loss and falsification. For in our public roles
and conventional beliefs we are—after all!l-——practically inter-
changeable. “Out there” we arc not ourselves, but at best only
what we arc expected to be, and at worst what we have got to
be. The intent of the old mythologies to integrate the individual in
his group, to imprint on his mind the idcals of that group, to fash-
ion him according to one or another of its orthodox sterco-
types, and to convert him thus into an absolutcly dependable
cliché, has become assumed in the modern world by an in-
creasingly officious array of ostensibly permissive, but actually co-
ercive, demythologized sccular institutions. A new anxiety in rela-
tion to this development is now becoming evident, however; for
with the increase, on one hand, of our cfficiencies in mass indoc-
trination and, on the other, of our uniquely modern Occidental in-
terest in the fosterage of authentic individuals, there is dawning
upon many a new and painful realization of the depth to which the
imprints, stereotypes, and archetypes of the social sphere determine
our personal sentiments, deeds, thoughts, and even capacities for
experience.

The playwright Ionesco, in his modern “comedy of the absurd”
The Bald Soprano, brings a properly married British couple
into a properly arid British drawing room, where each has
the curious presentiment of having met or seen the other some-
where before. They are strangers to each other. And in the same
vein T. S. Eliot, in his pocm “The Hollow Men” (1925)—as in his
earlier piece, The Waste Land (1922)—protests that we are all
today so emptied of validity that even

At the hour when we are
Trembling with tenderness
Lips that would Kiss

Form prayers to broken stone.?

In the expatriate poet’s memorable words:

We are the hollow men
We are the stuffed men
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Leaning together

Headpicece filled with straw. Alas!
Our dried voices, when

We whisper together

Are quiet and meaningless

As wind in dry grass

Or rats’ feet over broken glass

In our dry cellar

Shape without form, shade without colour,
Paralyzed force, gesture without motion.?

In the primitive and Oricntal provinces of collective authority
and faith, local customs were always mythologically overinter-
preted as of superhuman origin. Among the primitives, generally,
the mythological ancestors in thec mythological age were believed
to have founded, once and for all, the customs by which their de-
scendants would have to abide if they and the world itself were to
endure. In the great East, as in ancient Sumer and Akkad, Egypt
and Babylon, the orthodox social order was traditionally regarded
as of a picce with the order of nature, established—like the move-
ments of the plancts—on a context of eternal, impersonal, abso-
lutely implacable cosmic law. And according to our own tradition,
the moral orders of both the Old and New Testament issued from
the will of a personal Creator God dwelling (as Bishop Robinson
has remarked in his bold little volume Honest to God) somewherc
either out or up “there.”

It took the Greeks and Romans and the later Celts and Germans
to realize that the laws by which men regulate their lives are of hu-
man derivation: conventional, not apodictical, hence alterable by
the human will to comport with human aims and means. We count
Greek philosophy and Roman law, as well as the modern concept
of the secular statc, as the great milestones of this release of man
from the grip of his own nightmare of a past. And with this de-
mythologization of the regulations of society—their reduction to
the status of an expedient, rationally ordered, conventional
frame, within the necutral field of which human lives of various
kinds should be able to prosper with as little impediment as pos-
sible—the modern center of supreme concern has shifted
from the social order as an end to the individual. A pathologi-
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cal throwback to archaic times and ideals has lately appeared,
however, in that vast Eurasian empire of modemized Byzan-
tine despotism (bounded by machine guns turned inward on
its own imprisoncd population) where the scientific brainwash
now has replaced the catechism and confessional, the commis-
sar the bishop, and Das Kapital the Bible. The genius Friedrich
Nietzsche, as early as 1881, foresaw this possibility and warned
of it—even described it—in his chapter on “The New Idol: The
State,” in his Thus Spake Zarathustra:

The State, that is the coldest of all cold monsters. Coldly,
also, it lies; and the lie that creeps from its mouth is this: “I, the
State, am the People.”

That is a lie! Those who created peoples were creators, and
they hung a faith over them and a love, and so, served life.

Destroyers are these who lay snares for many and call it the
State: they hang a sword over them and a hundred cravings.

Where people still exist, the State is not understood, but hated
as the evil eye and as sin against custom and law.

I give unto you this sign: every people speaks of good and
evil in its own language, which its neighbor does not understand.
It has devised its language for itself in customs and in laws.

But the State lies about good and evil in all tongues; and
whatever it says, it lies—and whatever it has, it has stolen.

Everything in it is false; it bites with stolen tecth—the biter.
False even are its bowels. .

But the earth still is free for great souls. Open still are many
sites for one alone or for two alone, where the odor floats of
quiet seas. .

There where the State leaves off—look but there, my Brother!
Do you not see it: the rainbow and the bridge of the Super-
man? 4

Two great difficulties, however, confront the questing individual
who, alone, would seek beyond the tumult of the state, in the si-
lences of earth and sea and the silence of his heart, the Word be-
yond words of the mystery of nature and his own potentiality as
man—Ilike the knight crrant riding forth into the forest “there
where he saw it to be thickest.” * The first is the difficulty of break-
ing through and beyond the system of delusion impressed upon
and built into his very nerves by the forces—at once moral and

* Supra, p. 37.
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linguistic—of his youth. Sigmund Freud has described as a
process of introjection the psychological mechanism by which,
in infancy, parental commands are imprinted indelibly on the
motivating centers of the will; and the comparative linguist
Benjamin Lee Whorf has demonstrated through a number
of detailed comparisons to what cxtent the language lcarned
in infancy dctermines not only the manner in which one’s
thoughts and feclings have to be expressed, but also the very
patterns of those thoughts and feelings themselves.> Hence,
even in the solitudes of those remotest fastnesses where the state
would seem to have left off, thc imprintings of our parish are
with us, tattooed on the inside of our skins. Therein lies the
sense of the enigmatic command of the Japanese Zen mas-
ter: “Show me the face you had before you were born.” In the
Chinese Tao Te Ching we rcad of returning “to the uncarved
block.” And the Indian Upanishads point in every linc to that in-
terior, ineffable source of being, consciousness, and bliss, “where-
from words turn back, togcther with the mind, not having at-
tained.” &
Self-luminous, fixed, yet known as moving
in the secret cavity of the heart,
That is the great support. Herein abides all
that moves and breathes and winks.”

And in the West: “O pleasing stlence, where all things are still
and the voice of the Beloved is heard with the faintest sound!”
wrote the interesting Spaniard, Saint Thomas of Villanueva
(1488-1555),% who as Archbishop of Valencia was a preacher of
the mystic way from the pulpit of his see.

But then, when one has actually been vouchsafed an experience
of one’s own—transcending those categories written by onc’s peo-
ple over the face of nature—upon returning, so to say, to the king’s
court and rejoining there, at the Table Round, those others who
likewisc in the dark wood were vouchsafed their own experiences,
the second difficulty arises, of establishing some kind of life,
in terms not of the old “collective faith” but of one’s own.,

T. S. Eliot, in a footnote to The Waste Land, cites a passage
from F. H. Bradley’s Appearance and Reality:

My external sensations [the philosopher had declared] are no
less private to myself than arc my thoughts or my feelings. In
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either casc my experience falls within my own circle, a circle
closed on the outside; and, with all its elements alike, cvery
sphere is opaque to the others which surround it. . . . In brief,
regarded as an existence which appcars in a soul, the whole
world for each is peculiar and private to that soul.?

In the light of Freud and Whorf, however, this cannot be alto-
gether true, since the categories according to which our experi-
ences become conscious even to ourselves have been supplied to us
by our society and are shared by everybody in it. The really private
experiences do not occur until these categories are dissolved; and
then the second task emerges of communication: communication
that will not immediately drag the whole discourse—and one’s life
itself—down and back into the now transcended mold.

In the case of the absolute hermit no communication is either
attempted or desired; he rests in the state of Nietzsche’s “one
alone.” In the case of a shared seizure of love (Nietzsche’s case of
“two alone”), as celebrated by Gottfried in his grotto of the crys-
talline bed, an immediately intelligible secret language of signs and
words comes into being, from which the world is automatically
excluded. And comparably, in larger context, wherc a team, a
company, a tribe, or a people shares significant common cxperi-
ences, a language inevitably comes into being that is, in depth, un-
intelligible to outsiders, even where its rational or pragmatic im-
port may seem to be obvious and translatable.

In Primitive Mythology 1 have employed the term “mythogenetic
zone” to designate any geographical area in which such a lan-
guage of mythic symbols and related rites can be shown to have
sprung into being.'® However, when the forms of the rites and
symbols are then diffused to other zones, or passed on to later gen-
crations no longer participating in the carlier experience, they lose
depth, lose sense, lose heart; so that whereas originally their sense
and effcct had been spontaneously recognized and rendered—Ilike
the sense and effects of bird calls within the range of a species—in
later use, having lost force, they are consciously reinterpreted and
applied to new and cven contrary themes—as occurred in the
case, for example, of the serpent symbol in the Near East, when it
passed from Sumero-Babylonian mythology to the Bible.!!

In the modern world of science and the power-driven machine,
global commerce, and massive cross-cultural exchanges, the social
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and physical backgrounds out of which thc old symbolic orders
arose have disappearcd. Morcover, in our present world environ-
ment of intermingling religious communities, nationalities and
races, social orders and economies, there is no actual community
in depth anywhere, even where, for practical ends, agreements may
appear to have becn achieved. No one who has ever scriously at-
tended an East-West philosophers’ congress, an interfaith parley of
religions, or a season at the UN will again believe that anything
but empty barrcls (which, as the proverb tells, make the most
noise) can be transferred across a cultural divide. As the old Ro-
mans used to say, “Senatus bestia, senatores boni viri: The senate
is a bcast, the senators are good men.” The parliamentary arena
has for centuries bcen understood to be the Devil’s own gaming
ground of deceit and compromise. And yet—to give the Devil his
duc—airtight empty barrels are exactly what is required in this
new day of new wincs. For, as cven the most pessimistic eye must
recognize, compromise and deceit, force majeure and accommo-
dation, are gradually fashioning in this world today (though per-
haps—tragically—too slowly) a sort of noncommittal social or-
der, defined in a legal Esperanto, that should serve, in the end, as a
demythologized, undecorated, merely practical frame for whatever
possibilitics of existence one or two alone or companies in consort
may yct develop for thecmselves on this living earth and in the infi-
nite space beyond. There is still the danger, of course, of the new
monster idol, the state, with its scientific brainwash and its awe-
some, gruesom¢ mass product, the non-individual doll of living
flesh, moved not from within but by remote control and signal
from without, like one of Pavlov’s dogs. In the words, again, of
T. S. Eliot’s “The Hollow Men,” “Mistah Kurtz—he dead.”

Here we go round the prickly pear
Prickly pear prickly pear

Here we go round the prickly pear
At five o’clock in the morning.

Between the idea
And the reality
Between the motion
And the act
Falls the Shadow
For Thine is the Kingdom
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through accents of the soil and woodnotes wild. A few, more re-
cently, have thought to purge away all language, thought, and civ-
ilization whatsoever, emitting sounds, syllables, tintinnabulations,
pig grunts, eagle screams, baboon howls, and silence, returning
thus to the lower Paleolithic for a fresh start. But pig grunts of
themselves are no more eloquent of transcendence than arc Alex-
andrian couplets. The art required is to make sounds, words, and
forms, whether of base or of noble provenance, open out in back,
as it were, to cternity, and this requires of the artist that he should
himself, in his individual experience, have touched ancw that still
point in this turning world of which the immemorial mythic forms
are the symbols and guarantee. In fact, if one may judge from the
record, the shared secret of all the really great creative artists of
the West has been that of Ictting themselves be wakened by—and
then reciprocally reawakening—the inexhaustibly suggestive myth-
ological symbols of our richly compound Europcan heritage of in-
termixed traditions. Avoiding, on one hand, the popular mistake of
reading mythology as a reference to hard historic fact and, on the
other hand, the puerility of rejecting the guidance of the centuries
and so drowning like a puppy in the shallows of one’s own first
depth, they have passed, one and all, beyond this gencral wrecking
point of Scylla and Charybdis to that sun door of which the know-
ers have sung through all ages, cach in the language of his own
world. Having lct their imaginations be roused by the waking pow-
er of the symbols, they have followed the echoes of their eloquence
within—each opening thus a way of his own to the seat of silence
where signals cease. And returning then to the world and its com-
panionship, having learned from their own depths the grammar of
symbolic speech, they are competent to touch to new life the mu-
seum of thc past as well as the myths and drcams of their pres-
cnt—in that way to bring (as in the closing chorus of Wagner’s
Parsifal) “redemption to the Redeemer,” causing the petrificd, his-
toricized blood of the Savior to flow again as a fountain of spir-
itual life.

So let us reconsider, now, in brief series, the chief strains of tra-
ditional word and symbol that have scrved our master poets and
artists both as guides to the silence of the Word behind words and
as the means to communicatc its rapture; commencing with the
epoch of thosc bold twelfth- and thirteenth-century pocts who were
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the first individual authors in a truly modern sense, and coming
down to this present time of our own great masters of the

Word.
1. The Classical Heritage

We have already remarked Gottfried’s celebration of Apollo and
the nine Muses on the paradisial summit of Mount Helicon. Dante
also called upon the Muses—at the opening of the Inferno, Canto
II—and he was guided both through his Hell and to the paradisial
summit of Mount Purgatory by the pagan Virgil, who throughout
the earlier Middle Ages had already been idealized as laltissimo
poeta, the paramount literary guide. Figure 10 is a quaint concep-
tion of Virgil’s Dido and Aeneas from a tenth-century manuscript
in the Biblioteca Nazionale, Naples. In form and gesture the fig-
ures are not classical but medieval; for as the late Professor
E. R. Curtius states in his formidable study European Literature
and the Latin Middle Ages, “The Middle Ages had their own view
of antiquity.” No less in philosophy and science than in literature
and art, the authority of the Greco-Roman heritage throughout
even the dark period from the fifth to eleventh centuries was such
that Dr. Curtius could write of a single Classical European tradi-
tion extending without break from Homer to Gocthe.*® It was car-
ried by way of two interacting streams. One, above ground, was of
the poets and philosophers, grammarians, scientists, and histor-
ians, openly read and taught in the schools. The other, more sc-
cret, beneath ground, was of the mystery cults which in the late
Roman centuries had flourished throughout the classical world,
from India and the Upper Nile to the Celtic British Isles.

Figures 11 and 12 show the inside and outside of an alabaster
bowl of about the period of the Pietroasa bowl of Figures 3 and 4.
In the center—where in the other bowl a goddess sits on a throne
entwined by a vine—the forward part of a winged serpent (one
wing lost) coils around a hemispherical mound, from the base of
which radiate spikes of flame. Sixteen figures, nine women, seven
men, all naked, stand in attitudes of worship, with eyes turned to-
ward the serpent, several holding one hand to the chest in the pos-
ture of the initiate of Figure 3, Station 7. Five women stand in a
sort of Venus de’ Medici pose, suggesting the attitude of the an-
drogyne at Station 11 of the other series; and there—as here—
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Figure 10. Dido and Aeneas; 10th century A.D.

sixteen figures are to be seen. The winged serpent, furthermore,
combines the wings of the griffin at Station 16 with the reptilian
character of the beast at Station 10, which indicates that we are
here within such a sanctuary as in the other series must have been
entered by the candidate at Station 10: of the mystery beyond the
“pairs of opposites,” following which, at 11, the initiate stands as
an androgyne with the wings above his head of the Holy Spirit.
Now, in the Hellenistic mystery cults initiates entering the holy
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Figure 11. The Sanctum of the Winged Serpent;
Orphic bowl, 2nd or 3rd century A.D.

of holies were often required to be naked, and, whereas women
were excluded from Mithraic rites,’* they were essential to the
Orphic-Dionysian, both as inciters of the mystic rapture and as ve-
~ hicles of the revelation. Witness their prominence in the Pietroasa
context, both as guides and as divinities. There both they and the
initiates are clothed and everything is in movement: here all is still.
The mound irt‘the center, covered by the winged serpent, is the top
of the Orphic cosmic egg, within which all mortal creatures dwell.
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Figure 12. Outside of the Serpent Bowl

This company is outside and above the egg. They have ascended
(spiritually) through the sun door, which opens at the instant of
noon at the summit of the sky. The clashing rocks (Symplegades)
which separate at that moment have closed again beneath them,
and they are now (in knowledge) in eternity, beyond all pairs of
opposites: death-birth, male-female, subject-object, good-and-evil,
light-and-dark. The normal limitations of human thought and
sense, the clothing of the mind, were destroyed in the fiery passage,
the purging flames of which are now blazing at their feet; and the
serpent wrapped around the mound, at which they gaze in silent
rapture, combines the forms that would have been seen below as
opposites: the serpent crawling on its belly and the bird in winged
flight. This figure of transcendent form represents the same
world-suffusing power that is symbolized in the other bowl by
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the rapture-inspiring potion in the chalice of the Goddess Mother
of all being. Standing in the bowl of the winged serpent, we are
inside that sacramental chalice, drinking with our eyes, so to
say, the intoxicant, there symbolized as wine, of the mystery
of the substance of our being.

Figure 12, the outside of the bowl, is a view of the heavenly
dome from beneath the vault of the ever-turning cosmic shell—the
merely exoteric view made known to us through our eyes and the
instruments of science. Four nude cherubs blowing trumpets and
conchs at the four points of the compass symbolize the four winds
of the round of space and the seasons of the round of time; twenty-
four columns support this space-time structure, as hours support
the day; while beneath, on the floor of heaven, the ceiling of our
world, are the circles of the orbits of the spheres. Moreover, an in-
scription around the base in slightly incorrect Greek was recog-
nized by the first interpreter of this bowl, Professor Hans Lei-
segang, as composed of partial quotations from four separate Or-
phic hymns:

Hear, Thou who turnest forever the
radiant sphere of distant motion. . .

Originally Heaven and Earth were a single
form—the Cosmic Egg. . . .

First, light—Phanes—appeared: named
also Dionysus, because it moves in a
circle round the infinitely lofty
Mount Olympus. . . .

He is glittering Zeus, Father of All the World.

So let us now turn to Figure 13, “The Music of the Spheres,”
from a fifteenth-century Neoplatonic work, Gafurius’s Practica
musice, published in 1496 in Milan. The figure of the descending
serpent is dramatic. Where it breaks below into the spheres of the
four elements it divides into a triad of animal heads: a lion at the
center, wolf to our left, dog to our right. Gafurius identified this
beast with the guardian dog Cerberus of Hades,'® which in the
Hellenistic period had been pictured as triple-headed with a ser-
pent tail. In the, temple in Alexandria of the Greco-Egyptian syn-
cretic god Serapis (who was identified syncretically with Zeus, Di-



Figure 13. The Music of the Spheres; Italy, 1496
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onysus, Phanes, Apollo, Osiris and the Apis bull) the diety sat on
a lofty throne with Cerberus at his feet, as here.!” The beast’s
heads symbolize Devouring Time in its three aspects—Present,
Past, and Future—through which the unchanging presence of the
god is experienced, ever passing, here on earth. As we read in
Macrobius’s Saturnalia (fifth century A.D.): “The lion, violent and
sudden, expresses the present; the wolf, which drags away its vic-
tims, is the image of the past, robbing us of memories; the dog,
fawning on its master, suggests to us the future, which ceaselessly
beguiles us with hope.” 18

At the bottom of Gafurius’s plan, breathed upon by the lion’s
head, is a female form labeled Thalia, “Abundance,” the first of
the nine Muses. The other eight in ascending series appear along
the left, and at the top is again the name of Thalia, here designa-
ting, however, the central member of the triad of Graces, dancing
unclothed on paradisial Mount Helicon before Apollo’s throne.

Thalia, in her character as Muse, at the bottom, is the inspira-
tion of Bucolic Poetry and Comedy, and as here represented, be-
low the surface of the earth, unseen, she is “Silent Thalia,” surda
Thalia, the Muse unheard. For men confronted by the frightening
features of time, which they do not penetrate with understanding,
are made blind and deaf to the inspiration of the Muse of the Po-
etry of Nature, and it is only when one’s spirit has been transported
to the summit of wisdom that her glory is disclosed.

Read in terms of the churchly tradition, the Grace Thalia, above,
would suggest Eve in her state of purity; Euphrosyne, “Mirth,”
turned away from the god, her inclination to rebellion; Thalia be-
low, Eve in exile, subject to the serpent and consequently to the
fears, hopes, and bereavements of time; and finally, the Grace
Aglaia, “Splendor,” above, with her gaze turned toward the god,
the Virgin Mother Mary, “changing Eva’s name”—Eva to Ave!—
and thus undoing the work of Euphrosyne, “Mirth,” or, as a proper
Christian might say, of “Sinful Pleasure.”

However, as a glance again at the picture of God the Father fish-
ing (Figure 8) reminds us, according to the usual Christian read-
ing of such symbols the serpent power is not an emanation earth-
ward of God’s creative will, but a contrary force, opposed to it;
hence the Muses, placed in series by Gafurius along the length of
the serpent body, would in orthodox thought be associated rather
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with the Fall than with a redemption, and the arts would be con-
demned: as they are, in fact, both in Christian Puritanism, and in
the biblical First Commandment against images (Exodus 20:4).

In a properly Christian art the forms do not seduce the senses to
this world, but are allegorical of spiritual themes and of the
legends of the Savior and his saints, by which the mind and spirit
are exalted beyond this world to God, who is transcendent and
apart. Whereas in Gafurius’s design—as in general in classical art
—the Muses represent and are addressed to the spheres of their
respective stations, all of which pertain to the body and field of
power of the serpent itself. And the serpent, in turn, is not opposed
to the Lord of Life and Light, but a manifestation of his creative
force and harmony. To realize this, and to rise then along the
mounting scale from one glory to the next, one has only to face
and dare to enter the lion’s mouth: the flaming sun door of the
present, absorbed totally in the living here-and-now, without hope,
without fear. Whereupon the rapture of the Muses—the arts—will
begin to be experienced in the body of this world itself, transport-
ing our spirit from glory to glory, to that summit of joy in con-
sciousness where the world eye—beyond hope, beyond fear—
surveys the universe in its coming, going, and being. For, just as
the serpent is not opposed to the Lord, but the vehicle of his down-
going grace, so are the Muses—clothed in the garments of this
world—not opposed to the unclothed Graces, but in triple rhythm
(3 times 3) the earthly heralds of their paradisial dance. And they
are nine because (as Dante tells of his own Muse, Beatrice) their
root (the square root of nine being three) is in the trinity above.

Beyond the frightening visage of all-consuming time, the arts—
the Muses—initiate us to the enduring harmony of the universe,
the planes or aspects of which are controlled by the planets and
their spheres. Gafurius shows the signs and deities of these at the
right of his design, matching the Muses at the left. As Thalia, be-
low, is of the earth, so Clio (lower left), the Muse of History, pre-
sides on the plane of the moon, controller of the tides of time,
while Calliope, Heroic Poetry, matches Mercury (Hermes), the
guide of souls beyond the temporal sphere. Next come Terpsi-
chore, Muse of the Dance and Choral Song, in the sphere of Venus
and Cupid; Melpomene, Tragedy, who purges and illuminates with
the fire and light of the Sun; and Erato, Lyric and Erotic Poetry,
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on the plane of Mars, god of war. Beyond this central, tragic triad,
then, we are released by the power of music from all visible forms
whatsoever.* Euterpe, the Muse of Flute Music, elevates the mind
to the plane of Jupiter, where the soul, as the child to its father in
the confirmation scene at the right, is turned to the protecting as-
pect of the Lord. Polyhymnia, the Muse of Sacred Song, celebrates
the aspect of the Father in Saturn, wielding the scythe that cuts us
free from this world controlled by the planetary spheres, after
which, in the sphere of the fixed stars, the Muse Urania, Astron-
omy, transports us from the body of the serpent altogether (the
loop of whose tail suggests the sun door), to the very feet of the
highest transformation of the Father, sheer light.

This ladder of the planetary shells, presented by a fifteenth-
century Italian music master to demonstrate, as he declares, “that
the Muses, Planets, Modes, and strings correspond with one an-
other,” ¥ actually is an idea of the greatest age. It was known al-
ready to the Stoics and is developed in Cicero’s “Dream of Scipio”
(cited in Occidental Mythology),*® where the spheres are named
in this same order and said to produce a loud agreeable sound by
the motion of their revolutions. But the earthly sphere, the ninth,
“remains ever motionless and stationary in its position in the cen-
ter of the universe”: hence Gafurius’s surda Thalia. “Learned
men, by imitating this harmony on stringed instruments and in
song,” Cicero states, “have gained for themselves a return to the
supernal heights.” And Gafurius, in accord, has allotted to each
step both a note of the scale and the title of a Greek musical mode.

The names of the notes are at the left; they are of the Classical
conjoint Dorian-Phrygian tetrachord (our A-minor scale), as fol-
lows: Proslambanomenos (A), Hypate hypaton (B), Parhypate
hypaton (C), Lichanos hypaton (D), Hypate meson (E), Parhy-
pate meson (F), Lichanos meson (G), and Mese (the octave).
At the right are the matching modes: Hypodorian, Hypophrygian,
Hypolydian, Dorian, Phrygian, Lydian, Mixolydian, and Hypo-
mixolydian. Assigned, furthermore, to each sphere is a metal
whose symbol is that of its planet: to the moon silver, quicksilver
to Mercury, copper to Venus, gold to the sun, iron to Mars, tin to
Jupiter, and lead to Saturn. The soul, descending from its heavenly
home, takes an the matter and weight of these metals and, ascend-

* Compare Schopenhauer, supra, p. 83.
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ing, casts them off, to arrive naked again above. Hence the symbol-
ism of nakedness—the naked soul—before God: the naked Graces
before Apollo and the figures in the mystery-cult bowl. Hence, too,
the “dance of the seven veils” performed by Salome before Herod,
the earliest extant version of which symbolic “stripping of the self”
is the Old Sumerian “Descent of Inanna to the Underworld” of
about 2500 B.c.?!

Now, according to Hesiod (cighth century B.c.), the nine Muses
were the daughters of Mnemosyne, “Memory,” and Zeus.*? Born
of Memory, they cause the soul to remember its forgotten higher
estate, where, at the summit of this cightfold noble path of return,
there is discovered the very god of light rcpresented in the Pie-
troasa bowl (Figure 3) and addressed in the Orphic hymns of our
second bowl (Figure 12). Moreover, the number of nude females
within the holy of holies of this second bowl is nine, the number of
the Muses; while the number of the men is seven, the number of
the visible spheres. In Gafurius’s design the draped Muses cor-
respond to the guiding females of the first of these two bowls and
the undraped dancing Graces to the naked initiates of the second.
Euphrosyne, “Mirth,” turned away from the Presence, represents
the outward-going, descending movement of divine grace ani-
mating the world; Aglaia, “Splendor,” facing the Lord, is the re-
turning grace of the human spirit; and Thalia, ““Abundance,” who
is onc with the Muse of Nature, denotes the balance embracing the
outward and returning modes.

The triadic round of these three is magnified in the world-
animating triple rhythm of the Nine and far below reflected in the
triad of the heads of Cerberus: future, present, and past. Further-
more, the ascending form of this serpent is the winged apparition
of Figurc 11, bearing instead of those animal heads at cither
side, the wings of the revealed spirit. And Thalia, the Muse of
the Idyll of Life’s Garden—who on the inferior stage was si-
lent—here in the knowledge of eternity is at one with the move-
ments both of Splendor and of Mirth. And all three, in turn,
are unfoldments of the spirit of the goddess Venus, Love, whose
special art below is the dance.

Thus in this Renaissance diagram the whole sense of the two
bowls together is comprised. Silent Thalia at the base corresponds
to the goddess in the center of the Pietroasa bowl, holding the cup
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of intoxicating yet clevating blood of the vine; and her restricting
circle, carth, surrounded by the water of the abyss, having air and
fire above, corresponds to the inner circle of the bowl, where the
shepherd dreams the drcam of life. The ladder of ascent with its
guiding Muses corresponds to the circle of initiations, leading to
the vision of the god; and as vines and fruit therc appcarcd at the
moment of arrival, so here there is a vase of flowers. The instru-
ment in the god’s hand has scven strings, the seven spheres; and
these are matched on the sccond bowl (Figurc 12) by the rings
leading to the center, the sun door to illumination. Both the inside
of this sccond bowl and the inside of the chalice of the Pietroasa
goddess (Figure 4) thus corrcspond to the top of Gafurius’s dia-
gram, the cosmological lesson of which is writtcn on the scroll
above the god: “Mentis Apollineae vis has movet undique Musas:
The energy of the Apollinian Mind sets these Muses everywhere in
motion”—which, cxactly. is the sense of the first of the Orphic
hymns inscribed on the alabaster bowl:

Hear, Thou who turnest forever the
radiant sphere of distant motion. . . .*

And then finally, of course, thc two music-makers at thc upper
corners correspond, in this two-dimensional design, to the four
nudc blowers of horns and conchs around the bowl.

Now, in the course of the long five centuries of the Roman oc-
cupation of Gaul and Britain (¢. 50 B.C. to ¢, 450 A.D.), the myths
and rituals of the Hellenistic mysterics werc not only carried to
those colonies but associated syncretically with appropriate local
gods. For example, in the Gallo-Roman altar from Reims shown
in Oriental Mythology, page 307, the Celtic god Cernunnos sits in
the posture of Hades-Pluto, between Mercury and Apollo, as
though uniting the powers of these two. Likewise, in Occidental
Mythology, pages 306 and 307, two panels arc shown from a
Gallo-Roman altar unearthed ncar Notre Dame de Paris, in which
a Gaulish divinity identified with the Irish hero Cuchulinn is shown
chopping a tree beneath which a bull stands, upon whosc back
therc perch three goddesses in the form of long-necked cranes.
Cuchulinn w3s the prototype of the Round Table knight Sir

* Supra, p. 99.
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Gawain.** His pagan legends were recorded during that period of
Irish Christian civilization, between the sixth and eleventh centu-
ries, when Greek and Latin learning still was cultivated by the
Irish clergy as nowhere else in decvastated Europc. The Abbot
Aileran of Cloncard, writing c. 660 on thc mystical meanings of
the names in Christ’s genealogy, for example, quoted familiarly
from Origen, Jerome, Philo, and Augustine. The Abbot Sedulius of
Kildare, c. 820, corrected his Latin New Testament from a Greek
original and composcd for Charlemagne’s grandson a treatisc on
the art of government.?* The Neoplatonist Scotus Erigena (c.
815-877),* whom Profcssor Adolph Harnack termed “the most
lcarned and perhaps also the wisest man of his age,” *¢ is to be
namcd magna cum laude in this context. And for a bit of direct
visual evidence of a relationship between the Neoplatonic symbol-
ism of both Alexandria and the Renaissance and the works and
prayers of the Irish monkish scribes of Glendalough, Dingle, and
Kells, a reconsideration of thc Tunc-page of the ninth-century
Book of Kclls should suffice (reproduced and discussed in Occi-
dental Mythology, pages 467—470 and 480). The invocation by
Gottfried of the Muses nine before Apollo’s throne acquires for us
now a new force—particularly in relation to the enspelling power
of Tristan’s harp (Figure 2), which is a match for that of Orpheus,
who in the earliest Christian tradition could even stand, as in the
Domitilla fresco (Figure 1), for the Redcemer. Dante’s entire Di-
vina Commedia, moreover, is of a piccc with this pagan vision of
a spiritual dimension of the universe.

“In the middle of the road of our life, I found myseclf in a dark
wood, where the right way was lost.”” So commences the mighty
work.”” And the poet states that hc cannot well say how hc came
into that wood. “I was so full of sleep,” he tells, “at the time that T
left the true way.

“But when I came to the foot of a hill where that valley ended
which had pierced my heart with fear, I looked upward and behcld
its shoulders already clothed with the rays of the planet [the sun]
that guides man aright, along no matter what road.” 2%

A suspicion that Dante’s dark wood of fear must be analogous
to the circle of Silent Thalia, and the hill where the valley ended,
clothed with “the rays of the planet that guides man aright,” to
Mount Helicon, with Apollo, is increased by the next event of the
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adventure. For immediatcly, as Dante tells, three dangerous beasts
appcared: the first a she-leopard, “light and very nimble, covered
with a spotted coat™; the second a lion, “coming at me with head
high and with ravening hunger”; and the last a she-wolf, “which in
her leaness seemed laden with all cravings, and ere now had made
many folk to live forlorn.” ¥ The leopard, of fair and varied
seeming, typified for Dantc temptations of the flesh, that false al-
lure of desire which in Gafurius’s design is represented by the head
of a dog. The lion symbolized pride, the fundamental sin by which
man, self-bounded, is held from the vision of God. And the she-
wolf symbolized avarice, striving for what time takes away. Thesc
are the forces—functions of the false allure of time—by which
those who have lost the right way are held trapped in delusion.

However, as in Gafurius’s design, so here. The grace of poetry,
sent by the Muses, bore the voyager past the dangerous beasts.
Falling back before them in fear, he beheld approaching the figure
of Virgil.

“I will be your guide,” said the pagan poet.3?

“O Muses,” Dante then praycd; “O lofty genius, now assist
me!” 31

And with this noble guide, casting fcar away, the lost Christian
moved along the deep and savage road into the mouth of Hell it-
self .32

Besides Virgil, furthermore, there were six other classical mas-
ters whom Dante encountcred on his way and who, as Professor
Curtius shows, were the chief intcllcctual authorities of the Middle
Ages. They were, namely, Homer, Horace, Ovid, and Lucan, in
Limbo, the first circle of Hell; Cato at the foot of Mount Purga-
tory; and Statius at its summit, the Earthly Paradise, where Dante
at last found again his personal muse, Beatricc. In life she had
opened his eyes to earthly beauty,* and now in dcath bore his spir-
it, in faith, beyond the natural virtues of the pagans, up the very
scale of the planets of Gafurius’s design, to the scat of that triune
god of Christians, onc substance in three divine persons, of whom
(according to the Christian view) the merely natural light of Apol-
lonian reason is but the earthly figuration.

This Christian dcvaluation of the pagan light of lights, Apollo,
and along with Apollo the wholc classical mystery tradition from

* Supra, p. 68.
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which the Christian was in part derived, is an elegant instance of
the manner in which a later cult may supplant an earlier simply by
refusing to recognize the interpretation of its symbols given by its
own supreme initiates, reading them in a reductive way and then
setting its own symbol in the emptied higher place. Dante’s termin-
ation of the guiding power of the pagans at the summit of Mount
Purgatory, the Earthly Paradise, accords with the formula of Aqui-
nas, whereby reason may lead, as it led the ancients, to the summit
of earthly virtue, but only faith and supcrnatural grace (person-
ified in Beatrice) can lead beyond rcason to the seat of God.

However, as we regard with Dante the features of this god in the
aspect of a trinity, we are led to a further observation, to wit, that
in the Christian doctrine of three divine persons in one divine sub-
stance what wc actually have is a transposition of the symbolism
of the Graces three and Hyperborean Apollo into a mythological
order of exclusively masculine masks of God—which accords well
enough with the patriarchal spirit of the Old Testament but unbal-
ances radically the symbolic, and therefore spiritual, connotations
not only of sex.and the sexes, but also of all nature.

The Greek formula was of immeasurable age and represented,
furthermore, a symbolic system of astonishingly broad distribu-
tion. We may recall, for instance, the myths from West Ceram
(Indonesia) of Hainuwele and her two sisters, and the promincnce
there not only of the number three but also of the number nine.3?
Or consider again those cranes on the back of the Celtic bull. In
the patriarchal revision of the old heterosexual symbology, the Son
corresponds to the downgoing Grace; the Holy Ghost, to the re-
turning; the Father, to the all-bounding Grace; and the One Sub-
stance, to the light of the Apollonian mind. Three persons, differ-
entiated, would, according to classical thinking, have to be rec-
garded as conditioned; i.e., comprised in a field of relationships,
within the matrix of the cosmic goddess Space-Time—as they do
in fact appear in the fifteenth-century French image of the mother
of God reproduced in Occidental Mythology, page 513, Figurc
32. Though decfined as male, they represent functions of maya,*
and might as properly, therefore, have retained the female form.
Moreover, a certain almost ridiculous difficulty has followed upon
this exclusion of the female principle from its normal cosmic

* Supra, pp. 77 and 78-79, and Oriental Mythology, p. 335.
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role. The mythological females of the Christian myth have had
to be interpreted historically: Mother Eve, before and after the
Fall, as a prehistoric character in a garden that never was; and
Mary, the “mother of God,” as a virgin who conceived miracu-
lously and was physically assumed into a place called “Heaven
above’’ that does not physically exist.

Throughout the history of the Christian cult, the liability of its
historicized symbols to reinterpretation in some gencral mytho-
logical sense has been a constant danger; and, reciprocally,
the susceptibility of the Greek—and even Buddhist, Hindu,
Navaho, and Aztec—mythologies to readings approximately
Christian has also been a threcat, of which advantage has becn
recently taken by T.S. Eliot in his Four Quartets, James Joyce
in Finnegans Wake, and Thomas Mann in Joseph and His
Brothers. Many artists of thc Rcnaissance and Baroque peri-
ods, likcwise, took advantage of these possibilities, and even
as early as the pcriod of the catacombs there is that Domitilla ceil-
ing (Figure 1). In fact, this possibility and the knowledge of it
are what I have termed the secret stream, below ground, of our
classical heritage of symbolic communication.

For a passing glance at the other stream, let me conclude this
brief memorandum of the wealth of our classical endowment with
a passage from Professor Curtius’s summation of the meaning to
the Middle Ages of those six great names whom Dante met as he
was led along his way:

Homer, the illustrious progenitor, was hardly more than a
great name in the Middle Ages. For medieval Antiquity is Latin
Antiquity. But the name had to be named. Without Homer,
there would have been no Aeneid; without Odysseus’s descent
into Hades, no Virgilian journey through the other world; with-
out the latter, no Divina Commedia. To the wholc of late An-
tiquity, as to the whole of the Middle Ages, Virgil is what he is
for Dante: “laltissimo poeta.” Next to him stands Horace, as
the representative of Roman satire. This the Middle Ages re-
garded as wholesome sermonizing on manners and morals, and
it found many imitators from the twelfth century onwards.
Whatever clse it may be, Dante’s Commedia is also a denuncia-
tion of his times. Ovid, however, worc a different face for the
Middle Ages than he does for us. In the beginning of the Mera-
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morphoses, the twelfth century found a cosmogony and cosmol-
ogy which were in harmony with contemporary Platonism. But
the Metamorphoses were also a repertory of mythology as excit-
ing as a romancc. Who was Phacton? Lycaon? Procne? A-
rachne? Ovid was the Who’s Who for a thousand such questions.
One had to know the Metamorphoses; otherwise one could not
understand Latin poctry. Furthcrmore, all these mythological
stories had an allcgorical meaning. So Ovid was also a treasury
of morality. Dante embellishes episodes of the Inferno with
transformations intended to outdo Ovid, as he outdoes Lucan’s
terribilita. Lucan was the virtuoso of horror and a turgid pathos,
but he was also versed in the underworld and its witchcraft. In
addition he was the source book for the Roman Civil War, the
panegyrist of the austere Cato of Utica whom Dantc places as
guardian at the foot of the Mount of Purgatory. Statius, finally,
was the bard of the Fratricidal Theban War, and his epic closes
with homage to the divinec Aeneid. The “Talc of Thebes” was a
favorite book in the Middle Ages, as popular as the Arthurian
romances. It contained dramatic cpisodes, arresting characters.
Oedipus, Amphiaraus, Capaneus, Hypsipyle, thc infant Arche-
morus—the dramatis personae of the Thebais are constantly re-
ferred to in thec Commedia.

Dante’s meeting with the bella scuola seals the reception of
the Latin epic into the Christian cosmological poem. This em-
braces an ideal space, in which a niche is lcft free for Homer,
but in which all the great figures of the West are likewise assem-
bled (Augustus, Trajan, Justinian); the Church Fathers; thc
masters of the seven liberal arts; the luminaries of philosophy;
the founders of monastic orders; the mystics. But the realm of
these founders, organizers, teachers, and saints was to be found
only in one historical complex of European culture: in the Latin
Middle Ages. There lic the roots of the Divine Comedy. The
Latin Middle Ages is the crumbling Roman road from the an-
tique to the modern world.?4

m. The Celto-Germanic Heritage

But let us now turn our thoughts to that fund of native North
European lore which in the twelfth and thirteenth centuries became
suddenly and with marvelous effect the chief inspiration of the
golden age of courtly romance. Classical as well as Christian
strains, together with Islamic, had already becn threaded through
the legends. In the Celtic sphere, the Gallo-Roman altars al-
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ready noticed testify to the classical influence,* whilc for the
Germans thcre is the old runic script, developed from the
Greek, which in the first centuries A.D. passed from the Hel-
lenized Gothic provinces northwest of the Black Sea, up the
Danube and down the Elbe, to Scandinavia and England.*® There
is the figure, furthermore, of Othin (Woden, Wotan), self-crucified
on the World Ash as an offering to himself, to gain the occult
wisdom of thosc runcs, which is clearly a Hellenistic motif (com-
pare Figurc 9).

Perhaps the most suggestive revelation yet disclosed, however,
of what one authority has called the “highly cosmopolitan culture”
of the old Germanic courts is to be scen in the astonishing Sutton
Hoo ship-burial that in 1939 was unearthed in Suffolk, on the
River Deben, six miles inland from the sea. The large buried hull
with its rich grave hoard has been assigned to a date between 650
and 670, and the associated warrior-prince scems to have been
either the pagan Anglian King AEthelhcre (d. 655), whose wifc, a
Christian, had left him to enter a nunncry near Paris, or his
younger brother, King Athelwald (d. 663-664), a Christian.
Among the objccts found were silver dishes from Byzantium, Mer-
ovingian gold coins, what appcars to be a Swedish sword, a beau-
tiful littlc harp, and numerous elcgantly fashioned jeweled orna-
ments of local Anglo-Saxon manufacturc. Mr. R. L.S. Bruce-
Mitford of the British Museum, wherc these objects now are dis-
played, remarks that in this treasure “there is the revelation of the
wide contacts—Frankish, Scandinavian, Central European, Byzan-
tine, and beyond—of a Saxon royal housc of the early scventh cen-
tury”; and he adds: “Alrcady in all probability in the time of Red-
wald [c. 618] there had developed in East Anglia a highly cosmo-
politan culture, one element of which was a dircct knowledge of
objects and patterns of the classical world.” #¢

The first known name in the history of English litcraturc belongs
to the date of this ship-burial; namcly of the gentle poct Caedmon,
who flourished c. 657-680. According to his legend preserved by
the Venerable Bede (whose dates are also of this time, 673-735),
he was a cowherd in the employ of the Abbess Saint Hilda of
Whitby, who because of his lack of education had been used to
quit the banquet hall whenever the company began to sing and the

* Supra, p. 105.
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harp came his way. Retiring to his stable, he would lic down dis-
consolately to sleep; but there one cvening, as the legend tells:

While he slept, someone stood by him in a dream, greeted,
called him by name, and said to him, “Caedmon, sing me some-
thing.” He replied, “I know not how to sing; that is the reason I
left the feast. I am here becausc I cannot sing.” The personage
insisted: “No matter, you must sing to me.” “Well,” he an-
swered, “what shall I sing?” To which the other responded:
“Sing the beginning of created things.” And at that, straightway,
Caedmon sang in praise of God the Creator verses he had never
heard.?7

The tale reminds one of the Chinese legend of the Zen patriarch
Hui-neng, whosc dates, 638-713, coincide with those of Caed-
mon.?* The two legends render the same doctrine of a wisdom be-
yond learning; yet no one, as far as I know, has yet worked out, or
even suggested, any relationship between the spiritual worlds of
the British cowherd and Chinese kitchen-boy. On the face of it, the
common idea involved is—in the Jungian sense—archetypal and
might be expected to arise independently in any number of tradi-
tions. However, it is a fact that in early medieval times there were
great movements of hardy peoples in the regions between Europe
and the Far East.

As early as the fifth century A.D. related tribes of Huns struck
simultaneously into Europe, India, and China. A dynasty of vigo-
rous Tibetan kings was expanding its inner Asian conquests and
influence from the period of Song-tsen Gam-po (c. 630) to the
death of Ral-pa-chen (838). Nestorian as well as Manichaean
monasteries were on the caravan ways to China and even flour-
ished in China itself until the reign of the fanatic Emperor Wu-
tsung (r. 841-846).3 And, as remarked in Oriental Mythology,
there is a more than incidental similarity between the myths
and legends of the Iron Age Celts and Iron Age Japan—the
dates of the earliest Japanese collections, the Kojiki and Ni-
hongi, being 712 and 720 A.p.*" The entire question is wide
open, fascinating, and, as far as I know, unexplored as yet by
scholar’s eye.

According to our school textbooks, Hui-neng’s contemporary
Caedmon is significant for litcrature in having applied the tech-
niques of traditional Germanic bardic verse to the rendition of bib-
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lical themes in Anglo-Saxon. He was followed, perhaps c. 730-
750,*! by the unknown Beowulf poet, who sang in the same Ger-
manic style for an aristocratic, not monastic, audience, rendering
for its lately converted Christian ears an old Germanic hero-legend
of the monster- and dragon-killings of a Scandinavian king ances-
tral to the local Anglian line.*?

Authoritative scholars have detected signs of the influence of
Virgil in this Christianized pagan work,* and in the light of the
Jearning of that time such an influence was almost incvitable.
Bede, the “Father of English History,” was writing his important
Historia Ecclesiastica Gentis Anglorum, which at least one author-
ity has termed “probably the best history written by an English-
man before the seventecenth century.” ** Bede was the author also
of substantial works on theology, grammar, natural science, chro-
nology, and the calendar. We have already mentioned the state of
learning in Ireland in this period. The Beowulf poet, too, was eru-
dite in both native and classical lore.

But in Bedc there are signs also of at least a modicum of Ori-
ental influence; for in his Ecclesiastical History there is an arresting
vision of Hell, attributed to a certain Drihthelm of Cunningham, in
which an unmistakable Eastern feature appecars. “Radiant in face
and look and in bright apparel was he who guided me . . . ,” the
passage begins.

We arrived at the valley of great breadth and depth, and of infi-
nite length. . . . One part was very dreadful, being full of boil-
ing flames; the other not less intolerable through the chill of hail
and snow. Both were full of men’s souls, which seemed to be
cast to either side in turn, as though by the overpowering vio-
lence of a great storm. When they could not endure the force of
the excessive heat, they sprang away in their misery into the
midst of excessive cold; and when they could find no rest there,
they sprang back into the midst of the burning fire and the un-
quenchable flame.*?

In Oriental Mythology it is seen that in the Indian Jain and
Buddhist Hells torture by cold is as prominent as that by fire.*¢ It
is prominent also in Zoroastrian belief, whence it entered the lore of
Islam. But, as Father Miguel Asin y Palacios states in his pioneer-
ing study of Moslem influence on Dante, “Biblical eschatology
makes no mention of any torture of cold in hell.” #* The influence
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of Islamic thought and imagery on Dante is now conceded, even
(though rcluctantly) in Italy itself. And in fact, how could there
possibly have been none? Since the period of Charlemagne (r.
768-814), and with increasing force since the First Crusade
(1096-1099), the civilization of the Near East had been a major
contributor to Europe. Spain had fallen to the Moors in 711. Sic-
ily, plundered as early as 6535, remained a battleground of the two
religions throughout the ninth, tenth, and elcventh centuries. The
twelfth-century troubadours and thirtcenth-century scholastic theo-
logians were enormously indebted to Islam. Moreover, the Neapol-
itan court of Dante’s most admired Emperor, Frederick II (r.
1220-1250), was even brazenly hospitable to Moslem learning.
Hence, though it is indeed a bit surprising to find a Buddhist-Zoro-
astrian motive in a Christian vision of Hell as early as 731, the datc
of Bede’s completion of his History, it is not impossible; and by
Dante’s time it would have been impossible for there not to have
been such an influence.*

Thus Beowulf was the product of an age already of mixed tradi-
tions. It is the carliest extant work of length in the vernacular liter-
atures of Northern Europe and sounds in its sturdy verses a signifi-
cant number of themes that were to be echoed, amplified, restated,
and interpreted through many centuries, even to our own. The
“aristrocratic tone”’ of the poem, the “refincment and deep cour-
tesy of the life in the dwellings of kingly warriors’” which it depicts,
have been remarked by Professor C. L. Wrenn of Oxford in his
recently published commentary; “and this nobility of tone,” as he
states, “accords well with the dignity of a style which freely uses
periphrases.” 8 Or, as my own revered mastcr, the late Professor
W. W. Lawrence of Columbia, statcs in his volume on Beowulf
and the Epic Tradition, “although derived to a large extent from
popular sources,” the poem was “the product of an ars poetica of
settled principles and careful development.”

In the seventh century [Professor Lawrence continues] the
Irish monks were active in the north, and their preaching was
fortified by that of the celebrated [Roman] mission of Augus-

* That the works, or at least the reputation, of this Venerable Bede were
known to Dante is indicated by his appearance in the place reserved in the
Paradiso for the great Christian theologians, the sphere of the sun (Paradiso
X. 131).
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tine [d. 604: the first Archbishop of Canterbury] which in the
same century extended its efforts cffectively from its headquar-
ters in the south to the Anglian kingdom in the north. The Irish
monks were scholars as well as missionarics; their schools were
famous, and they taught their converts the best that had re-
mained of classical letters. The Roman churchmen, too,
brought with them a knowledge of Latin and Greck, a love of
books and learning, not only establishing ccclesiastical founda-
tions noted for scholarship, but keeping closely in touch with the
best that the Continent had to give. The result was that England
came to lead the world in humane letters. When Charlemagne [r.
768—814] looked about for a scholar to direct his palace
school and combat heresy, he chose, not a Continental scholar,
but the celebrated Alcuin [735-804], a product of the Cathe-
dral school at York.3°

Of course, by “the world” Professor Lawrence herc can have
meant only the little world of Europe. For in the world the actual
leadership in letters at that time was in India and T’ang China,
with Baghdad and Cordova soon to come: so that, in fact, Charle-
magne’s court was itself in many ways colonial to the Orient by
way of Islam. Or, as Spengler states thc case in his characteristic
style:

In Charles the Great what we sec is a compound of primitive
spirituality on the point of its awakening mingled with a super-
imposed type of late intellectuality. Regarding certain features
of his reign, one could speak of him as the Caliph of Frankistan,
but he is, on the other hand, still the chieftain of a German
tribe. And it is in the combination of these two strains that his
symbolic value lies—as, likewise, that of the form of his palace-
chapel at Aix-la-Chapelle, which is no longer a mosque but not
yet a cathedral.”

And the Beowulf poct, approximately a contemporary of Charle-
magne, born like him of a German race recently converted, com-
bined, like him, in a manner abounding in contradictions, the two
profoundly incompatible strains of Europe and the Lcvant. He was
an Englishman writing of Swedes and Danes, a Christian writing of
pagans; and one of his great points seems to have been that God,
the Christian deity, had had care for thosc old warrior folk, far
though they were from Jerusalem. “This truth,” he wrote, “is well
known, that God almighty has ever ruled the race of men.” 52
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Figure 14. The Queller of Beasts; England, 650-670 A.D.

It has not yet been shown that the hero Beowulf, sailing the Kat-
tegat c. 500 A.D., was an actual historical character, as Arthur, his
British contemporary, seems to have been. However, King Hy-
gelac, his uncle in the poem, was an actual king of the Geats, a
Germanic folk of southern Sweden, killed by the Franks on the
lower Rhine about the year 521; while Hygelac’s friend, King
Hrothgar of the Danes, to the rescue of whose mead-hall Beowulf
came, seems also to have been historical: hardly historical, how-
ever, the adventure.

Figure 14, from a jeweled ornament on the lid of a purse from
the Sutton Hoo ship-burial, almost certainly does not represent the
monster-killer Beowulf between his two grisly victims, Grendel
and Grendel’s dam; yet its theme suggests the possibility. It illus-
tratcs a variant of the ancient mythic theme of the Queller
of Wild Beasts. Figure 15 is from a Cretan seal, c. 1600 B.C.,
and Figure 16 from a Chinese bronze, roughly ¢. 1200 B.c.

In the case of Beowulf the adventure commenced when his
noble uncle, Hygelac, received word that the mead-hall of the King
of the Danes was being harried by a monster, Grendel. When
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Figure 15. The Queller of Beasts; Crete, ¢. 1600 B.C.

darkness fell this baneful wight, emerging from his moors and fens,
would spy about the high warrior hall, wherein all would be asleep,
and, entering, take where they rested thirty thanes, bear them off
to his keep, and there consume them, exulting. Hygelac sent Beo-
wulf to quell this demon of the giant race of Cain. (For it was by
Cain that all the elves and monsters were begotten that stray about
as giants.) And Beowulf achieved his task.

In the dark of night the door of the mead-hall gave way, and the
manlike walker in shadow, Grendel, laughing in his heart, took up
and tore a sleeping thane, bit into his bone-frame, swallowed him
piece by piece, and reached for another. But never had his arm
met a mightier grief than at that moment laid hand to it. For the
man that he touched was Beowulf, and the lordly hall became
clamorous. Gold-ornamented mead-benches fell about the floor,
and at Grendel’s shoulder a wound began to show. The sinews
sprang, the arm came off, the monster fled, and when morning
came the marveling people tracked the trail of gore to a mere, of
which the waters now were mingled red with blood.

We note that a Christian reading has been given to the monsters.
They are sprung of the race of Cain. Thereby a sensc of moral evil
has been added to the old pagan one of natural terror, The lions on
the Cretan séal of Figure 15 are quelled, not slain; and, even if
slain, would not have been morally evil. Likewise in Figure 16,



118 CREATIVE MYTHOLOGY

Figure 16. Ink Rubbing from a Chinese Bronze; c. 1384-1111 B.C.

where the animals are tigers: in China the tiger is not evil but
symbolic of the earth and in folklore a protecting spirit; for as one
authority states, “he never needlessly attacks human beings, but
destroys many pests to their fields.” 3 And so the beasts of this
early Chinese bronze must be guardians not antagonists; as may
also be the pair from Sutton Hoo (Figure 14). It is thus even pos-
sible that originally in the Beowulf saga the monsters were con-
ceived not as fiends but as the guardians of natural forces, to be
not killed, but quelled and integrated. In fact, their residence in the
Land below Waves suggests an association with those chthonic
powers that have always been recognized as dangerous and fright-
ening yet essential to all life. And in the subsequent adventure, of
Beowulf against Grendel’s dam, a sense pervades the scene rather
of nature’s terrible wonder than of moral evil and crime.

For, as the poet next tells, the monster-killer, after his victory,
was given quarters with proper honors in a building apart; and that
night it was Grendel’s dam who entered the mead-hall for revenge.
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Swords flashed, shields clashed; she seized an earl and made off.
At dawn all followed to the haunted mere to which Grendel’s
gore had formerly led them, where all about in its waters were
strange monsters of the sea—many a dragon kind making
trial of the surge and on jutting rocks water-demons bask-
ing—all of which put out from shore when the company ar-
rived. At one Beowulf shot an arrow, and when the men’s
spears brought it back to land there was marvel at the fearful
thing.

The hero donned his armor, took up his shield and a sword
that never had betrayed any man that grasped it, then strode
into the mere. The water-wife saw his coming, seized him,
dragged him below into her fire-glimmering roofed hall, where
no water was within. His battle-blade there sang its greedy
war-song on her skull, but failed and he flung it to the ground,
seized her shoulders, and she tripped him. (However, God,
the Wise Lord, Heaven’s Ruler, was holding sway over that
battle-victory.) Beowulf spied an old sword, the work of giants,
greater in size than any man might bear, and, grasping its chain-
bound hilt, despairing of his life, he smote so wrathfully that the
ring-marked blade caught the she-fiend at the neck, broke the bone-
rings, and went through. She fell, and the light of the roofed hall
flared.

Discovering Grendel helpless on a bed, Beowulf cut off his
head, after which the warriors above noticed blood in the waves
and talked of their hero, dead. In his hand the sword blade,
smeared with the monster’s blood, was falling away in battle-
icicles. A marvel to see, how it melted! And when he came to the
surface, holding Grendel’s head, four men bore it to the mead-hall,
where the arm already hung above the door.

Like Theseus after his Minotaur deed, Perseus with the Gor-
gon’s head, and Jason with the Golden Fleece, Beowulf, returning
home, in due time succeeded to his throne, which he held for some
fifty years; and when he was old, heavy with age, a last adventure
challenged—to his doom.

Figure 17, from a Chinese scroll, is of a dragon appearing
through mist and waves, clutching in his four-taloned claw a glow-
ing sphere. A pearl? The sun? In either case, a great treasure.
Chinese dragons are rain-producing, dangerous but benign. And
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Figure 17. Dragon Treasure; China, 12th century A.D.

in India too the “serpent kings” guard both the waters of im-
mortality and the treasures of the earth.

Not only jewels and wealth, but beautiful women also are of in-
terest to dragons. The classical legend of Andromeda, saved from
a sea monster by Perseus, surely will be recalled, and perhaps too
the Japanese story of the storm-god Susano-O and the dragon
he killed by a ruse, to save the eighth daughter of a couple whose
first seven had already been eaten.’*

In Beowulf’s case, the dragon to be met kept guard of a hoard
of gold. In a stone barrow, on a high heath above sea-waves, be-
low which lay a path not known to men, a weeping prince of yore
had stowed his battle gear and cups of gold, with a prayer to the
protecting earth:

Hold these, thou Earth, this wealth of earls;

For in thee did good men first discover it.

None have I more, to wield sword or burnish gold.
Battle-death has taken every one of my folk.

And this evil, naked dragon, twilight-spoiler, which by night flew
folded in fire, had one day found that joy-giving hoard, to which
he had settled on watch. And he there remained three hundred years,
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no whit the better for it, until some man or other with his hand
took from that hoard a golden cup. Waking, wrathful, the dragon
snuffed along the rocks, finding his track, but not the man. And
fearful then for the people of the land was that feud’s beginning.

By night the angered barrow-warden flew: bright homesteads
burned. He shot back before day to his hoard. And so again, night
after night. Then Beowulf, now an old king, foreknew that death
was next before him. He ordered a shield made marvelously of
iron; the man who had taken the cup was forced to serve as guide.
With eleven others, himself as twelfth, the guide thereto thirteen,
the old king then sat him on the foreland and spoke his hearth-
companions farewell.

His heart was sad,
uneasy and death-ready: wyrd immediately nigh.3%

Now, this Anglo-Saxon word wyrd has about it a sense of haunt-
ing doom that is recaptured in Shakespeare’s three Weird Sisters.
These are transformations into witches of the Norns of old Ger-
manic myth, who (as described in the Old Norse “Wise Woman’s
Prophecy,” Voluspd) dwell by Urth’s well, from which they water
the roots of the World Ash. Shakespeare’s trio, on a “desert
heath,” amid thunder, lightning, and rain, conjure from their
witches’ caldron prophecies that are heard as though from out-
side by Macbeth, yet are of deeds already maturing in his heart.
In Old Norse the Norns’ three names are given as Urth, Verthandi,
and Skuld: ¢ “Become, Becoming, and Shall Be,” Past, Present,
and Future, which appear to be a late invention, however, inspired
perhaps (twelfth century A.p.?) by the model of the Greek three
Graces. For there seems to have been originally but one Norn:
called Urth in Old Norse, in Old High German Wurd, and in Anglo-
Saxon Wyrd. The word may be related to the German werden,
“to become, to grow,” which would suggest a sense of inward
inherent destiny, comparable, essentially, to Schopenhauer’s con-
cept of “intelligible” character. Another association is with the
Old High German wirt, wirtel, “spindle,” by which the idea is
suggested of a spinning and weaving of destiny. The classical triad
of the Moirai may have contributed to this image; namely of Clotho,
the “Spinner,” who spins the life thread; Lachesis, “Disposer of
Lots,” determining its length; and Atropos, “Inflexible,” who
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cuts it. And so the symbol of the spindle became significant of des-
tiny, and the woven web, of life.

One recalls the fairytale of Little Briar Rose (Sleeping Beauty),
who in her fiftcenth year was pricked by the spindle of a crucl
hag, whereupon she fell asleep for a century, until kissed by a
king’s son who found his way through briars to her slumbering cas-
tle.’” And there is the comical tale of Three Spinners, “the first of
whom had a broad fiat foot, the second such a great underlip that
it hung down to her chin, and the third a grecat broad thumb,” re-
spectively, from treading the wheel, wetting the thread, and twist-
ing it.?®

Returning, however, to the Voluspé—which Wagner took as in-
spiration for his Gétterdimmerung—we find that there the uni-
verse itself unfolds from within, organically, to its day of doom,
when Garm, the dog of Hel, howls before the “Cliff-Cave,” Hel’s
gate, giants, dwarfs, and elves break free, and the gods (already
knowing, as they do, the destiny before them) go to meet in mu-
tual slaughter thosc monsters of the deep, at the close of the age.

And so too the old King Beowulf, and the dragon of his doom,
at the close of his life:

“Not a foot’s length,” he said, “will I give back from thc keeper
of the barrow, but as Wyrd may grant, the ruler of all men, so shall
it befall us in the fight.” And rising, strong beneath his helm, he
carried his battle sark to the stony steps, where beneath a wall and
arch of stone, a strecam, steaming with battle fircs, was pouring
from the barrow. The old king let sound his voice, and for the
treasure warden within there was time no more for peace.

First the monster’s breath, fuming hot, broke forth; the earth re-
sounded; and the warrior, strong of heart, swung up his battlc-
shield for what was destined. The dragon coiled and came: at first
slowly moving, then hastening, until, smitten by thc sword, he cast
forth a dcadly fire and the blade gave up its strength. (No casy
journey is it now to be for that old King of the Geats, who must
leave this carth plain unwillingly to make his home in a dwelling
somewhere else. And so must every man lay aside the days that
pass.) Again the two became engaged.

And it was then that a young shield-warrior, Wiglaf, percciving
his lord hard laboring, moving into thc slaughter-rcek, bore his
helmet to his lord’s side. But' his shield immediately melted, and
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the spoiler of people, with bitter fangs, took Beowulf’s whole
throat, whose blood gushed forth in waves. Wiglaf struck the drag-
on’s neck; his sword sank in, the fire failed: the old king drew from
his burnie a dagger, and those two together cut the worm in two.

But that was the last triumphant hour of that king in this world;
for the poison within was rising in his breast. “Dear Wiglaf, quickly
now,” he said, “help mc to see this old trcasure of gold, the glad-
ness of its bright jewels, curiously set, that I may yield my life the
more easily and the lordship 1 have held so long.” %

As a number of commentators have remarked, there was nothing
of the Christian spirit in this noble death: no thought of sin, forgive-
ness, or Heaven, but the old Germanic virtues only of loyalty and
courage, pride in the performances of duty, and, for a king,
selfless, fatherly care for his people’s good. Beowulf’s joy, fur-
thermore, in the sight of the earthly treasure is even decidedly un-
Christian; ® for the work is everywhere alive with love for the
wonder of lifc in this world, with not a word of either anxiety
or desire for the next.

The concluding scenc is of the burning of the hero’s body, then
the building of the barrow. And as at Sutton Hoo, so here: in the
barrow they placed all the rings, jewels, and trappings taken from
the dragon hoard; whereupon, twelve sons of nobles, brave in battle
rode about the mound, while they framed in sorrow words of praise.

The name Beowulf itself, “bee-wolf,” apparently mecaning bear,
suggests affinities with a widely known folktale figure of prodigious
strength, the Bear’s Son (again see Figure 16),% the distribution
of whose appearances, in North America as well as FEurasia,
points to a background in that primordial cult of reverence for the
bear discussed in Primitive Mythology, and which is still observed
among the Ainus of Japan. 8

A second mythologically empowered beast looming large in the
Celto-Germanic legendary background of Europe is the pig,
the boar, thc same whosc tusks brought death to Adonis and
left the wound on Odysseus’s thigh by which he was recog-
nized when hc rcturned (by way of his own swincherd’s hut),
after his visit to the underworld, to which he had been intro-
duced by Circe, whosc magic turned men into swinc.® However,
whereas the distribution of the bear’s-son motif suggests an arctic,
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circumpolar range and a background—ultimately—in the cave-
bear cults and sanctuaries of the paleolithic, those of the boar
and the killed and resurrected god are of the later, planting and
agricultural ‘“Mediterranean” culture complex, which reached
Ireland by the sea way of Gibraltar c¢. 2500 B.c., and in England
is represented in the great circle of Stonehenge (c. 1900-1400
B.C.),% which in popular lore is attributed to the magic of the
druid Merlin.

The Celts, like the Germans, were patriarchal Aryans; however,
with their westward drive into Gaul and the British Isles in the first
millennium B.cC., they entered the old Bronze Age sphere of the
Great Goddess and her killed and resurrected son, whose cults of
the seasonal round and rebirth were soon combined with their
own. Figure 18 is the image of a Gaulish god wearing the typical
neck ornament of the Celtic noble and warrior caste, a golden torc,
and holding before him a wild boar. It is a work in stone, ten
inches high, of the first century B.C., about the time of Caesar’s
Gallic Wars.® Instead of arms, huge eyes are engraved on either
side, exactly as long as the boar and disposed, like him, along the
vertical axis. They are difficult to explain, unless by reference back
to the pre-Celtic megalithic art of some two millenniums earlier,
which had passed from Spain and Portugal north, through France,
to the British Isles. For there an eye motif, associated with the
Mother Goddess (the Eye Goddess),® is particularly prominent.
In Figure 19 are three examples: a) on a piece of bone from
Spain, b) a clay figurine from Syria, and ¢) a seal impression from
Sumer, all of dates c. 2500 B.c. The stone-bound lines of the Gaul-
ish figure with the boar suggest the pre-Celtic megalithic style,
which was contemporary in the British Isles with Minoan Crete
and Troy,% its creative center in the West being southern Spain, as
a reflex of the Bronze Age of Mesopotamia, Egypt, and the pre-
Homeric Aegean. And as there, so here, the chief divinity was the
goddess of many forms and names, whose son and spouse was the
ever-living, killed and resurrected lord of immortality: Tammuz,
Adonis, Attis, et cetera, the god slain by the boar.

In central Spain and northern Portugal, there have been found
in the neighborhood of Celtic forts a number of large stone sculp-
tures of boars,®® and in Orléans, France, there is in the historical
museum an example in bronze more than 4 feet long, 2 feet, 3
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Figure 18. Gaulish God with a Boar; France, 1st century B.C.

inches high.® Figure 20 shows a bronze 3 inches long, unearthed
near London. Moreover, the boar appears on many such Gaulish
coins as that of Figure 21, where on the obverse we see a squatting
god with a torc in his right hand: the same as of Figure 18. He is
here identifiable as the Celtic god whom the Romans equated with
their own lord of the underworld, Pluto (Greek Hades), by whom
Proserpina (Persephone) was abducted; and when the earth opened
to receive her, it took down a herd of swine as well.™
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Figure 19. The “Eye Goddess”; three examples, c. 2500 B.C.: a) in
bone, from Spain; b) in clay, from Syria; ¢) on a seal, from Sumer

The association of the pig with the underworld journey, laby-
rinth motif and mysteries of immortality has been discussed at
length in both the Primitive and the Oriental volumes of this
work, and of especial interest in the present context is the Mel-
anesian ceremony of the Maki,” where not only is the pig clearly
a counterpart of the sacrificed Savior, opener of the way, and guide
to eternal life—corresponding to the sacrificial bull and ram of the
West (see Figure 1)—but the rites are conducted in association
with a complex of megalithic shrines and chambered barrows that
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Figure 20. Sacred Boar; bronze, England, Roman Period

is almost certainly a remote extension of the Bronze Age complex
of Western Europe.

In Irish legend, the daughter of the King of the Land of Youth
was endowed with the head of a pig when she attached herself to
Finn McCool’s son Oisin.”? Moreover, the Irish hero Diarmuid,
who ran off with Finn McCool’s bride, Grianne, and whose flight
with her to the wilderness was the prototype of the “forest years”
of Tristan and Isolt, was killed by a boar that he slew-—as was
Beowulf by his dragon. Tristan, like Odysseus, had the scar of a
boar’s tusk on his thigh; and, as though to insist upon the relation-
ship of his love-death to the ancient theme of the god whose ani-
mal is the boar, there is an astonishing passage in Gottfried’s ver-
sion of the romance where King Mark’s steward-in-chief, Mar-
jadoc—who himself was harboring a passion for Isolt—dreamed
of the love-mad Tristan as a rampaging boar violating the king’s
bed:

As Marjadoc slept, he saw a boar, frightening and frightful,
come running out of the wood. Foaming, sparkling, whetting his
tusks and charging at everything in his path, he headed for the
king’s court. A crowd of palace attendants ran at him and many
knights milled hither and thither, round about. Yet no one dared
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Figure 21. Squatting God and Boar; Gaulish coin,
probably 1st century B.C.

to confront the beast. The boar dashed on through the palace
grunting, and when he came to Mark’s chamber, crashed in
through the door. He tossed the king’s appointed bed in all di-
rections, befouling the royal bed and bed linen with his foam.
And though all of Mark’s people witnessed this, not one of them
intervened.™

1v. The Legacy of Islam

1.

When the Roman Catholic priest Professor Miguel Asin y Pala-
cios, in his pioneering work, published in Madrid in 1919, demon-
strated with massive proof the great extent to which Dante and his
circle had been moved by Moslem inspiration, it came as a real
shock to the world of Dante scholarship.™ “The analogies shown
by the author to exist between the Divine Comedy and Islam are
so numerous and of such a nature,” wrote the reviewer in the Ana-
lecta Bollandiana, “‘as to be disquieting to the mind of the reader,
who is forced to picture to himself the great epic of Christianity as
enthroned in the world of Moslem mysticism, as if in a mosque
that were closed to Islam and consecrated to Christian worship.” 7
However, it is now completely certain that our poet Dante was
indeed significantly influenced not only by the philosophers but
also by the poets of Islam, and most particularly by a certain Span-
ish Sufi, Ibnu’l-’Arabi of Murcia (1165-1240), whose twelve-
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volume production entitled Meccan Revelations anticipates many
of the highest spiritual themes not only of the Commedia but of
the Vita Nuova as well.

Asin points out that the famous Toledan school of translators
under King Alfonso the Wise of Ledén and Castile (r. 1252-
1284) was in full career at the time of the visit to Spain of Dante’s
master, Brunetto Latini (1210-1294), whom the poet greets with
the greatest respect in the seventh circle of Hell,’® and that the
legend of the Mi'raj (the Hell and Heaven journeys of Moham-
med), from the architecture and details of which the Commedia
shows many imprints, had in the year 1256 been translated into
Castilian—four years before Brunetto’s visit.”" Furthermore, as
Father Asin states in conclusion:

It is inconceivable that Dante, leading a life of such mental
activity, should have been ignorant of Moslem culture, which at
the time was all-pervading; that he should not have felt the at-
traction of a science that was drawing men of learning to the
court of Toledo from every part of Christian Europe, and of a
literature the influence of which was paramount in the Europe
of that time, introducing there the novels, fables, and proverbs
of the Orient as well as works of science and apologetics. The
prestige enjoyed by Islam was largely due to the Moslem vic-
tories over the Crusaders. Roger Bacon, a contemporary of
Dante, attributed the defeats of the Christians precisely to their
ignorance of the Semitic languages and applied science, of which
the Moslems were masters.”® In another field of learning, Al-
bertus Magnus, the founder of scholasticism, agreed with Bacon
on the superiority of the Arab philosophers; ™ and Raimon
Lull even recommended the imitation of Moslem methods in
popular preaching.8°
“Rarely,” Father Asin concludes, “can public opinion have

been so unanimous in admitting the mental superiority of an ad-
versary.” #

To summarize, then, very briefly, the outstanding correspond-
ences between Dante’s work and, specifically, the Sufi mystic
Ibnu’l-’Arabi’s, as remarked by Father Asin, let me simply quote
from R. A. Nicholson’s statement of his own concurrence in this
view, in his essay on Moslem mysticism in The Legacy of Islam:

The infernal regions, the astronomical heavens, the circles of
the mystic rose, the choirs of angels around the focus of divine
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light, the three circles symbolizing the Trinity—all are described
by Dante exactly as Ibnu’l-’Arabi described them. Dante tells us
how, as he mounted higher and higher in Paradise, his love was
made stronger and his spiritual vision more intense by seeing
Beatrice grow more and more beautiful. The same idea occurs
in a poem of Ibnu’l-’Arabi written about a century earlier.
. . . It may be added that Ibnu’l-’Arabi too had a Beatrice—
Nizam, the beautiful and accomplished daughter of Makinu’d-
din—and that owing to the scandal caused by the mystical odes
which he composed in her honor he wrote a commentary on
them in order to convince his critics that they were wrong. Simi-
larly in the Convito Dante declares his intention to interpret the
esoteric meaning of fourteen love-songs which he had composed
at an earlier date, and the subject of which had led to the erro-
neous belief that they dealt with sensual rather than intellectual
love! In short, the parallelism, both general and particular,
reaches so far that only one conclusion is possible. Muslim reli-
gious legends, e.g. the Mi’raj or Ascension of the Prophet, to-
gether with popular and philosophical conceptions of the after-
life—derived from Muslim traditionists and such writers as
Farabe, Avicenna, Ghazali, and Ibnu’l-’Arabi—must have
passed into the common stock of literary culture that was acces-
sible to the best minds in Europe in the thirteenth century. The
Arab conquerors of Spain and Sicily repeated, though on a less
imposing scale, the same process of impregnation to which they
themselves had been subjected by the Hellenistic civilization of
Persia and Syria.” 82

But there is also an earlier phase to this story. Figure 22 is a
map showing the geographical extension of Islamic rule and com-
mercial influence in the tenth century a.n. Of particular interest is
the evidence of a traffic from the Caspian Sea, up the valley of the
Volga, to the Baltic and on to Sweden, Denmark, and Norway—
homelands of the Vikings. “From the eighth to the eleventh centu-
ries,” Father Asin remarks, “an active trade was carried on be-
tween Moslem countries of the East and Russia and other coun-
tries of northern Europe. Expeditions left the Caspian regularly
and, ascending the Volga, reached the Gulf of Finland and so
through the Baltic to Denmark, Britain, and even as far as Iceland.
The quantities of Arabic coins found at various places in this ex-
tensive commercial zone bear witness to its importance. “In the
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Figure 22. Extent of Islamic Rule and Influence,
10th century A.D.

eleventh century,” Father Asin then continues, “trade was con-
ducted by the easier sea route across the Mediterranean, chiefly by
means of Genoese, Venetian or Moslem vessels. Large colonies of
Italian traders settled in all the Moslem ports of the Mediter-
ranean, and merchants, explorers, and adventurers sailed at will
across its waters.”

But there is even more to this tale of interchange:

To the stimulus of trade must be added the impulse of the reli-
gious ideal. Pilgrimages to the Holy Land, which had been sus-
pended owing to the early conquests of Islam, were renewed
and, with the establishment under Charlemagne [r. 768-814]
of the Frank Protectorate over the Christian churches of the
East, were assured by conventions and assisted by the establish-
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ment of hostels and monasteries in Moslem lands. During the
ninth, tenth and eleventh centuries the number of pilgrims grew,
until some of the expeditions comprised as many as twelve
thousand; these expeditions were the forerunners of the Cru-
sades. . . .

More important and more interesting, however . . . is the
contact of the two civilizations in Sicily and Spain. Beginning in
the ninth century with piratical raids upon the coasts of the At-
lantic and Mediterranean, the Normans gradually formed settle-
ments in Moslem towns of the Peninsula (such as Lisbon, Se-
ville, Orihuela and Barbasto) and in Sicily. The latter island,
indeed, which had become permeated with Islam, was con-
quered in the eleventh century and ruled by a dynasty of Nor-
man Kings until the thirteenth century. Throughout that period
the Sicilian population was composed of a medley of races pro-
fessing different religions and speaking several languages. The
court of the Norman King, Roger II [r. 1130-1154], at
Palermo, was formed of both Christians and Moslems, who
were equally versed in Arabic literature and Greek science. Nor-
man knights and soldiers, Italian and French noblemen and
clergy, Moslem men of learning and literature from Spain, Af-
rica, and the East lived together in the service of the King, form-
ing a palatine organization that in all respects was a copy of the
Moslem courts. The King himself spoke and read Arabic, kept a
harem in the Moslem manner, and attired himself after the Ori-
ental fashion. Even the Christian women of Palermo adopted
the dress, veil, and speech of their Moslem sisters.

However, important as Norman Sicily was, Spain was of even
greater moment in this interplay of cultures. “For Spain,” as
Father Asin points out, “was the first country in Christian Europe
to enter into intimate contact with Islam.” From 711 to 1492 the
two populations lived side by side in war and peace. “As early as
the ninth century the Christians of Cordova had adopted the Mos-
lem style of living, some even to the extent of keeping harems and
being circumcised. Their delight in Arabic poetry and fiction, and
their enthusiasm for the study of the philosophical and theological
doctrines of Islam, are lamented in his Indiculus luminosus by [the
Bishop] Alvaro of Cordova [fl. 850 A.D.].” “Throughout the tenth
century Arabicized monks and soldiers flocked to Le6n, where
their superior culture secured them high office at the court and in
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the ecclesiastical and civil administration of the kingdom.” And fi-
nally: “King Alfonso VI [1065-1109], the conqueror of Toledo,
married Zaida, the daughter of the Moorish King of Seville, and
his capital resembled the seat of a Moslem court. The fashion
quickly spread to private life; the Christians dressed in Moorish
style, and the rising Romance language of Castile was enriched by
a large number of Arabic words. In commerce, in the arts and
trades, in municipal organization, as well as in agricultural pur-
suits, the influence of the Mudejars [Mohammedans living under
Christian kings] was predominant, and thus the way was prepared
for the literary invasion that was to reach its climax at the court of
Alfonso X or the Wise.” 8

2.

Seven centuries before Alfonso’s time the light of Hellenistic
learning had been quenched for Europe when, in the year 529, the
Byzantine Emperor Justinian ordered the schools of pagan philos-
ophy closed in Athens. The only remaining repositories of Greek
philosophy and science then were Sassanian Persia, Gupta In-
dia,** and Ireland, the one flickering candle in the West.* How-
ever, the Arabs who in the name of Mohammed conquered Persia
in 641 cared nothing for either philosophy or science. Their
Prophet had died in 632. His immediate successors, the “ortho-
dox” caliphs, retained control of the spreading empire until 661,
when a rival Meccan house, the Ummayads, usurped the cali-
phate.®® These ruled until 750, when their fourteenth caliph
was murdered, and the victors now—to the good fortune of
mankind—were Persians, the Abbasids, who, in contrast to the
Arab fanatics of the earlier two caliphates, were such discrim-
inating patrons of philosophy, science, and the arts that Baghdad,
their young capital (750-1258), became within a few decades the
most important seat of classical learning in the world.

According to its own poets, Baghdad then was an earthly para-
dise of learning, ease, and grace, where, to use their own expres-
sions, the ground was irrigated with rose water and the dust of the
roads was musk, flowers and verdure overhung the ways and the
air was perpetually sweet with the many-voiced song of birds;
while the chigp of lutes, the dulcet warble of flutes, and the silver

* Supra, p. 106.
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sound of singing houris rose and fell in harmonious cadence from
every window of the streets of palaces that stood in vast succession
amid gardens and orchards gifted with eternal verdure. The works
of Aristotle, Hippocrates, Galen, Euclid, Archimedes, Ptolcmy,
and Plotinus were translated here into Arabic. Pocts and musi-
cians, mathcmaticians, astronomers, gcographers, jurisprudents,
philosophers, and historians carried forward the labors of a civi-
lized humanity, to which contributions were coming, as well, from
India and China. For these were the golden ycars of the Great
East: thc centuries of T’ang and Sung in China (618-1279);
Nara, Heian, and Kamakura in Japan (710-1392); Angkor in
Cambodia (c. 800-1250); and in India thc timeless temple art
of the Chalukya and Rashtrakuta, Pala, Sena and Ganga, Pallava,
Chola, Hoyshala, and Pandya kings (550-1350).8¢

In all the world of Europe and Asia there were then but four cs-
sential languages of learning, science, and religion: in the Levant,
Arabic; Latin in Europe; Sanskrit in the Indian sphere; and Chi-
nese in the Far East. And as Arabic was the dominant of the two
tongues of the West, so was Sanskrit in the Orient. From the yak
trails of Tibct to the village markets of Bali, its syllables rosc
everywhere on the pluming smoke of incense to that void beyond
non-being and being that is the destination, ultimately, of all Ori-
cntal prayer. And its cchocs floated westward too. The influence
of Indian thought on the Sufis cannot be doubted, and there is
the case, furthcrmore, of the Buddha, converted into no less
than two Christian saints: the Abbots Barlaam and Josaphat, the
legend of whose labors in India, first recorded by John of
Damascus (c. 676-770), rests immortalized in the chapter
for their feast day, November 27, in Voragine’s thirtcenth-century
Golden Legend .87

The most illuminating summary prospect of the paths, bypaths,
and transformations through which a body of Oriental lore might
pass from Sanskrit into Latin and thence into European life is
provided by an Indian book of fablcs, the Panchatantra. Trans-
latcd about 550 A.p. into Persian for the Sassanian King Khosru
Anushirvan (531-579), it was turned into Arabic about 760
with a new title: Kalilah and Dimnah, The Fables of Pilpay;
and this then was translated into Syriac, c. 1000; Greek, c. 1080;
Hebrew, c. 1250; and old Spanish, 1251. About 1270 a Latin
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translation of the Hcbrew appeared, Directorum humanae vitae,
which in turn became, in 1481, Das Buch der Byspel der alten
Wysen, and, in 1552, A.F. Doni’s La moral filosophia, which
in 1570 Sir Thomas North rendered as The Morall Philosophie
of Doni: after all of which we have, finally, the elegant scven-
teenth-century Fables of La Fontaine, who in 1678 wrote in his
introduction to the second volume: “Seulement je diray par recon-
noissance que j'en dois la plus grande partie a Pilpay, sage indien.
Son livre a esté traduit en toutes les langues.” 83

But it was not until the early twclfth century that European men
of Jearning themselves undertook seriously, in a really significant
way, to bring back to Europe from the gardens of Baghdad the
bounty that in Justinian’s day had bcen forfeited to Asia. We have
alrcady mentioned Toledo. In the year 1143 Peter the Venerable,
Abbot of Cluny, on a visit to his order’s Spanish monasterics, met
the bishop of that city, Ramon of Sauvetat (1126-1151), whose
scholars were at work translating from Arabic not only the writ-
ings of the Greceks but also both the commentaries on those writ-
ings and the independent works of the Arabs through whose hands
the legacy had passcd. To Gerard of Cremona (c. 1114-1187),
for example, the most famous of the scholars in Toledo at that
time, there are credited no less than scventy substantial titles,
many of vast extent, including, besides a number of the most im-
portant books of Aristotle, Plotinus, Proclus, Euclid, Ptolemy, and
Galen, the Arab Avicenna’s medical Canon, which for a time re-
placed Galen’s writings even in the West. Peter of Cluny, im-
presscd, suggested to his host that a Latin version of the Koran
would be an aid in the refutation of Islam, and when the work,
undertaken by Robert of Kelene, was finished that same year, the
Abbot composed his celebrated refutation: Libri Il adversus ne-
farium sectam saracenorum.

Also to be mentioned is the interesting hermetic text, anon-
ymously translated, of The Book of the Twenty-four Philosophers
(Liber XXIV philosophorum), from which the sentence came
that has alrcady been more than once quoted in thesc pages:
Deus est sphaera infinita, cujus centrum est ubique, circumferen-
tia nusquam.*

Shall we be surprised to find, then, on the levels of folklore and

* Supra, pp. 31 and 36.
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romance, that in turning from the popular One Thousand Nights
and One Night of Islam to the legends of King Arthur, we have
moved only from one room to another of the same enchanted
palace? As remarked in my introduction to The Portable Arabian
Nights: “The battle scenes might comfortably appear in the Morte
D’Arthur; the tales of enchanted castles, miraculous swords, talis-
manic trophies, and quest in the rcalms of the Jinn, arc reminis-
cent, in numerous fcatures, of the favorites of Arthurian romance;
the pattern of romantic love is in essence identical with that of
twelfth-century Provence; the pious tales breathe thc same odor of
spiritual childhood and the misogynist excmpla the same monastic
rancor as those of Christian Europe; the animal fables are the
same; and the convention of the frame story (represented in the
West by the Decameron and Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales) is here a
basic device. Nor is it possible to miss the Lady Godiva, Peeping
Tom motive in tale 167, ‘Kemerczzeman and the Jewcler's Wife.’
Parallels exist even to early Irish and Germanic literature.” 8
Furthcrmore: “Precisely as Celtic gods becamc the fairies of
Christian Irish folklore, so did Persian, Egyptian, Babylonian, and
Indian become the Jinn of Moslem popular belief.” ** And of the
greatest interest is the prominence in both these ncighboring tradi-
tions of a type of tale of enchantment and disenchantment that on
the European side is represented by the legends of the Grail.

In thesc the hero is generally one, set apart by disposition or ac-
cident, who comes by chance upon a situation of enchantment.
There is always someone present familiar with the rules of this en-
chantment, yet nothing can be done without the help of an inno-
cent youth, whose arrival is helplessly awaited. He is to be a sort
of puer aeternus, virtuous and fearless, whose nature itself will be
the key to the undoing of a spcll that no intentional program of
courage or virtue could dissolve.

And so it was that, whether in the cloistcrs of the great mon-
asteries, in the halls and ladies’ chambers of thc castles, or in the
rushlit humble cottages of the toiling illiterate folk, the legacy of
neighboring Islam, and, as part of that, the whole Orient, was con-
tributing largcly to that twelfth- and thirtcenth-century wakening
and nourishing of the European imagination which was to lead in
the next three centuries to the dawn of a new and spectacular age,
not for the West alone, but for the world.
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3.

It is of the essence of our study to recognize, however, that, no
matter how great thc force of the Oriental contribution to the
twelfth- and thirteenth-century flowcring of the European imagina-
tion may have been, the inward life and spirit of that European
epoch was in cvery aspect different from anything the Orient cver
had known or would be likely to achieve. For, as every scrious
study of intercultural exchange has shown, it is simply a fact—a
basic law of history, applicable to every department of life—that
materials carried from any time past to a time present, or from one
culture to another, shed their values at the culture portal and
thercafter eithcr become mere curiosities, or undergo a sea change
through a process of creative misunderstanding. We have already
remarked the transformation of the cult of Amor as it passed from
the Moorish “tarab-adors” to the troubadours of Provence.* In the
chapter in Oriental Mythology on thc massive influence of Rome
on the Gupta flowering of India, the words of Dr. Hermann Goctz
were cited to the point: “Though so many novel ideas, tcchniques
and typcs werc absorbed that practically a quite new and most im-
portant chapter of Indian art was opened, they wcre never taken
over en bloc. . . . Everything was broken up, translated into In-
dian conccpts and reconstructed on Indian principles.” ®* And
with refercnce, now, particularly to the manifold transmission of
+ the precious Hellenistic, humanistic heritage from Furopc to the
Levant and back to a later Europe, the important third chapter of
Volume IT of Spengler’s Decline of the West must be cited, in
which he contrasts the axioms and suppositions of Roman, Byzan-
tine, and modern European jurisprudence: “three histories of
law,” as he writes, “connccted only by elements of linguistic and
syntactical form, taken over by one from the other, voluntarily
or perforce, without the recciver ever coming face to face with
the alien nature that underlay them.”

For the shaping force of a civilization is lived experience and, as
Spengler has demonstrated, the manner of this inwardness differs
not only in differing civilizations, but also in the differing periods
of a single civilization. Tt is not a function of any “influcnce” from
without, no matter how great or inspiring. Consequently, when his-

* Supra, p. 62.
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torians confine their attention to the tracing and mapping of such
“influences,” without due rcgard to the inward assimilating and re-
shaping force of the local, destiny-making readiness for life, their
works incvitably founder in sccondary details. “What a wealth
there is of psychology,” writes Spengler,

in all the sccking, resisting, choosing and reinterpreting, misun-
derstanding, penetrating and revering—not only as betwcen cul-
tures in immediate contact with cach other, whether in mutual
admiration or in strifc, but also as between a living culture and
the world of forms of onc dead, whose remains still stand visible
on the Jandscapc! And how poor and thin are the conceptions,
then, that historians bring to all this with such verbal formulae
as “influence,” ‘“‘continuity,” and “cffect”!

Such labeling is purc nineteenth century. What is sought is
merely a chain of causes and effects. Everything “follows,”
nothing is prime. Because elements of form from the surfaces of
earlier culturcs can be discovered everywhere in later, they must
be supposed to have “produced effects”; and where a set of such
“influcnces™ can be exhibited together, the authority belicves he
has done a proper job.

On the contrary—and hcere is Spengler’s critical point—*“it is not
products that ‘influence,” but creators that ‘absorb.’ ” 3

The point is elementary and, once made, onc would think, self-
demonstrative. However, when such a torrent of “influences™ can
be classified and described as came pouring, throughout the Mid-
dle Ages, from the Near East into Europe, it is easy for a bookman
to ignore the active force of creative interpretation by which all is
recomposed and made again alive as it passcs from one center of
experience, expression, and communication to another. Further-
more, the man of learning, but little living, can be readily misled
by the purcly cerebral discourse of philosophy to assume that be-
cause the words of two traditions arc matched in bilingual diction-
aries, the experiences to which they refer must be the same: thosc,
for example, implied in the nouns fate, kismet, and wyrd. Actu-
ally, a people’s way of cxperiencing “fatc” as lifc and their phi-
losophers” way of discussing “fate” as a metaphysical problem,
in terms of cause and effect, necd bear no significant relationship to
each other, since the latter is an abstract word game, playcd accord-
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ing to classic rules, while the other is an inward rcalization of exist-
ence.

Philosophically, the enigma of fate is impossible to resolve, un-
Jess by somc such formula as that of Schopenhaucr, according to
which, when viewed from outside, logically or scicntifically, the
world’s events can be recognized as governed to such a degree by
the laws of causc and eflect as to be inexorably determined; where-
as, when expcrienced from within, from the standpoint of an act-
ing subject, living yields an experience of choice. And since these
contradictory views are but thc functions of mankind’s alternatc
modes of conditioncd knowledge (the world as “idea” and the
world as “will”), both fail of the ultimate question as to the ground
of a man’s becoming and being.

Alike in Islam and Christendom, thcologians and philosophers,
in their efforts to abide by the ground rules of all biblically based
mythologizing, give credit simultaneously to God's foreknowledge
and to man’s free will as the ultimate cause of fate, and have thus
tied themselves into knots as picturesque as any in a mariner’s
handbook, which can be studied—classificd—in the manuals.?*
However, in the more popular romances of the two associated cul-
ture worlds, a distinct contrast is evident between the differing
orders of cxperience epitomized in the terms kismet, on onc¢ hand,
and, on thc other, wyrd.

The key to the sense of the Moslem term is in the Koranic for-
mula of submission, “There is no power and no virtue but in God,
the Most High, the Supreme!”—pronouncing which, the Prophet
promised, no believer could be confounded. The Arabic word
islam itsclf mcans, literally, “surrender [to the Will of God],” and
on the level of popular feeling and belief, this supports such a pas-
sive idea as kismet, “lot, distribution, fate.” “Your augury,” statcs
the Koran, “is in God’s hands.” > The notion, essentially, is of an
outside determinant—God’s omnipotent will—by which one’s dcs-
tiny is ineluctably decreed. And although in official Christian doc-
trine a like sentiment is reccommended (often along with an ex-
planation of how God’s supcrnatural grace affects, but does not
effect, man’s choice, which is free), throughout the literaturc of
Europe’s hero-dceds the expericnce communicated is on the side
rather of wytd than of kismet: not surrender to the invincible
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force of an outside dcterminant, but the sensc of an inward poten-
tiality in the process of becoming, with, however, an approaching
ievitable end.

4.

I have said that in the cogitations of philosophers the ground
rules of their word games may have little, if anything, to do with
the native sense of life creatively operative in their culture. It has
been their custom, in fact, to look aficld for their terms and themes
of discourse to thinkers of earlier times and alien traditions; so that
what in general passes for the formal schoolbook history of
thought is largely a sort of theater of Sir Imponderables clabo-
rately refuting their own misinterpretations of each other. So it was
when Aristophanes wrote his comedy The Clouds. So it is today.
And so it was in that great period, as well, of the rcception by the
master minds of Europe of the legacy of Islam.

The piéce de résistance of this ponderously scrved up medieval
comedy of confusion was a ducl of balloons on the splintery stage
of the Sorbonne by the matched champions, respectively, of the
“doublc” and the “single truth”: the double truth being a doctrinc
attributed in error to the great imam and philosopher of Cordova,
Averroes (ibn-Rushd, 1126-1198), which held that what is true
according to reason may be untruc according to faith, and vice
versa; while the single doctrine charged that the truths of reason and
religion were to be reconciled philosophically as one.

The leading spokesman for the former view at the University
of Paris was the brilliant Swedish Averroist, Siger of Brabant (fl.
1260), allied with whom, as contcmporaries and followers, were
chiefly Boethius of Sweden (fl. 1270), Martin of Denmark (d.
1304), John of Jandun (d. 1328), and Marsilius of Padua (d.
1336 or 1343). The mightiest champion of the doctrine of the
single truth, on the other hand, was the Italian Dominican Thomas
Aquinas (1225?-1274), who, while contending directly with Siger,
was at the same time salting his paragraphs with syllogistic refuta-
tions of those same Arabs—Alfarabi, Avicenna, and Averroes—
from whose hands he had received not only his knowledge of Aris-
totle but also his leading idca and method of reconciling, in a
Summa Theologica, reason with revelation and philosophy with
faith. Siger, who supposed he was following Averrocs, was saying
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just the opposite, while Aquinas, who thought he was contending
with the Moor, was saying the same, and at times even to the life.
In the century of the battle itself there were so many shadows in
play about the stage that the verbal strokes were falling as fre-
quently on air as upon heads, and then as frequently on the wrong
as on the right; so that in retrospect the whole controversy has
much the air of an opéra bouffe.
Wrote the Averroist, Siger of Brabant:

Desiring to live worthily in the study and contemplation of
truth as far as can be done in this life, we are undertaking to
treat of natural, moral and divine things following the doctrine
and order of Aristotle, but we are not making any attempt upon
the rights of the orthodox faith made manifest to us in the light
of the divine revelation by which the philosophers themsclves
were not cnlightened; for, considering the ordinary and habitual
course of naturc and not divine miracles, they have explained
things according to the light of reason, without, by doing so,
contradicting the theological truth whose cognition derives from
a loftier light. When a philosopher concludes that a certain thing
is either impossible or necessary from the point of vicw of the
inferior causes accessible to reason, he is not contradicting faith,
which affirms that things can be otherwise thanks to the su-
preme cause whose causal power can be grasped by no creature.
This is so true that the holy prophets themselves, imbued with
the spirit of prophecy but taking account of the order of inferior
causes, have predicted certain events which did not take place
because the Prime Causc disposcd otherwise.%

What had been actually said by Averroes was that, although
philosophy and revelation (in his case, of course, the Koran) may
on certain points appear to differ, they can and must be reconciled.
As stated in his fundamental trcatisc on What There Is of Connec-
tion between Religion and Philosophy:

We, the Muslim community, know definitely that demonstrative
study [i.e.. philosophy] doecs not lead to conclusions conflicting
with what Scripture has given us; for truth does not oppose
truth, but accords with it and bears witness to it. This bcing so.
whencver demonstrative study lcads to any manner of knowledge
about any being, that being is incvitably either unmentioned or
mentioned in Scripture. If it is unmentioned there is no contra-
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diction, and it is in the same casc as an act whose category is
unmentioned, so that the lawver has to infer it by reasoning
from Scripturc.* If Scripture speaks about it, the apparent
meaning of thc words inevitably either accords or conflicts with
the conclusions of demonstration about it. If this apparent
meaning accords there is no argument. If it conflicts there is a
call for allegorical interprctation. The meaning of “allegorical
interpretation” is: extension of the significance of an expression
from rcal to mctaphorical significance, without forsaking therein
the standard metaphorical practices of Arabic speech, such as
calling a thing by thc name of something resembling it, or a
causc, consequence, or accompaniment of it, or such other
things as those enumerated in accounts of the kinds of meta-
phorical speech. . . . The reason we have reccived a Scripture
with both an apparent and an inner meaning lies in the diversity
of people’s natural capacities and the diffcrence of their innate
dispositions with regard to assent.®”

Averroes classified people as of three categories: I. the demon-
strative class, which is capable of strict reasoning and demonstra-
tion according to Aristotle’s laws of logic; 2. the dialectical class,
which is satisfied with the plausiblc opinions general to thoughtful
people; and 3. the rhetorical class, who are persuaded simply by
what they are told and whose views cannot stand up to criticism. It
is to the last and second, according to his view, that the apparent
readings of Scripture are addressed, and not so much for their en-
lightenment as for their moral control and improvement. For such
folk cannot grasp philosophical demonstrations and, if unsettled in
their minds, would be morally undone. The miracle of the Koran,
he held, is that it serves all types simultaneously, and the proper
function of philosophy is therefore to extract by demonstration for
persons of the highest class the abstruse inncrmost meaning of
God’s Word. Or, as he formulates the proposition:

With regard to things which by rcason of their reconditc char-
acter are knowable only by demonstration, God has been gra-
cious to those of His servants who have no access to demonstra-
tion, on acount of their natures, habits, or lack of facilities for
education: He has coined for them images and likenesses of
these things, and summoned them to assent to those images,
since it is possible for assent to those images to come about

* For this method of the Moslem legalists, see Occidental Mythology, pp.
430-40.
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through the indications common to all men, i.e. the dialectical
and rhetorical indications. This is the reason why Scripture is
divided into apparent and inner meanings: the apparent mean-
ing consists of those images which are coined to stand for those
ideas, while the inner meaning is those ideas themselves, which
are clear only to the demonstrative class.?®

And that, in so many words, is the actual Averroist doctrine of
the double truth. Ironically, it is the same, essentially, as the view
of Saint Thomas Aquinas, not of Siger of Brabant. And indeed, as
the same Father Migucl Asin y Palacios who disclosed Dante’s
debt to Islam has demonstrated in a richly documented publication
entitled “The Averroist Theology of Saint Thomas of Aquino”:

Averroes’ religious thinking, studied in itself, in contrast with
that of the Latin Averroists and compared with that of Saint
Thomas, appears on the whole to be analogous rather to the lat-
ter: analogous in its attitude, its general point of view, in its
ideas and illustrations, and at times even in its words. That is
the conclusion forced upon one after an attentive examination
of the parallel passages that I have here assembled and dis-
cussed.

But how shall we account for such a constellation of anal-
ogies? . . . The hypothesis of purely accidental coincidence
will be the most appropriate if what we want is to leave the
problem unresolved; and this would accord well cnough with
our current habits of intellectual indolence, as well as with the
proclivity of popular theorists always to see in a work of scho-
lastic synthesis the spontaneous fruit and idiosyncrasy of the
genius of its authors, uninfluenced by anything alien to the
Christian tradition. However, it has now long been axiomatic
for the history of ideas, as it is likewise in biology, that the
notion of spontaneous generation is absurd. . . . In a word:
the hypothesis of accidental coincidence can be counted ac-
ceptable (and then only provisionally) only when the distance
separating the authors of analogous systems is such, in space
and time, that any communication between the two would be
impossible to explain.* However, the case that we have at pres-
ent under view does not fulfill these conditions. The develop-
ment and perfection of the scholastic synthesis of the thir-
teenth century is fully cxplained by the introduction of the
Musulmarn“encyclopedia into Europe and, above all, by Aver-

* Compare Primitive Mythology, pp. 183-215.
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roes’ commentaries on the works of the Stagiritc. Contacts
between the patterns of Islam and scholasticism, therefore, far
from being unlikely, are concretely and historically demonstra-
ble. We have to reject thercfore the hypothesis of coinci-
dence. . . .%?

Whence, however, could Saint Thomas have come to know of
this doctrine of Averroes? . . . I believe I have found the lead-
ing thread that carried the reconciling doctrine that is occupying
us here into thc Thomistic synthesis—or, at least, its funda-
mental point: that is to say, its doctrine of the moral necessity
of divine revelation. In dealing with the question, Utrum neces-
sarium sit homini habere fidem (Whether it is necessary for man
to have faith),'” Saint Thomas founds the necessity on five
motives which he declares explicitly he copied from Maimon-
ides; and since that philosopher was a disciple, indirectly, of
Averroes, it follows in all probability that his works can have
been the channel through which the doctrine of the philosopher
of Cordova was communicated to Saint Thomas.* Necither in
the Summa contra Gentiles nor in the Summa Theologica does
the Angelic Doctor allow himself to cite again this reference,
and it soon came to pass that he was credited with a doctrine of
which he was not himself the author.

Here, then, is the first likely channel of communication: the
works of Maimonides, whose influence on those of Saint Thom-
as, in relation chiefly to philosophy, has already been studied by
Guttmann. 19!

But I do not think that we have to fall back upon the sole
intervention of Maimonides, when it is evident that the principal
books of Averroes were in Saint Thomas’s hands. Since the year
1217 the Commentaries [on Aristotle] of the Cordovan philos-
opher had been passed around in the schools, translated by
Michael Scot in Toledo; and although the philosophical char-
acter of such works might make it appear little likcly that Aver-
roes would have discussed in them any problems of theology,
the intimate relationship of these two disciplines in the Middle
Ages, both for Christians and for Musulmans, is well known. A4
priori then, one might suppose that a close analysis of the Com-

* “Besides,” Asin adds in a footnote, “we can find in the pages of Mai-
monides's Guide for the Perplexed practically all the ideas of Averroes and
Saint Thomas touching this theme of the analogies between faith and rea-
son.” The dates of these three theologians are as follows: Averroes, 1126—
1198; Maimonides, 1135-1204; Aquinas, 1225-1274.
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mentaries of Averroes and those of Saint Thomas would show
traces of flagrant imitation, even in matters theological.’?

And indeed, the good Father Asin then proceeds to demonstrate at
least one instance of such plagiarism by comparing the two great
authors on the proposition, Scientia Dei est causa rerum, “God’s
knowledge is the cause of things.” 103

It is most amazing. The doctrine of the dual truth of Siger of
Brabant, the Swedish Averroist, was by the Church officially con-
demned and Siger himself perhaps put to death. Thomas Aquinas
refuted both Siger and Averroes, in his Summa contra Gentiles as
well as in a special treatise On the Unity of the Intellect against the
Averroists. Yet in Dante’s Paradiso, at the station of the sun—the
place of those learned in theology—whom do we find, luminously
at peace and as comfortably at home as the great Saint Thomas
himself, but Siger of Brabant, who, in the words of Dante’s guide,
had “syllogized invidious truths”! ¢ Averroes, meanwhile, sits in
Limbo, in the idyllic first circle of Hell, with his fellow Musulman
Avicenna, chatting with their idol Aristotle, and with Socrates and
Plato, Democritus, Diogenes, Anaxagoras and Thales, Empedocles
and Heraclitus, Zeno, Dioscorides, Orpheus, Tully and Linus,
Seneca, Euclid, Ptolemy and Galen.1% But one searches in vain
for the name of Dante’s own Islamic precursor and poetic model,
Ibnu’l-’Arabi, while both Mohammed and his cousin Ali, hideously
mangled, are in the eighth circle of Hell.1¢

v. The Gnostics

1.

As the classical heritage of symbolic forms reached the poets
and artists of later Europe in two associated streams, one above
ground, the other below,* so also the Levantine—by way of the
orthodox Church above and the various Gnostic sects below. The
waters of the two subterranean strcams, the classical and the
Gnostic, became mixed at certain points, but, though mixed, never
really fused; for in the Gnostic view, as in the authorized Chris-
tian, the world of nature is seen as corrupt, whereas in the pagan
mysteries it was known as divine. Nor did the authorized Christian
stream and its underground Gnostic complement ever really fuse;

* Supra, p. 95.
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for in the orthodox the corruption of nature was attributed to
man’s Fall, but in Gnosticism to the Creator, so that whercas ac-
cording to the former redemption was to be gained through an act
of repentance and thercafter obedience to what were taken to be
God’s laws, the Gnostics strove for release from corruption
through a systematic disobedience of thosc laws in either of two
ways, through asceticism or its opposite, the orgy.

Essentially, the rcasoning and practices of the Gnostic ascetics
were likc those of the Jains of India; !°% for here too a strict dual-
ism was posited of spirit and non-spirit, and a graded rcgimen
undcrtaken of renunciative vows to clear the spiritual element of
contamination by the material—life in this world, and this world
itself, being conccived as a mixture of the two. As among the Jains,
so here, there were laymen beginning the work, which might con-
tinue through many lifetimes; teachers, devoted both to instructing
others and to disciplining thcmselves; and solitaries in the final
stages of psychic dissolution. It may be rccalled that already in
Alexander’s time the ascetic feats and theories of India’s yogis be-
came known to the marveling Greeks.’®® Later the Buddhist
monarch Ashoka (r. 268-232) sent monkish missionaries to
the West, to the courts of Syria, Egypt, Cyrene, Macedonia, and
Epirus; 1 so that in the interchanges of ideas and goods that
followed Alexander’s “marriage of East and West” we have to
reckon with tides of Indian lore flowing westward as well as classi-
cal flowing east. More than a few competent scholars have re-
marked that the Neoplatonism of such a mystic as Plotinus shares
practically all of its essential points with the Sankhya of Kapila.''
And like the forests of India with their hermit groves, so the Lev-
antine deserts of the second, third, and fourth centuries A.D.
were infested with spiritual athletes, striving to separatc their souls
from the glories and riches of this world. Some perched on the
branches of trces or atop the columns of temple ruins; others
chained themselves to rocks or enclosed themselves in cells; more
bore on their shoulders heavy yokes; others browsed on grass.!!!
The indestructible Saint Anthony (251-356!?!) is the model
of the approved version of that life-negating mentality, and through
the monks of the Middle Ages, on into modern times, therc has
been a continuation of its course—referred back to the words and
example of Christ: “If you would be perfect, go sell what you
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possess and give to the poor . . . and come, follow me.” “Fol-
low me, and let the dead bury their dead.” ''* Morcover, the
Gnostics had their own version of the words of Jesus too, as in
the “Gospel According to Thomas”: “Whoever has known the
world has found a corpse, and whoever has found a corpsc, of
him the world is not worthy.” 118

With the victories of Constantine in the early fourth century,
however, and the subsequent enforcement of an imperial Chris-
tianity, the lcad in thc renunciatory movement passed from the
Gnostics of the Near East to the new Manichacan religion of Per-
sia, which—as noted in the Occidental volume ''*—had becen
founded by the prophet Mani a century earlier (216?-276? A.D.),
under the patronage and protection of the liberal-minded Sas-
sanian King Shapur I (r. 241-272). Mani had preached a syn-
cretic doctrine combining Buddhist, Zoroastrian, and Christian
ideas, wherein the Old Testament Creator was identified with the
Zoroastrian power of darkness and deception, Angra Mainyu, and
these two, in turn, with the Buddhist principle of delusion (ma-
ya), by which the mind is turned from the pure light of uncon-
ditioncd consciousness and made captive by the fascination of
those things, mixed of light and darkness, that are the passing
phenomena of this spatially and temporally conditioned universe
of names and forms. He corrclated both the Christian and the
Zoroastrian prophccies of a literal end of the world with the purely
psychological Buddhist doctrine of illumination (bodhi) as the end
of delusion (maya), declaring that the former, the literal end,
would rcsult when the latter, a total recalization of illumination,
had been achieved. And he associated the world-abandoning doc-
trine of social discngagement preached by Jesus and illustrated by
his forty days in the desert with thc Great Departurc and world-
abandonment of the Buddha.!' Mani’s protcctor, Shapur I, died
in the year 272, and the orthodox Magian clergy thcreupon con-
trived to have the prophet martyred: according to onc account, left
to die in his prison chains; according to another, crucified; but ac-
cording to a third, flayed alive, and his skin, then stuffed with
straw, hung at the city gatc of Gundi-Shapur, known thereafter as
the Mani Gate.

In spite ofsall persecution, however, Mani’s doctrinc of the fall
of light into darkness and of the way of its rcturn from bondage to
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its source and true being in purity, spread both eastward into
China (where it survived until the years of the anti-Buddhist, anti-
foreign purges of the Emperor Wu-tsung, 842-844) 116 an(
westward into the now Christian Roman Empire, where it again
met persecution. Saint Augustine (354-430) was a Manichaean
for nine critical years before accepting the Christian faith of his
mother, Saint Monica, and composing then his dualistic master-
work, The City of God. Every bit of his enormously influential
thcology is shot through with a Gnostic-Manichaean revulsion
from the flesh, his principal change, ontologically, having been
simply from the Manichaean doctrine of the immanence of divine
light as the life within all beings to the Christian doctrine of the ab-
solute transcendence of divinity—which, nevertheless, is the life
that animates the life within all beings. “Thou art not the bodies;
nay, nor yet the soul, which is the life of the bodies,” he wrote to
God in his Confessions. “But Thou art the life of souls.” 117 A
rather fine distinction, yet it meant a great deal to Augustine; and
in line with this distinction, while maintaining with Saint Paul
(whom the Gnostics also took as authority) that “the desires of
the flesh are against the Spirit, and the desires of the Spirit arc
against the flesh,”” 1'® he spurned the dualism of his Manichaean
associates, who, as he declared in his great book, “detest our
present bodies as an evil nature.” !* The Christian saint’s own
detestation of the body was based on the idea not of an evil nature
but of a good nature, as created by God, corrupted, however, by
its own evil act in disobedience of God, as a consequence of which
man’s will, though free, is unable to will anything but evil unless
redeemed from its corruption by the grace of the sacraments of the
Church.

As soon as our first parents had transgressed the command-
ment [he wrote in explanation of this view], divine grace for-
sook them, and they were confounded at their own wicked-
ness; and therefore they took fig-leaves (which were possibly
the first that came to hand in their troubled state of mind)
and covered their shame; for though their members remained
the same, they had shame now where they had none before.
They experienced a new motion of their flesh, which had be-
come disobedicnt to them, in strict retribution of their own dis-
obedience to God. For the soul, reveling in its own liberty, and
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scorning to serve God, was itself deprived of the command it
had formerly maintained over the body. And because it had will-
fully deserted its superior Lord, it no longer held its own in-
ferior servant; neither could it hold the flesh subject, as it
would always have been able to do had it remained itself sub-
ject to God. Then began the flesh to lust against the Spirit, in
which strife we are born, deriving from the first transgression a
seed of death, and bearing in our members, and in our viti-
ated nature, the contest or even victory of the flesh.120

What I have just quoted is the grcat theologian Saint
Augustine’s authoritative exposition of the fundamental Chris-
tian doctrine of Original Sin, from the mortal effects of which only
the incarnation and crucifixion of the Son of God himself were
effective to redeem us. The Manichacans, on the other hand,
blamed what both they and the Christians took to be the parlous
state of the universe on the act of creation itself, and in this they
were in accord with those earliest Christian Gnostics who had also
identified the god of the Old Testament with the Zoroastrian devil,
Angra Mainyu.

2.

As already mentioned, however, ascetic relcase from the world
delusion was not the only method practiced by the Gnostics; for
there was an orgiastic way as well. And the chief occasion for this
exercise—which presently earned for the Christians an unsavory
name in the pagan Roman world **'—was the early church festi-
val of the agape or Love Feast (dydwy, “love,” in the sense
usually of “charity” or “brotherly love”), which so varied from
one congregation to the next that, whereas the ritual “kiss of love”
was in some exchanged with modest decorum, in others it bccame
a rite in itself. Saint Paul himself had written, “Christ redeemed
us from the curse of the law”; '*? but apparently without anticipat-
ing the reach to which the sense of that remark might be extended.

Originally, it would seem, the early Christian Love Feast was
celebrated either in connection with or separately from the Eucha-
rist, as a church supper with the wealthy providing most of the fare
for rich and:poor alike. In not a few communities these feasts sct-
tled down into mere banquets for the poor; however, already in the
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first century there is evidence in Paul’s First Epistlc to the Corin-
thians (c. 54-58) of an altogether different trend.

“When you meet together,” wrote the Apostle, “it is not the
Lord’s Supper that you eat. For in eating each one goes ahead with
his own meal, and one is hungry and another is drunk. What! Do
you not have houses to eat and drink in? Or do you despisc the
Church of God and humiliate those who have nothing?” 1%

Forty years later (c. 93-96), in the Book of Revelation, the
voice of the resurrected Christ himself was to be heard chastising
the congregation of Thyatira in Asia Minor:

I know your works, your love and faith and service and paticnt
endurance, and that your latter works exceed the first. But I
have this against you, that you tolcrate the woman Jezebel, who
calls herself a prophetess and is teaching and beguiling my ser-
vants to practice immorality and to eat food sacrificed to idols. I
gave her time to repent, but she refuses to repent of her immor-
ality. Behold, I will throw her on a sickbed, and those who
commit adultery with her I will throw into grcat tribulation, un-
less they repent of their doings; and I will strikec her children
dead. . . . But to the rest of you in Thyatira, who do not hold
this teaching, who have not learned what some call the deep
things of Satan, to you I say, I do not lay upon you any other
burden; only hold fast what you have, until I come.!*!

In the same holy text, the congregation in Pergamum is accused
of harboring those who “hold the tcaching of Balaam. . . . that
they might eat food sacrificed to idols and practice immoral-
ity.” 123 And by the opening of the sccond century the cntire ad-
dress of the Epistle of Jude (c. 100-120) was directed, as we
read there, against those “ungodly persons who pervert the grace
of our God into licentiousness. . . . They are blemishes on our
love feasts, as they boldly carouse together.” 2% At the opening
of the next century the Church Father Tertullian wrote with infin-
ite scorn (c. 217 A.D.) of those “whose Agape boils in the cooking
pot, faith glows in the kitchen, and hopc lies on a dish: and the
greatest of all is that ‘charity’ of theirs, by virtue of which the men
sleep with their sisters.” 127

Let us glance again, therefore, at the alabaster serpent bowl of
Figures 11 and 12. As said, it was the vessel probably of a Dio-
nysian-Orphic sect of the early centuries A.p. Were it not for its
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inscription to Apollo, however, it might have been taken for the
vessel of some Gnostic Christian sect, and its sccne accordingly in-
terpreted as of the sanctuary of the Love Feast; for both nakedness
and serpent-worship were associated in many of the early Christian
cults with a restoration of Paradise, and releasc thereby from the
bondages of time.

In the words of the Gnostic “Gospel According to Thomas™:
“Mary said to Jesus: ‘Whom are thy disciples like?” He said: ‘They
are like little children who have installed themselves in a field that
is not theirs. When thc owners of thc field come, they will say:
“Release to us our field.” They take off their clothcs beforc them
to release it to them and to give back their field to them.” ” 12
And again: “His disciples said: ‘When wilt Thou be revealed to us
and when shall we see Thee?” Jesus said: “When you take off your
clothing without being ashamed, and take your clothes and put
them under your fect as the little children and tread on them, then
shall you behold the Son of the Living One and you shall not
fear.” ” 129

Saint Epiphanius (c. 315-402)—who for thirty-five years was
the bishop of Constantia, on Cyprus, where Aphrodite and her ser-
pent spouse had been for millenniums the chief divinities, and
whose lifetime spanncd that critical century from the reign of Con-
stantine (324-337) to Theodosius I, ‘“the Great” (379-395),
when the Roman Empirc was being converted from pagan to
Christian worship 1**—described in a denunciatory tract the eu-
charistic service of one of the Christian Ophitic (*é¢ws, “serpent™)
sects of his time:

They have a snake, which they keep in a ccrtain chest—the
cista mystica—and which at thc hour of their mysteries they
bring forth from its cave. They heap loaves upon the table and
summon the serpent. Since the cave is open it comes out. It is a
cunning beast, and knowing their foolish ways, it crawls up on
the table and rolls in the loaves; this, they say, is the perfect sac-
rifice. Wherefore, as I have been told, they not only break the
bread in which the snake has rolled and administer it to those
present, but cach one kisses the snake on the mouth, for the
snake has been tamed by a spell, or has been made gentle for
their fradd by some other diabolical mcthod. And they fall down
before it and call this the Eucharist, consummated by the beast
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images of his Canaanite goddess-spousc, Asherah. King Hezekiah,
c. 725 B.c., as we are told in the Book of Kings, “cut down the
Asherah: and he broke in pieces the bronze serpent that Moses
had made, for until those days the people of Israel had burned in-
censc to it; it was called Nehushtan.” 3¢ The approved Christian
allegory is simply that, as the serpent of bronze lifted up by Moscs
on a staff counteracted the poison of a plague of scrpents, so the
lifting up of Jesus on the cross countervailed the poison of the ser-
pent of the Garden. Both events are accepted as historical, and the
carlier is read as a prefigurement of the later. We are not to think
of Christ crucified as in any way another form of the serpent. The
two sides of Hieronymus’s golden thaler, in other words, are not to
be reckoned as of equal value; nor is the higher value on the ser-
pent’s side. Or, at least, that is what a propcr Christian would like
to think the goldsmith intended us to understand.

Could it be, however, that hc actually intended the reverse,
namely, that Christ is a reference to the serpent, or even that the
two are altcrnative manifestations of a power transcending both?

Throughout the material in the Primitive, Oriental, and Occi-
dental volumes of this work, myths and rites of the serpent fre-
quently appcar, and in a remarkably consistent symbolic sensc.
Wherever nature is revered as self-moving, and so inherently di-
vine, the serpent is revered as symbolic of its divine life. And ac-
cordingly, in the Book of Genesis, where the serpent is cursed, all
nature is devaluated and its power of lifc regarded as nothing in
itself: nature is here self-moving indeed, self-willed, but only by
virtue of the life given it by a supcerior being, its creator.

In Christian mythology, supplementing the Old Testament, the
serpent is normally identified with Satan, and the words addressed
by Yahweh to the serpent in the Garden (“I will put cnmity be-
tween you and the woman, and betwcen your seed and her seed; he
shall bruisc your head, and you shall bruise his heel”) 137 are
taken to refer to the crucified son of Mary, by whose wounds Sa-
tan’s force was to be broken. As pointed out in Occidental My-
thology,'*® the resemblance of the Christian legend of the killed
and resurrected redeemer to the old myths of the killed and resur-
rected gods, Tammuz, Adonis, Dionysus, and Osiris, presented a
certain advantage to the preachers of the new gospel, but on the
other hand, also a danger. For whereas on one hand the resem-
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blances made it possible for them to claim that in the historical re-
ality of Christ’s crucifixion the merely mythic promises of the ear-
lier religions had been surpassed,* on the other hand the obvious
resemblances also made it possible for converted pagans to regard
the new revclation as simply one more transformation of Hellen-
istic mystery lorc; and in fact, many sects of the first five or six
centuries can best be understood in just that way.

Saint Hippolytus (d. c. 230), writing about a century and a half
before the date of Epiphanius, opens a vista into the hidden sense,
or “higher wisdom” (yvéows), of serpent veneration through his
account of the cosmology of an Ophitic Christian sect of his day
called the Pcrates:

Their cosmos consists of Father, Son, and Matter, cach of
which three principles contains infinitely many forces. Midway
between the Father and Matter, the Son, the Logos, has his
place, the Scrpent that moves cternally toward the unmoved Fa-
ther and moved Matter; now it turns to the Father and gathers
up forces in its countenance; and now, after receiving the forces,
it turns toward Matter, and upon Matter, which is without attri-
butc and form, the Son imprints the ideas that had previously
becn imprinted upon the Son by the Father.

Moreover, no one can be saved and risc up again without the
Son, who is the serpent. For it was he who brought the paternal
modcls down from aloft, and it is he who carries back up again
those who have been awakened from slcep and have reassumed
the features of the Father.'®?

The serpent of Gafurius’s diagram, dramatically descending,
and the serpent circling the border of the Tunc-page of the Book
of Kells ' are both suggested strongly by this unforgettable image.
Furthermore, the question now arises as to whether in the mind of
the goldsmith Hieronymus the relationship of the two sides of his
coin may not, after all, have been the opposite to that suggested by
the biblical reading: not the serpent as prefiguring Christ, but
Christ as an incarnation of the serpent. And if this werc the case,
then there might have been a still further, deeper heresy disscm-
bled in his innocent design. For, according to the view of most of

* As, for instance, in the Second Epistle of Peter (c. 120 a.pn.): “We did
not follow cleyerly devised myths when we made known to you the power

and coming of our Lord Jesus Christ, but we were eye-witnesses of his ma-
jesty” (I1I Peter 1:16).
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the early Ophitic sects, the “Father” named in the cosmological
figure of the Perates would have been not Yahweh of the Old Tes-
tament but a higher, more serene divinity, infinitely above him;
and the first descent of the serpent from that infinitude would have
been not voluntary but a fall; moreover, this fall would have been
brought about precisely by the machinations of Yahweh, the Old
Testament creator of this fallen world, which is mixed of divine
light and foulest darkness.

Briefly summarized: The basic idea of all these systems was that
the origin of evil coincided with the act of creation itself. The god
of the Old Testament, this secondary god—thc Demiurge, as he is
termed—created the world not from nothing but by engulfing a
quantity of the light of the infinite truc Father. This light, the
Spirit, he lured, conjured, or ravished downward into Matter,
where it now is entrapped. That was the first descent of the ser-
pent, the Son, bearing the paternal models (or, as others might
say, “the image of God”) from the kingdom of the Father into
Matter. And these spiritual forces, images, models, or ideas are
now held entrapped in the created universe by the Demiurge’s licu-
tenants, the Archons (’dpxwv, “ruler”) of the planets, who both
control the laws of naturc and enforce the commandments of the
Old Testament—which are not of the true Father but of the Demi-
urge.

And so the second descent of the serpent was a voluntary down-
coming, to release the entrapped spiritual forces; and the Bible
story of the serpent in the garden is an account of this appearance.
For the serpent there caused the male and female, Adam and Eve,
to violate the commandment of the Demiurge, and so commenced
the work of redemption. Yahweh struck back by dclivering to
Moses an impossible set of moral laws, to which the serpent then
replied by coming down as the redcemer and taking up residence
in a mortal, Jesus—who was not himself the redeemer, but the ve-
hicle of the redeemer and as such taught the breaking of the laws,
both of nature, through asceticism, and of the Old Testament,
through his new gospel. As Paul had said: “Christ redeemed us
from the curse of the law.” Therefore the various Gnostic sects,
following this teaching of the serpent, do indeed break those laws
in various ways: on one hand, in the ascetic sects, the laws of na-
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ture through severe asceticism; and on the other hand, in the orgi-
astic sects, the laws of the moral code.

Now, matter of itself is inert and formless. Given life and form
by the entrapped spirit of the Father, however, it is the living,
beautiful universe of man’s suffering and fear. The nature of this
universe, therefore, is mixed. It is a compound of spirit and mat-
ter. Hence, although the usual Gnostic attitude was strictly dual-
istic, striving—Ilike the Jains of India—to separate spirit from mat-
ter, with a strong sense of repugnance for the world, it is also pos-
sible to find in certain other Gnostic remains passages of inspiring
affirmation; as, for instance, the words attributed to Jesus in the
Gnostic Gospel “According to Thomas™: “The Kingdom of the
Father is spread upon the earth and men do not see it”; or again:
“The Kingdom is within you and is without you. If you will know
yourselves, then you will be known and you will know that you are
the sons of the Living Father.” 141

Given such a positive attitude, however, there would be no need
to suppose that the Son, the serpent, was originally brought down
against his will. He would have descended voluntarily, to bring
forth from formless matter the glory of this universe; and in fact
this seems to have been the sense of the cosmological image of the
Perates, who (if our informant, Saint Hippolytus, describes their
myth correctly) had nothing to say of any secondary creator. Their
serpent continuously descends and ascends of itself, imprinting and
releasing in a fluent round. Furthermore, by the members of the
sect themselves, the name Perates was interpreted as derived from
the Greek néparos, “on the opposite side,” which is exactly equiva-
lent to the Sanskrit paramita, “the yonder shore.” And, as we
have learned from numerous Mahayana Buddhist texts of exactly
the period of these Gnostic Perates, there is a “Wisdom of the
Yonder Shore” (prajfia-paramita), which is, in fact, the ultimate
wisdom of Buddhist realization; 4> namely, a knowledge beyond
all such dualistic conceptions as matter and spirit, bondage and re-
lease, sorrow and bliss. Indeed, to think in such terms is to remain
bound to the categories of this shore, the hither shore: the shore of
those who have remained on the outside of the bowl of Figures 11
and 12. Whercas for those within the bowl, who have crossed be-
yond the round of the twenty-four columns of the hours of time
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and horizon of the four winds, there are no dualities at all,
Those who have crossed to that Yonder behold in one immortal vi-
sion the serpent symbol of temporal change united with the wing
symbol of release; or, to use the Peratean image: in one immortal
instant the whole round of the serpent cycling ever in its play be-
tween Matter and the Father.

The Greek word gnosis (whence “Gnosticism™) and the San-
skrit bodhi (whence “Buddhism”) have exactly the same meaning,
“knowledge”—referring to a knowledge, however, transcending
that derived either empirically from the senses or rationally by way
of the categories of thought. Such ineffable knowledge transcends,
as well, the terms and images by which it is metaphorically sug-
gested; as, for instance, that of a serpent cycling between the king-
dom of the Father and Matter.

Our usual Christian way has been to take the mythological
metaphors of the Credo literally, maintaining that there is a Father
in a Heaven that does exist; there is a Trinity, there was an Incar-
nation, there will be a Second Coming, and each of us does have
an eternal soul to be saved.

The Gnostic-Buddhist schools, on the other hand, make use of
their images and words, myths, rituals, and philosophies, as “con-
venient means or approaches” (Sanskrit updya, from the root i,
“to go,” plus upa-, “toward”),!** by and through which their
ineffable gnosis or bodhi is suggested. Such means are not ends in
themselves but ports of departure, so to say, for ships setting sail
to the shore that is no shote; and a great number of such ports ex-
ist. In the Mahayana Buddhist tradition they are known as Buddha
Realms.!#* To modern scholarship they are known as sects. And
they range from those appropriate for the simplest, least developed
aspirants (ports planned, so to say, to handle companies of tour-
ists requiring guides, pamphlets, tipping information, conversation
dictionaries, and the rest) to those equipped for thc maintenance
and refreshment of the masters of the sea. The Perates seem to
have been spiritual masters of this latter kind, like the Mahayana
Buddhist illuminati, by whom the dualistic notions of matter and
spirit, bondage and release, being and non-being have been left be-
hind as illusory. However, many other Gnostic sects—in contrast
to the Perates—were of the “hither shore” variety, not only recog-
nizing a distinction between bondage and freedom of the spirit, but
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also working diligently to bring about literally the mythological
end of days, when the last scintilla of cnfolded light will have been
released from its material coil. And they attended to this incon-

ous task in the two contrary yet affiliated ways already indi-
cated; on the one hand, extreme asceticism, and, on the other, the
orgiastic feast.

And so now, at last, for a dependable eyewitness account of
what was actually going on at those by now notorious church sup-
pers, the earliest Christian Love Feasts, the best authority is that
same Saint Epiphanius from whosc writings we have already
drawn the report of the Christian serpent sacrament. For in his
youth, in his quest for the road that leads to the place all wish to
find, he had allowed himself to be seduced into a Syrian Gnostic
congregation known as the Phibionites by certain women who
were, as he later confessed, “in the forms of their appearance, very
beautiful of feature,” but “in the spirit of their corruption, such as
had earned for themselves all the hideousness of the Devil.” Not
yet the saint that he was ultimately to become, Epiphanius re-
mained among those women and their corruptions long enough to
acquire a complete knowledge of their liturgy; and only after that
did hec embark on his better-known career by denouncing some
eighty of his former associates to the local orthodox bishop, who
saw to it, in the manner of the time, that the city was promptly
purified of their filth.

Their women, they sharc in common [Epiphanius reported];
and when anyone arrives who might be alien to their doctrine,
the men and women have a sign by which they make themselves
known to each other. When they extend their hands, apparently
in greeting, they tickle the other’s palm in a certain way and so
discover whether the new arrival belongs to their cult. When
they have so assured themselves, they address themselves im-
mediately to the feast, serving up a lavish bounty of meats and
wines, cven though they may be poor. And when they have thus
banqueted, filling their veins, so to say, to saturation, they pro-
ceed to the work of mutual incitement. Husbands separatc from
their wives, and a man will say to his own spouse: “Arise and
cclebrate the ‘love feast’ (agape) with thy brother.” And the
wretches mingle with each other, and although I am verily mor-
tified to tell of the infamies they perpetrate, I shall not hesitate
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to name what they do not hesitate to do, so that I may rouse in
those who hear of the obscenities to which they make bold, a
shudder of horror.

For after they have consorted together in a passionate de-
bauch, they do not stop there in their blasphemy of Heaven. The
woman and the man take the man’s ejaculation into their hands,
stand up, throw back their heads in self-denial toward Heaven
—and even with that impurity on their palms, pretend to pray
as so-called Soldiers of God and Gnostics, offering to the Fa-
ther, the Primal Being of All Nature, what is on their hands,
with the words: “We bring to Thee this oblation, which is the
very Body of Christ.” Whereupon, without further ado, they
consume it, take housel of their own shame and say: “This is
the Body of Christ, the Paschal Sacrifice through which our
bodies suffer and are forced to confess to the sufferings of
Christ.” And when the woman is in her period, they do likewise
with her menstruation. The unclean flow of blood, which they
garner, they take up in the same way and eat together. And that,
they say, is Christ’s Blood. For when they read in Revelation, “I
saw the tree of life with its twelve kinds of fruit, yielding its fruit
each month” (Rev. 22:2), they interpret this as an allusion to
the monthly incidence of the female period.

Yet, in their intercourse with each other they nevertheless
prohibit conception. For the goal of their corruption is not the
begetting of children but the mere gratification of lust, the Devil
playing his own game with them and so ridiculing the imagery
derived of God.

They gratify their lust to the limit, but appropriate the seed of
their impurity to themselves, not letting it pour in for the pro-
creation of a child, but themselves eating of the fruit of their
shame. And if it should occur in the case of any one of them
that the implanting of the natural effusion should take effect and
the woman become pregnant—now listen to what still more
horrible thing they dare: they tear out the embryo as soon as it
can be reached, take the misborn unborn fruit of the body and
pound it in a mortar with a pestle, after which they mix with it
pepper, honey, and certain other balsams and herbs, so that it
should not nauseate them: and then that entire congregation of
pigs and dogs gathers round, and each dips up with his finger a
morsel of the immolated child. And when they have thus con-
summated their cannibal act, they pray, as follows to God: “We
have not let ourselves be tricked by the Archon of Desire but
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have harvested our brother’s error.” And they believe this to be
the perfect Mass.

And they perpetrate many other horrors more. For when
they have again goaded themselves to madness, they drench
their hands with the shame of their effusions and elevate the pol-
luted hands and pray, completely naked, as though, through any
such antic, free and open discourse before God might be
achieved.

They preen their bodies, night and day, both the women and
the men, with ointments, bathing and self-indulgence; they take
it easy, lolling and drinking. They execrate those who fast, and
say, “One should not fast. Fasting is the work of the Archon by
whom this present world-age was produced. One should take
nourishment, so that bodies may be strong and able to render
their fruits in their time.” 145

Now the underlying idea of all these sensational religious works
was that, since Christ, the Son of the Father, is entrapped in the
field of Matter, the whole universe is the cross on which the Son is
crucified. Thus entrapped, suffusing all, he it is that gives life to all
(Figure 9). But there was, furthermore, an extremely archaic
biological theory involved in the offices of this cult, one that is
in fact largely held to this day among Oriental and primitive peoples:
namely, that the miracle of reproduction is effected in the womb
through a conjunction of semen and menstrual blood. The in-
terruption of the woman’s periods during pregnancy conduced
to the assumption that the blood withheld was being formed
into the body of the child by virtue of the influence upon it of
the sperm. Both the menstrual blood and the semen were at
once feared and revered, therefore, as the very vehicles of life—
apart as male and female, yet in substance one. And since the
life force within each was thus the substance of that crucified
Son—who suffers within all things—the urgencies and substances of
sex, by which the life that is the Son was passed along, were, as
these Gnostics stated in their prayers: “the very Body of
Christ.” Increasing in themselves the force of this life without al-
lowing it to produce new bodies of bondage, they were accomplish-
ing, as they believed, that divine work of redemption, disengage-
ment of the light. And when by accident the life was passed on, it
was solemnly takcn back in the rite described as “the perfect Mass.”
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3.

At the climax of the European Middle Ages—the very century
of the great Crusades, thc Troubadours, Arthurian romance, and
the burgeoning of cathedrals that Henry Adams called the mo-
ment of the apogee of European Christian unity, when “the
movement from unity into multiplicity,” began '*¢—there was
such an outbreak of Manichaean, Gnostic, and other heresies
throughout Europe, though most conspicuously in southern France,
that finally Pope Innocent III (r. 1198-1216), to protect
the hegemony of Rome, let loose a version of the scourge of
God, in his Albigensian Crusade, that left not only the south
of France a desert, but the Gothic Church a cracked shell.'*™ The
revolts were largely—though not all—of a strongly reformatory
trend; for the vices of the higher clergy had become to such an
extent notorious that Innocent himself, in a letter to his legate in
Narbonne, described those administering the sacraments there
as “dumb dogs who had forgotten how to bark, simoniacs who
sold justice, absolving the rich and condemning the poor, them-
sclves regardless of the laws of the Church, accumulators of bene-
fices in their own hands, conferring dignities on unworthy priests or
illiterate lads. . . . And hence, the insolence of the heretics and the
prevailing contempt both of the seigncurs and of the pecople for
God and for his Church.” “Nothing,” he went on to say, “is more
common than for even monks and regular canons to cast aside
their attire, take to gambling and hunting, consort with concu-
bines, and turn jugglers or medical quacks.” 148

The two leading reformatory movements were of the Walden-
sians and the Albigensians. The former were Christians, but
strongly anti-papal, rejecting all clerical practices that lacked New
Testament authority; and their most popular appeal was to that
principle of the early fourth-century Donatist heresy which had
becn attacked by Augustine as of the greatest danger to the
Church,’*® namely the contention that sacraments administered
by priests of unworthy character cannot be efficacious. The Albi-
gensians, on the other hand, were not Christians at all but Mani-
chaeans. The geographical center from which their teachings had
come into Western Europe, and from which they then received
continuing support, was not the great Moslem world of the Levant,
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Sicily, or Spain—where the Manichacan doctrines had already
been absorbed and transformed by the Sufis and the Shi'a—but the
European Southeast: Bulgaria, Rumania, and Dalmatia; the very
zone, that is to say, in which the golden Orphic-Dionysian Pic-
troasa bowl of Figures 3 and 4 was found.

In Figure 24 we now see anothcr sacramcental bowl of cssen-
tially the same artistic tradition as that of Figures 3 and 4; but the
religious symbols are of a Christian kind. This, in fact, is an
Orthodox eucharistic bowl from the Greek monastery of
Mount Athos, thirtcenth century a.D., the date of the Albigensian
Crusade. And, like thc two already trcated, it was intended as a
vessel for sacramental breads. We count again a circle of
exactly sixteen radiating figurcs; but in the center, instcad
of either a winged serpent or the earlicr goddess with the grail-like
vessel in her hands, we have thc Virgin Mother with the Christ
Child in her womb: the Truc Vine, the serpent to be lifted up as in
Figure 23. The radiating presences now arc adoring angels, the
congregation of thc mystai in Paradise, with a saint above each, a
new initiate, in prayer. And in the sixtecnth section is a taber-
nacle: the sanctuary of the presence of God in his Church,
corresponding to Station 16 of the Pietroasa bowl (Figure 3).

For, as Professor Leiscgang tells—from whose superb discus-
sion of these three cucharistic vessels I have developed my argu-
ment:

In the Eastern European territories dominated by the Greek
Orthodox church, both the forms and the spirit of the ancient
mysteries have bcen preserved down to our own day. In the
Russian sect of the Men of God, to which, according to Fiilop-
Miller,’ Rasputin belonged, we find the samc secrecy, the
hymns, the round dances in the dircction of the sun’s course and
in the contrary direction, in imitation of the dances of the
heavenly angels; the initiates cast off their clothes to don white
shirts used solely for this purpose; they sing and dance to induce
a state of ecstasy in which the Holy Ghost speaks through his
prophets and prophetesses, and which culminates in a general
sexual orgy, resulting in children begotten by thc Holy Ghost.
Rasputin himsclf danced before his faithful and threw off his
clothes at'the climax. A well-known picture, reproduced by Fiil-
op-Miller, shows him in the very attitude assumed by the mystai



Mt. Athos, 13th century A.D.

Figure 24. Eucharistic Bowl;
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on our alabaster bowl: one hand upon his breast, the other
raised to the level of his head in blessing and adjuration.!!

One need not be amazed, then, to learn that in twelfth- and thir-
teenth-century Europe the orgiastic as well as monastic forms of
religious devotion flourished. The Albigensians were of the ascetic
line; so also (at least officially) were the clergy of the Roman
Church. However, as we know from many sources, wherever in the
world the fostering powers of life are denied as gods, they reappear
in malignant forms as devils. And there was a great deal more reli-
gious lore being carried to Europe in those centuries from the relic-
fertile East than is represented merely in the arrival of such holy
marvels as the bones, arms, and legs of apostles, splinters of the
true cross, little vials of the Virgin’s milk, Saint Joseph’s breath,
and the Lord’s tears, several prepuces of Jesus, parts of the burn-
ing bush, feathers from the angel Gabriel’s wings, and the corner-
stone rejected by the builders.’* There is, for example, the
following description—marvelously familiar by now—of the rites
alleged to have been practiced by a community of supposed Chris-
tians discovered in the city of Orléans, France, in the year 1022
and, when discovered, burned alive:

Before we proceed [states our informant, a contemporary
hand], I shall describe at some length, for those ignorant of the
method, how the “Food from Heaven,” as they call it, is pro-
duced. On certain nights of the year, they come together in a
designated house, each bearing in hand a lantern; and there they
chant the names of the demons in the manner of a litany, until
suddenly they see that the Devil has arrived among them in the
likeness of some beast. And he having been seen somehow by
them all, they put out the lanterns and immediately every man
grabs whatever woman comes to hand, even though she may be
his own mother, his sister, or a nun, without thought of sin; for
such tumbling is regarded by them as holiness and religion. And
when a child is begotten in this utterly filthy way, they reas-
semble on the eighth day and, kindling a large fire in their midst,
pass it, like the old heathens, through that fire, and thus cremate
it. The ashes then are collected and kept with as much reverence
as Christians reserve for the blessed Body of Christ; and to
those on the point of death they administer a portion of these
ashes as & viaticum. Moreover, there is such power in those
ashes, infused by the Devil’s deceit, that when anyone tainted by
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that heresy happens to have tasted even the smallest quantity,
his mind can hardly ever thereafter be turned from that heresy

to the way of truth.'s®

One is put in mind, through all this, of the audaciously obscene
religious rites and temple arts that were unfolding during thosc
same centuries in India; in the sculptured temples, for instance, of
Belur, Khajuraho, Bhuvaneshvara, and Kanarak.'®* And as the
Gnostic Christians sought release from the deluding toils of this
world by violating ritually the moral codes of their culture, so in
India the followers of the “left-hand path” practiced the antino-
mian rites of the Five Forbidden Things—the “‘Five Ms,” as they
are called—consisting of wine (madya), mecat (mamsa), fish
(matsya), yogic postures involving women (mudra), and sexual
union (maithuna).*>®> Moreover, there is an unmistakable resem-
blance to be remarked particularly betwecen the rites of the South
Indian “bodice (kanculi) cult,” described in Oriental Mythol-
ogy,'%¢ and a certain gallant custom of the fashionable gen-
try of southern twelfth-century France. In the Indian rites, it may
be recalled, the female votaries, on entering the sanctuary, deposit
their upper vests in a box in charge of the guru, and at the close of
the preliminary ceremonies each of the men takes a vest from the
box, whereupon the woman to whom it belongs—“be she
ever so nearly kin to him”—becomes his partner for the consum-
mation. The European version of this unconventional ceremony—
turned to the taste, however, of a more playful, secular spirit, and
where the female, not the male, is given the lead—retains the ves-
tiges of its obscure religious background only in its manner of a
carnival masque and its association thereby with both a mock
Mass and the name of a third-century martyr, Saint Valentine (d.
Feb. 14, c. 270 A.D.), on the day of whose decapitation, it is said,
the birds begin to mate. The rites of these so-called “Valentine
Clubs” may, in fact, have originated in some sort of spiritual mar-
riage of the Valentinian Gnostics of second- to fourth-century
Alexandria (Valentinus, the founder, fl. 137-166 A.0.) and have
arrived in southern France along with the other Gnostic features
of the time. They are described in the following amusing passage
from the pages of John Rutherford’s choice little book, The Trou-
badours.
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Every year, on the 14th of February, these Valentines as-
sembled on horseback in some convenient place, usually the
center of the nearest town. Here they formed files, each consist-
ing of a lady and a gentleman; and hence they departed to make
the circuit of the neighborhood. They were led by two files got
up to represent Cupid, Mercy, Loyalty and Chastity, and they
were duly attended by trumpeters and banner-bearers, to say
nothing of the inevitable rabble. The procession closed at the
Hotel de Ville, whose principal apartment was gaily decorated
for the occasion. Here the Valentines worshiped Love, in a neat
parody on the Mass. Then each pair kissed and parted, for a
new engagement was about to be formed. There was now pro-
duced a silver casket, containing thc names of all the gentlemen

resent writtcn on separate slips of parchment. One by one, each
of the ladies drew a slip, until no more remained in the casket.
Afterwards, the president, bedizened as Cupid, read out the
names written on the slips, and the gentlemen who bore these
names became the Valentines of the respective ladies who had
drawn them for the ensuing year. When all the Valentincs were
thus recoupled, the laws of the institution were read over by the
president. These specified that cach gentlemen was to be faithful
to his lady for the term of twclve months; to keep her well sup-
plied with flowers, according to the season, and to make her
presents at statcd periods; to escort her whithersoever she
wished to go for purposes of piety or pleasure; to make her
songs, if a poet, and to break lances in her honor, if skilled in
arms; and to resent to the utmost every insult leveled at her. The
laws further specified that, should the gentleman happen to be
convicted of willful failure in any item, he was to be expelled
with ignominy from the society. In this case the Valentines were
to assemble, as on the 14th of February, and march to his
house. In front thercof his crime and sentence were to be pro-
claimed, and a bundlc of straw was to be burned on his doorsill,
in token of his excommunication. Finally, the marriage of a pair
of Valentines was strictly prohibited, under the like penalty. The
president having finished his recitation of the statutes, another
parody of the Church services of the day was perpetrated, and
the party broke up.%

Nor is it only in the cults of the left-hand path that resemblances
between the.Indian and European religions of the Middle Ages are
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to be found. The cathedral and temple forms that arose in both
areas from the tenth to thirteenth centuries were themselves com-
parable in many fundamental features.

Ornamented without, as well as within, by the sculptured figures
of enraptured beings—in the cathedrals, angelic and saintly, in the
temples, often obscene—both were designed to suggest the pre-
cinct of a divine, supranormal presence, comparable on a vast
scale to the interior of the alabaster bowl of Figures 11 and 12.
One enters through a symbolic portal and proceeds through a long
nave or mandapa to a sanctuary (Sanskrit, garbha-grha, “embryo
house” or “womb”) where the actual presence of the deity is to
be worshiped in profound, indrawn meditation. In Europe the
presence is of Jesus Christ himself, in the consecrated host; in
India it might be the Goddess, in her consecrated image or
yoni symbol; her spouse, Shiva, as the lingam; Vishnu, or some
other god in symbol or image. In the Rajrani temple in Bhuva-
neshvara, near Puri,'*® there is no symbol whatsoever in the light-
less holy of holies. This beautiful little temple was built about 1100
A.D. by a wealthy courtesan for her king; and local legend has it
that when he entered the sanctuary the presence there found was
the consecrated courtesan herself. Whether true or false, the legend
is certainly kindred, on one hand, to that of the love grotto of Tris-
tan and Isolt, and on the other to the puranic fables of the loves of
Krishna and Radha among the Gopis that were coming to flower at
that time in India and culminated c. 1170 in the rapturous Gita
Govinda of Jayadeva—which in Oriental Mythology 1 have com-
pared to the Tristan romances of the same date.%®

To be remarked further is the astonishing point-for-point cor-
respondence of the forms and paraphernalia of the rites performed
in temple and cathedral. As Sir John Woodroffe has pointed out in
his fundamental work on The Principles of Tantra, the following
statement from the Roman Catholic Council of Trent (1545-
1563) can be readily annotated in Sanskrit to indicate the Indian
parallels; viz.: “The Catholic Church, rich with the experience of
the ages and clothed with their splendor, has introduced mystic
benediction (mantra), incense (dhiipa), water (acamana, padya,
etc.), lights (dipa), bells (ghantd), flowers (puspa), vestments
and all the magnificence of its ceremonies in order to excite the
spirit of religion to the contemplation of the profound mysteries
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which they reveal. As are its faithful, the Church is composed of
both body (deha) and soul (arman). It therefore renders to the
Lord (i§vara) a double worship, exterior (vahya-pijd) and in-
terior (manasa-pija), the latter being the prayer (vadana) of
the faithful, the breviary of its priest, and the voice of Him ever
interceding in our favor, and the former the outward motions of
the liturgy.” % The use of the rosary, too, might be mentioned,
which entered Europe in the course of the late Middle Ages. Fur-
ther, both the form and the sense of the main service in both reli-
gious precincts is the same. A priest conducts the rite, opening
with preliminary prayers and, on high occasions, intoned chants.
An offering—bread and wine in the West; in India, milk or butter,
fruits, an animal or a human being—is consecrated, symbolically
or actually immolated, and in part consumed in communion; after
which, prayers of thanksgiving are offered and the company is dis-
missed.

The earliest appearances of this style of religious art and archi-
tecturc in India date—significantly—from the Gupta Period, the
reign of Chandragupta II (r. 378-414), whose dates include—as
pointed out in my Oriental and Occidental volumes !%'—those
of the Byzantine Emperor Theodosius the Great (r. 379-395),
whose anti-pagan cdicts initiated an c¢xodus of intellectuals on all
levels—priests, philosophers, scientists, and artists—eastward into
Persia and to India. The demonstrations by Hermann Goetz of liter-
ally hundreds of correspondences between the Roman-Syrian art
and culture forms and those that abruptly appcarcd in India at this
time bear ample witness to what occurred. A golden age of Hindu
and Buddhist art, literature, and temple architecture dawned,
which from the fifth to mid-thirteenth centuries displaycd many of
those forms of mythology and worship that were being suppressed
during the same centuries in the West.

It is a pity that no further cross-cultural studies have yet been
undertaken of the consequences of the grcat Theodosian crisis,
tracing, on one hand in Gupta India and subsequently T°ang
China, and on the other hand in the underground heretical move-
ments and witchcraft epidemics of semi-Christianized Europe, the
two branches of the one vastly outspread mystery tradition, the
most ancientstem and roots of which are to be recognized in Hel-
lenistic Egypt, Syria and Asia Minor. There is here a capital op-
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portunity for a broadly bascd scicnce of comparative mythology to
register the whole constcllation of both causes and effects—
geographical, psychological, sociological, philosophical, religious,
and aesthetic—of a major instance of historic transformation
through diffusion, noting, on one hand, the continuity through cen-
turies of a single mighty context of mythic and ritual lore and, on
the other, its division into a confrontation of reciprocally incom-
prehensible opposites, contrary in every strain and feature, vice,
virtue, and ideal. Much as the characters of two sisters, one dark,
the other fair, may in comparison illuminate each other, so do
these two kindred worlds of the medieval Orient and Europe. And
particularly in relation to the interpretation of their shared sym-
bols, the value of a glance from Europe to India can be consider-
able. For whereas in Europe only one, very literal, precisely de-
fined orthodox rcading has been officially allowed, in India every
possible symbolic inflection of meaning and application has been
applied both to worship and to art. Any scholarship that confines
itself, therefore, to a single province of this study is bound to be
baffled by phenomena that a knowledge from across the line would
illuminate in a trice. And in the cause, today, of that ecumenical
understanding which is the ultimate aim and nccessity of all the
global works now in progress in this world, lacing East and West
together, it would scem that a scriously systematic full-scale exam-
ination of exactly this material should be an appropriate focus of
concern.

So let us return our own gaze, now, to the great creative masters
of the West, bearing in mind, as a basic principle of our study, that
the symbols put to use by them have come from afar. Their
sources arc far decper, broader, and more ancicnt, far more intim-
ately associated with the primary faculties of the human spirit,
than the limits of any single religious, secular, moral, or antino-
mian tradition can allow. Hence, no matter what the medium that
carries them to view, they speak from beyond that medium itself
—like the serpent of the Garden of Eden, who had been known to
the peoples of the ancient Near East long beforc the advent of
Yahweh. The Orphics heard him speak a very differcnt tongue
from that heard by the rabbis and Church Fathers; the Ophites,
otherwise again. And to us he has even more to say. So, too, the
symbols of the love life, the love death, of the man and woman,
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woman and man, Tristan Isolt, Isolt Tristan: to read their life, to
read their death, and to judge the power of their very great poet,
one has to read through and beyond the various local mythologies
(ethnic ideas) of Gottfried’s day and our own, to the undertones
and overtones, the new tones and the old as well, of the elementary
song immortal of his art.
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1. Eros, Agape, and Amor

I find it impossible to under-
stand how anyone who had really read both the literature of Gnosti-
cism and the poetry of Gottfried could suggest—as does a recent
student of the psychology of amor—that not only Gottfried but also
the other Tristan poets, and the troubadours as well, were Mani-
chaeans.! The period of their flowering, it is true, was that of the
Albigensian heresy. It is also true that the cult of amor, with its
guiding light, the “Fair Lady of Thought,” was in principle both
adulterous and not directed to reproduction. Moreover, the conse-
cration of this love was not an ecclesiastical affair of bell, book,
and clergy, but a matter, purely, of the character and scntiments of
the couple involved. And finally, the mad disciplines to which a
lover might, in the name of love, subject himself, sometimes ap-
proached the lunacies of a penitential grove.

There is an account of onc who bought a leper’s gown, bowl,
and clapper from some afflicted wretch and, having mutilated a
finger, sat amidst a company of the sick and maimed beforc his
lady’s door, to await her alms. The poet Peire Vidal (¢. 1150—c.
1210?), in honor of a lady named La Loba, “The She-Wolf,” had
himself sewn into the skin of a wolf, and then, provoking a shep-
herd’s dogs, ran before them until pulled down, ncarly dead—after
which the countess and her husband, laughing together, had him
doctored until well.? Sir Lancclot leapt from Guinevere’s high
window and zan lunatic in the woods for months, clad only in his
shirt.® Tristan too went mad. Such lovers, known as Gallois, seem

175
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to have been, if not common, at lcast not rare, in the days when
knighthood was in flower. There were some who undertook the
discipline called in India the “reversed seasons,” where the peni-
tent, as the ycar became warmer, piled on more and more clothing
until by midsummer he was an Eskimo, and, as the scason cooled,
peeled away, until in midwinter he was, like Lancelot, in his shirt.!
One is reminded of the childlike contemporary of these poets,
Saint Francis (1182-1226), who, conceiving of himself as the
troubadour of Dame Poverty, begged alms with the lcpers, wan-
dered in hair shirt through the winter woods, wrotc poems to the
elements, and preached sermons to the birds.

However, the first point to be remarked in connection with the
Albigensian charge is that, whereas according to the Gnostic-
Manichaean view nature is corrupt and the lure of the senses to be
repudiated, in the poetry of the troubadours, in the Tristan story,
and in Gottfricd’s work above all, nature in its noblest moment—
the realization of love—is an end and glory in itself; and the
senses, ennobled and refined by courtesy and art, temperance, loy-
alty and courage, are the guides to this realization. Like a flower
potential in its seed, the blossom of the realization of love is poten-
tial in cvery heart (or, at least, every noble heart) and requires
only proper cultivation to be fostered to maturity. Hence, if the
courtly cult of amor is to be catalogued according to its heresy, it
should be indexed rather as Pelagian than as Gnostic or Mani-
chaean, for, as noticed in Occidental Mythology,> Pelagius and his
followers absolutely rejected the doctrine of our inheritance of the
sin of Adam and Eve, and taught that we have finally no need of
supernatural grace, since our nature itself is full of grace; no necd
of a miraculous redemption, but only of awakening and matura-
tion; and that, though the Christian is advantaged by the model
and teaching of Christ, every man is finally (and must be) the au-
thor and means of his own fulfillment. In the lyrics of the trou-
badours we hear little or nothing of the fall and corruption either
of the senses or of the world.

Moreover, in contrast to the spirit of the indiscriminate Love
Feast, whether of the orgiastic Phibionite variety or the charitable
church-supper type, the address of amor is personal. It follows the
lead and allure, as we have said, of the senses, and in particular of
the noblest sense, that of sight; whereas the whole point of the
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Love Feast, and the very virtue of communal love, is that its aim is
indiscriminatc. “Love thy neighbor as thysclf.” ¢ Selectivity, the

rime function of the eye and heart, is in the agape methodically
abjured. The lights go out, so to say, and whatcver is at hand, one
lJoves—either in the angelic way of charity or in the orgiastic, de-
monic way of a Dionysian orgy; but in either case, religiously: in
renunciation of ego, ego judgment, and ego choice.

It is amazing, but our theologians still are writing of agape and
eros and their radical opposition, as though these two were the
final terms of the principle of “love”: the former, “charity,” godly
and spiritual, being “of men toward cach other in a community,”
and the latter, “lust,” natural and fleshly, being “the urge, desire
and delight of sex.” 7 Nobody in a pulpit scems ever to have heard
of amor as a third, selective, discriminating principle in contrast
to the other two. For amor is neither of the right-hand path (the
sublimating spirit, the mind and the community of man), nor of
the indiscriminate left (the spontaneity of nature, thc mutual in-
citement of the phallus and the womb), but is the path directly be-
fore one, of the eycs and their message to the heart.

There is a poem to this point by a great troubadour (perhaps
the greatest of all), Guiraut de Borneilh (c. 1138-12007):

So, through the eyes love attains the heart:

For the eyes are the scouts of the heart,

And the eyes go reconnoitering

For what it would please the heart to possess.

And when they are in full accord

And firm, all three, in the one resolve,

At that time, perfect love is born

From what the eyes have made welcome to the heart.

Not otherwise can love either be born or have commencement
Than by this birth and commencement moved by inclination.

By the grace and by command

Of these three, and from their pleasure,

Love is born, who with fair hope

Goes comforting her friends.

For as all true lovers

Know, love’is perfect kindness,

Which is born—there is no doubt—from the heart and eyes.
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The eyes make it blossom; the hcart matures it:
Love, which is the fruit of their very seed.?

We have herc attainced, I would say, new ground: such ground
as in the whole course of our long survey of the world’s primitive,
Oriental, and Occidental traditions has not becn encountered be-
fore. It is the ground, unique and new, on which stands the modern
self-reliant individual—in so far, at least, as he has yct becn able
to mature, to show himsclf, and to hold his gained ground against
the panic weight in opposition of the old and new mass and tribal
thinkers. In the ninetcen lines of this troubadour poem, in fact,
there already comes to view a prospect of that world of Renais-
sance man which in art was presently to be typified in the rules, the
objectively discovered principles, of Renaissance (linear) per-
spective: the organization of a selected or imagined field from an
individual point of vicw, along lines going out toward a vanishing
point from the locus of a living pair of eyes—according to the im-
pulsc, moreover, of the individual’s private heart. The world is
now showing itself in its own swect light and form, at last, to men
and women of sense, who arc daring to look, to see, and to rc-
spond. The system of problems of thc controlling religious tradi-
tion is in principle disregarded, and the individual standpoint bc-
comes decisive. And so, although it is truc that in the century of
the troubadours there was rampant throughout Europe a gencral
Manichaean heresy, and that many of the ladies celebrated in the
poems are known to have been heretics—just as others were prac-
ticing Christians, and the poets themselves communicants of one
tradition or the other—in their character as artists and in their
poctry and song the troubadours stood apart from both traditions.
The whole meaning of their stanzas lay in the celebration of a love
the aim of which was neithcr marriage nor the dissolution of the
world. Nor was it even carnal intercourse; nor, again—as among
the Sufis—the enjoyment, by analogy, of the “wine” of a divine
love and the quenching of the soul in God. The aim, rather, was
life dircctly in the experience of love as a refining, sublimating,
mystagogic force, of itself opening the pierced heart to the sad,
swect, bittersweet, poignant melody of being, through love’s own
anguish and love’s joy.

One thinks here of the Japanese courtly gallants and their loves
in Lady Murasaki’s Tale of Genji, and there is indced a common
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sentiment in the Mahayana Buddhist “awareness of the pity of
things” (Japanese: mono no awaré wo shiru);® however, as re-
marked in Oriental Mythology, the ambience of religion hangs
there over all, whereas in the love lyrics of the troubadours, even
where analogies (o certain religious motifs would scem to be obvi-
ous, mythological references are ignored and the poem remains
frankly and wholly secular, with the poet as the devotee of his
lady, who is radiant and potent not by analogy, but with a bril-
liance and grace of her own that is sufficient for life in this world.

Let me cite, for example, three stanzas from a celebrated poem
known as “The Joy of Being in Love,” by another of thc greatest
of the Provengal mastcrs of this art, Bernart de Ventadorn (fl. c.
1150-12007?):

It is no marvel, that I should sing

Better than any other singer;

For my heart more draws me toward Love,
And I am likelicr made to her command.
Heart and body, wisdom and wits,
Strength and power, have I wagered:

The bridle so draws me toward Love

That I attend to nothing else.

* * *

This love smites me so gently

At heart and with such sweet savor!

Of grief do I dic on¢ hundred times a day,
And of joy revive, again a hundred.

My malady, indeed, is of excellent kind;

More worth, this malady, than any other good:
And since my malady is so good for me,
Good, after the malady, will be its cure.

* * *

Noble Lady, nothing do I ask of thee

But that thou shouldst take me for thy servant.
I would serve as one serves a good lord,
Whatever reward T might gain.

Behold, I am at thy command:

Sincere and humble, gay and courteous.
Neither bear nor lion art thou,

To kill me, as I here to thee surrender.?
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From the courts of Provence this poetry passed to Germany,
where it was reattuned to the language and spirit of the Minne-
singers, the singers of minne (amor); and among thesc the leading
master, wandering from court to court, was Walther von der Vo-
gelweide (c. 1170-c. 1230), who brought to his lyrics a typically
German tone of moral depth and fervor, threaded with a new
strain of sympathy for the rustic and the natural against the artifi-
cialities of fashion. The morality of this Christian poet was of a
type, however, not preached in church; for, as Henry Osborn Tay-
lor has remarked of his blithe little “Under the Linden”: “Marvel-
ously, it gives the mood of love’s joy remembered—and antici-
pated too. The immorality is complete . . . and rendered most al-
luring by the utter gladness of the girl’s song—no repentance, no
regret; only joy and roguish laughter.” '

The pretty runs of rhyme and the charming scnsc of innocence
of the medieval language I find impossible to rerender, but the
sense of fresh young delight, I think, comes through:

Under the linden,
On the heath,
There was our bed for two;
There you will find,
Gently arranged,
Broken flowers and grass.
Beside the woods in a dale,
Tandaraday!
Gently sang the nightingale.

I came a-walking

Toward the stream,

My lover had come before.

There was I greeted:

“My lady fair!”

So am happy now for evermore.

Did he kiss me? Full a thousand clips.
Tandaraday!
See how red now are my lips.

There he’d prepared,
Luxuriously,

A bedding place of flowers:
It would still bring a smile
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Inwardly,

If one chanced along that way.

For by the roscs one can see,
Tandaraday!
The pillow where my head would be.

That he lay beside me,
If anyone knew
(God forbid!), I'd be mortified.
But whatever he did with me,
No one ever shall
Know anything of that: only he and I
And a tiny little bird,
Tandaraday!
Who will never let fall a word.?®

The morality here is of Heloise in the first fair days of her love,
and her courageous gospel can be heard again through many of
Walther’s lines:

Whoever says that love is sin,

Let him consider first and well:

Right many virtues lodge therein

With which we all, by rights, should dwell.*®

“Woman will be ever woman’s noblest name, greater in worth
than Lady!” Walther wrote.'* “It took a German,” states Pro-
fessor Taylor, “to say this.” ' And again, it took a German to
recognize in the world-transfiguring sentiment of love as minne,
amor, an experience of that same transcendent, immanent ground
of being, beyond duality, which Schopenhauer six centuries later
was to cclebrate in his philosophy. We have already taken note of
Gottfried of Strassburg’s celcbration of this mystery in his sym-
bology of the love grotto with its crystalline bed in the place of
the altar of the sacrament. A number of Walther’s poems, also,
extend the revelation of the goddess Minne to a mectaphysical
depth beyond anything suggested either in the Provengal or in the
Old French love poetry of his day:

Minne is neither male nor female,
She has neither a soul nor a body,
Shesresembles nothing imaginable.
Her name is known; her self, however, ungrasped.
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Yet nobody from her apart
Merits the blessing of God’s grace.

She comes never to a false heart.1¢

Now it is a matter of no small moment that in the period of this
idyllic poetry the world of harsh reality should have been about as
dangerous and unlikely a domicile for amor as the nightmare of
history has ever produced. Wc¢ have mentioned the devastation of
southern France. The whole of Central Europe likewise was in a
state of hideous turmoil. For with the death in the year 1197 of the
Hohcnstaufen Emperor Henry VI, surnamed the Cruel, the crown
of the Holy Roman Empire had fallen to thc ground and was roll-
ing like a fumbled football for anyone to retrieve. And the armies
battling to posscss it—on one hand, of the allied English, papal,
and Guelph contenders, and, on the other, of the German princes
and incumbent Philip of Swabia—were everywhere pillaging towns
and villages, devastating whole provinces, perpetrating the most
brutal and revolting crimes; ¥ which wanton work continued until
about 1220, when the brilliant young nephew of the murdered
Philip, Frederick II (1194-1250), was finally crowned Emperor
in Saint Peter’s by a reluctant and uneasy Pope. Walther had been
a witness to these horrors, and he wrote of them with unmitigated
scorn:

I saw with my own eyes hidden things about men and women,
heard and saw all they did and said. How Rome lied and be-
trayed two kings, I heard. And when the popes and laity had
formed their contending parties, there took place the most ter-
rible war that ever was or will ever be: the worst, becausec both
the body and the soul were thereby slain. . . .18

Ironic, is it not? In the name of love and of peace on earth to
men of good will, treachery, arson, pillage, and massacre every-
where; and in such an age the elevation of the most glorious vi-
sions in radiant glass and carved stonc of that peace and love ful-
filled! Fulfilled, however, not on earth, but in a realm away from
this vale of tears, to which the most blessed opener of the gate is
that woman shining as the sun, to whom the cathedral itself is ded-
icate, earthly, yet the Mother of God—the Virgin Mary, Notre
Dame. In the words of the long-cherished hymn “Salve Regina,”
composed by Abelard’s elder contemporary Adhemar de Monteil,
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Bishop of Le Puy (d. 1098), which is to this day engraved, with
love, in the heart of every kneeling Catholic:

Hail, holy Queen, Mother of Mercy,

Our life, our sweetness, and our hope,

All hail!

To thee we cry, poor banished children of Eve;

To thee we sigh, weeping and mourning in this vale of tears.
Therefore, O our Advocate,

Turn thou on us those merciful eyes of thine;

And after this our exile,

Show unto us Jesus, the blessed fruit of thy womb.

O merciful, O kind, O sweet Virgin Mary! '?

The last threc aspirations, “O merciful, O kind, O sweet Virgin
Mary!” were added by Abelard’s exact contemporary and danger-
ous challenger in debate, the mighty Saint Bernard of Clairvaux
(1091-1153), to whom Dante, in thec Commedia, assigns the
loftiest possible station, at the very feet of God. Throughout his
lifetime this passionate preacher of transcendental euphoria
strained every metaphor in the book of love to elevate the eyes of
men from the visible women of this earth to the glorified form of
that crowned Virgin Mother above, who is the Queen of Angels
and of Saints—and Dante, in due time, followed suit. However,
the troubadours, minnesingers, and epic poets of the century, in
their celebration of amor, remained in Nictzsche’s sense “true to
this earth,” this vale of tears where the devil roams for the ruin of
souls. For in their view, not heaven but this blossoming earth was
to be recognized as the true domain of love, as it is of life, and the
corruption ruinous of love was not of nature (of which love is the
very heart) but of society, both lay and ecclesiastical: the public
order and, most immediately, its sacramentalized lovcless mar-
riages.

Among the verse forms of the troubadours, the song of the part-
ing of lovers at dawn, at the warning of the watchman (the Alba,
“Dawn Song,” or Aubade, which became the Tagelied of the min-
nesingers) rendered simply yet dramatically the sense of discon-
tinuity betwecen the two worlds, on one hand of love’s rapture, and
on the other of the social order epitomized in the lady’s dangerous
spouse, “the>jealous one,” lo gilos. Here is a frequently quoted
anonymous example:
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In an orchard, under a hawthorn tree,

By her side the Lady clasps her lover,

Till the watchman calls that dawn has appeared.
O God! O God! this dawn! how quickly it comes!

“Would to God the night never had ended,
That my love might never depart from me,
Nor ever the watchman sight day or dawn.
O God! O God! this dawn! how quickly it comes!

“Sweet love, let us start anew our dcar game

In the garden where the birds are warbling,

Till the watch sounds again his flageolet.”

O God! O God! this dawn! how quickly it comes! 2°

In the Tristan romance King Mark is of course in the role of the
jealous spouse; and his royal estate, Tintagel, with its elegant
princely court, stands for the values of the day world—nhistory,
society, knightly honor, deeds, career and fame, chivalry and
friendship—in absolute opposition to the grotto of the timeless
goddess Minne, which is of the order of enduring nature, in the
forest where the birds still sing. Set apart from all spheres of his-
toric change, the Venus Mountain with its crystalline bed has becn
entered by lovers through all ages, from every order of life. Its seat
is in the heart of nature—nature without and within—which two
are the same. And its virtue, so, is of the specics, not of this partic-
ular culture, nor of that: Veda, Bible, or Koran; but of man pris-
tine in the universe—which is something, however, that in this vale
of tears is never to be seen, since we are each brought up (are we
not?) in the ethnic sphere of this or that particular culture.

The immanent yet lost—but not forgotten—realm within us all is
in Celtic mythology and folklore allegorized variously as the Land
below Waves, the Land of Youth, the Fairy Hills, and, in Arthur-
ian romance, that Never Never Land of the Lady of the Lake
where Lancelot du Lac was fostered and from which Arthur re-
ceived his sword Excalibur. In the earliest of the old chronicles of
King Arthur—the Welsh monk Geoffrey of Monmouth’s Historia
Regum Britanniae (A.D. 1136)—it is told that at the time of his
great last battle with his traitorous son Mordred, “Arthur himself
was wounded mortally and borne away, for the healing of his
wounds, to the island Avalon.” ?! And in a later work, the Vita
Merlini (c. 11457), the same chronicler adds that the boat was
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steered by an old Irish abbot, Barinthus, and that in Avalon the
wounded king was tended by Morgan la Féc and her sisters. The
next we hear is from an old French verse chronicle by a Norman

t named Wace, the Roman de Brut (A.n. 1155), where it is
added that “Arthur is still in Avalon and awaited by the Britons;
for, as they say and believe, he will return from that place to which
he passed and will again be alive.”” ** And then finally (c. 1200),
an English country priest named Layamon not only transformed
the old Irish abbot into somecthing morc romantic but let the
wounded king himself announce the prophecy of his second
coming. Arthur, we here read, had been wounded with no less
than fifteen drcadful wounds, into the least of which one might
have thrust two gloves, and to a young kinsman, dear to him,
who stood by where he lay on the ground, he said these words with
sorrowful heart:

“Constantine, thou wert Cador’s son: I here give to thee my
kingdom. Defend my Britons ever in thy life; maintain for them
all the laws of my days and all the good laws of the days of
Uther. And I myself will go to Avalon, to the most beauteous of
all women, to the queen Argante, an elf marvelously fair, and
she will make my wounds all sound, make me whole with a heal-
ing drink. And anon I shall come again to my kingdom and
dwell among the Britons in great joy.”

And even while he was speaking thus there approached from
the sca a little boat, borne by the waves. There were therein
two women of marvelous form, and they took Arthur and
bore him quickly and laid him softly in the boat and sailed
away.??

We recall the telling line from Tennyson’s “Passing of Arthur,”
in his Idylls of the King:

From the great deep to the great deep he goes,

when the wounded king in a dusky barge, wherein were three dark
queens, passed to Avalon, “to be king among the dead.”

The name, Avalon, of that timeless land beyond the setting
sun,

‘Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow,
Nor ever wind blows loudly,
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is cognate with the Welsh afallen, “apple tree” (from afal,
“apple”), and so reveals the affinity of this Celtic Land below
Waves with the Isle of the Golden Apples of the classical Hes-
perides **—and thereby with the entire complex of that garden of
immortality of the Great Goddess of the two worlds of death and
life to which so many pages of this study of the mythologies of
mankind have been devoted. An ccho of the same thecme of the
paradisial garden of the goddess, with its trece of immortal life, is to
be recognized even in the first stanza of the alba quoted earlier,
where the lady, under a hawthorn tree, clasps her lover to her side.
The Christian figure of the pieta, the dead Savior on his mother’s
knees, who will presently return alive, is also of this complex. Can
it be accidental, then, that the king had fifteen wounds—the fif-
teenth day of the moon being that of the culmination of its waxing
and beginning of its waning, toward death and, aftcr three days’
dark, rebirth? Morcover, the mortally wounded Tristan’s first mel-
ancholy voyage to Isolt’s Dublin Bay, in a self-propelled coracle
that bore him infallibly to her castle, is certainly but another vari-
ant and example of this same Land-below-Waves motif: so that
Isolt, thc Lady of the Lake, and the Goddess Mother of the
pieta in their final sense are at one: opposed in cvery measure to
the judgments of this day world of ours, of the Sons of Light.

1. The Noble Heart

As in the poetry of the troubadours, so in Gottfried’s Tristan, love
is born of the cyes, in the world of day, in a moment of aesthetic
arrest, but opens within to a mystery of night. The point is first
made in his version of the love tale of Tristan’s parents, Blanche-
flor and Rivalin. For there was in their case no potion at work,
inspiring magically a premonition a priori of the course along which
they were to be drawn through sensuous allure, from love’s
meeting of the eyes, to love’s pain, love’s rapture, and on to death.

Beautiful, innocent Blancheflor, the sister of King Mark, was
simply sitting among the ladics, watching the sort of tourna-
ment called a bohort, in which knights, jousting without ar-
mor, contend with only shields and blunt lances, when she began
to hear those around her murmuring: “Look! What a heavenly
man. How he rides!” And her eyes, searching, discovered Rivalin.
“How well he handles that shield and lance!” they were all saying.
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“What a noble head! What hair! Happy the woman who gets
him!”*

He was a youth who had arrived lately from his own es-
tates in Brittany, drawn to her brother’s court by its fame. And
when the game had broken up, this joy-giving knight came canter-
ing Blancheflor’s way to salute courteously his host’s sister, in the
kingdom of whose heart he had already won the crown. His eyes
met hers. “May God bless you, beautiful lady!”

“Merci!” she answered kindly; and, though discomposed by his
gaze, pressed on: “May the Blessed God, who makes all hearts
blessed, give blessing to your heart and mind! I congratulate you
heartily; yet I have a certain small complaint to plead.”

“Ah?” said he. “Sweet lady, what have 1 done?”

She answered: “Through a friend of mine, the best I ever had”
—and she meant by that her heart.

“Good Lord!” he thought. “What tale is this?” 2#

Gottfried’s analysis, from this point on, of the brooding of the
stricken couple opens poignantly, through a tale of young romance,
to the ominous love-death theme announced already in his Pro-
logue * and to be developed, ever mounting, through his handling
of the legend of their son. As in the poem of the troubadour Bor-
neilh, so in Gottfried’s work, love is born of the eyes and heart.

However, here there is a new interest brought to the stricken heart
itself: what happens there, and to what end; for not every heart
opens to love. Gottfried’s term is “the noble heart” (das edele
herze); and as the most learned and discerning of his recent
interpreters, Gottfriecd Weber, shows in a thoroughgoing two-
volume total study of the romance,?® this crucial concept is, in
fact, the nuclear theme of the poet’s entire work. It opens inward
toward the mystery of character, destiny, and worth, and at the
same time outward, toward the world and the wonder of beauty,
where it sets the lover at odds, however, with the moral order. The
poet in his Prologuc had already dedicated himself, his life and
work, to those alone who could bear together in one heart “dear
pain” as well as “bitter sweetness”; and, as Professor Weber ob-
serves, it is just this readiness to embrace love’s pain along with its
rapture that makes the noble heart exceptional. “Nor is the pain

* Supra, pp. 37-38 and 42-43.
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that is so endured,” he writes, “mercly adventitious, overlaid from
without upon a pleasure in love that is alone essential. The pain is
implicit, rather, in the very delight by which it is comple-
mented—to such a degree that the pleasure and pain are indis-
solubly interlaced, as commensurate components of onc experi-
ence of existence. And in fact,” this perceptive critic concludes,
“the poet’s intention to give verbal force to this idea is what justi-
fies, both poetically and philosophically, his repeated use—already
anticipatively in the Prologue—of the rhetorical device of the ox-
ymoron.” 27

Now this classical rhetorical term, “‘oxymoron,” is defined in
Webster’s Dictionary as “‘a combination for epigrammatic effect of
contradictory or incongruous words (cruel kindness, laborious
idleness).” *® It is a term derived from the Greek 6&i-uwpos
“pointedly foolish,” and denotes a mode of spcech commonly
found in Oriental religious texts, where it is used as a device to
point past those pairs of opposites by which all logical thought is
limited, to a “sphere that is no sphere,” beyond “names and
forms”; as when in the Upanishads we read of “the Manifest-
Hidden, called ‘Moving-in-sccret,” which is known as ‘Being and
Non-being’ ”: 2

There the eyc goes not;
Speech goes not, nor the mind: 3°

or when we open a Zen Buddhist work called The Gateless Gate
and there read of “the endless moment” and “the full void”:

Before the first step is taken the goal is reached.
Before the tonguc is moved the speech is finished.*!

Compare the language of the Buddhist texts of “The Wisdom of
the Yonder Shore” (prajfda-paramita), discussed in Oriental Myth-
ology:

The Enlightecned One sets forth in the Great Ferryboat, but
there is nothing from which he sets forth. He starts from the
universe; but in truth he starts from nowherc. His boat is
manned with all perfections; and is manned by no one. It will
find its support on nothing whatsoever and will find its support
on the state of all-knowing, which will serve as a non-sup-

port.32
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We term such speech ‘‘anagogical” (from the Greek verb
av-dyo, “to lead upward”) because it points beyond itself, beyond
speech. William Blake in the same wisdom of the yonder shore
wrote of The Marriage of Heaven and Hell. Nicholas Cusanus
(1401-1464) wrote in his Apologia doctae ignorantiae (“Apol-
ogy for Learned Unknowing”) that “God is the simultaneous mu-
tual implication of all things, even the contradictory ones,” and in
this sense protested against what he called “the present predom-
inance of the Aristotelian sect, which considers the coincidence of
opposites a heresy, whereas its admission is the starting point of
the ascension to mystical theology.” 3% Even Saint Thomas Aqui-
nas states, in a sentence of mystical insight, that “then alone do we
know God truly, when we believe that he is far above all that man
can possibly think of God.” ** And accordingly, in Gottfried, for
whom the mode of divine manifestation in human life is love, the
“pointedly foolish” oxymoron is thc most appropriate stylistic sig-
nal of the mystery of which his work is the text.

In the progress of his legend the steadily mounting tension of
the polarities of joy and sorrow, love against honor, death-life,
light and darkness, can be read as a gradually deepening and ex-
panding realization of the nature of that mighty goddess beyond
the male-female polarity who was celebrated by the Minnesinger
Walther: * the same represented in the center of the Orphic Pie-
troasa bowl (Figure 3), between the two lords of the light and the
great dark, the eye and heart, Apollo and the god of the abyss; or
again, of whom the Graces and the Muscs arc the manifest allure
(Figure 13)—dancing in tripody before the eye of heaven, while
yet, with silent Thalia, immobile in the earth.

One cannot help thinking also, in this connection, of the modern
finding in the realm of atomic physics of the “principle of indcter-
minacy, or complementarity,” according to which, in the words of
Dr. Werner Heisenberg, “the knowledge of the position of a par-
ticle is complementary to the knowledge of its velocity or momen-
tum. If we know the one with high accuracy we cannot know the
other with high accuracy; still we must know both for determining
the behavior of the system. The space-time description of the
atomic events is complementary to their deterministic descrip-
tion.” 38

* Supra, pp. 181-82.
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Apparently in cvery sphere of human search and experience the
mystery of the ultimatc nature of being breaks into oxymoronic
paradox, and the best that can be said of it has to be taken simply
as metaphor—whether as particles and waves or as Apollo and
Dionysus, pleasure and pain. Both in science and in poetry, the
principle of the anagogical metaphor is thus recognized today: it is
only from the pulpit and the press that one hears of truths and vir-
tues definable in fixed terms. In Gottfried’s world there was no
tolerance of “the Ass Festival” (as Nietzsche named it) of those
who would make thinkable the unthinkableness of being. “Life it-
self,” wrote Nietzsche, “confided to me this secret: ‘Behold,’ it
said, ‘I am what must always overcome itself.”” 3 And in Gott-
fried’s world as well, the sclf-surpassing power of life, which is ex-
perienced in love when it wakes in the noble heart, brings pain to
the entire system of fixed concepts, judgments, virtues, and ideals
of the mortal being assaulted.

Rivalin’s spiritual plight, after his first bricf exchange, eye to
eye, with the beauty of Blancheflor, the poet likens to the agony of
a bird that has come down on a limed twig: “When it becomes
aware of the lime, it lifts to fly, still held by its feet, and spreading
wings, makes to go; but then wherever it brushes the twig, however
lightly, it is caught the more, and made fast.” 3* The noble youth
presently realized that he was trapped. “And yet,” as the poct
warns,

even now that sweet Love had brought his heart and mind to her
will, it was still unknown to him what a keen torment love was
to be. Not until he had pondered in all detail, from end to end,
the destiny [aventiure] * that was now his in his Blancheflor
—her hair, her brow, her temples, cheeks, mouth and chin, the
joyful Easter Day that couched laughing in her eyes—did Truc
Love [diu rehte minne] come, that infallible fire lighter, who set
going a fever of desirc. And the flame that then fired his heart
and incinerated his body let him know in full force what pierc-
ing pain and yearning anguish are. . . . Silence and a mien of
melancholy were the best he could show the world, and what

* Aventiure (Middle High German, from Old French aventure, Latin
adventura), “event, occurrence,” or more usually “a marvel, an accident, a
bold beginning of uncertain outcome,” and especially, “a fortunate occur-
rence; a destiny.” Matthias Lexer, Mittelthochdeutsches Taschenwdrterbuch
(Leipzig: Verlag von S. Hirzel, 17th edition, 1926), p. 9.
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had formerly becen his gaicty now turned to a yecarning need.

Nor did the languishing Blancheflor escape a like history of
pining. She was laden, through him, with the same weight of
sorrow as he, through her; for Love, the Tyrant [diu gewaltae-
rinne Minne], had invaded her senses too, somewhat too tem-
pestuously and taken from her by force the best part of her
composure. In her demeanor she was no longer at one—as she
had used to be—with hersclf and with the world. Whatever
pleasures she had been accustomed to, whatcver pastimes she
had enjoyed, they all displeased hcr now. Her life took shape as
the very image of the need so close to her heart; and of nought
that she was suffering from this ycarning had she any under-
standing whatsocver. Never had she experienced such heaviness
and heart’s necd. “O Lord God,” she said to herself, time and
time again, “what a life I lead!” **

The power of free choice, and even of conceiving of any end or
joy beyond the destiny to which the tyrant-goddess Love (diu
gewaltaerinne Minne) had consigned them, had been taken from
this helpless couple. On a tide beyond their knowledge or control
they were to be carried to the work—the destiny of surpassing
themselves—to which they were assigned; and the occasion oc-
curred as though arranged for them—and yet apparently only by
accident—when the brave young earl, doing battle for his host in a
war begun by a neighboring king, was run through by a lance and
carried from the battlefield on the very point of death.

As Gottfried tells:

Many a noble woman wept for him, many a lady mourned for
his life; indeed, all who had seen him lamented the misfortune.
But no matter how sorrowful they, for his wounding, it was
alone his Blanchcflor—the pure maid, gentle and gracious—
who with unrelenting fervor, moaned and wept with eyes and
heart for the dear pain of her heart.3?

Her old nurse, therefore, made anxious for the young thing’s
life, took thought and, reasoning, “What harm can it be with the
man already half dead?” contrived to admit her dclicate charge,
alone, to the quict chamber where the young earl lay wounded on a
couch, And the anxious girl, beholding him there, approached gin-
gerly in fright and, perceiving how close he lay to death, fairly
swooned. She bent to study him, tenderly brought her cheek to his,
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and then swooned indeed. So that now the two lay together on
that couch, unconscious and quite still, her cheek to his cheek, as
though both were dcad. And they remained so for some time.

Whereafter [as we next lcarn] Blancheflor, reviving a little,
took her darling in both arms and, placing her mouth to his, in a
very short space of time had kissed him one hundred thousand
times; which activity so fired his senses and informed his zeal
for love that [as Gottfried further rclates] he strained that glo-
rious woman to his half-dead body, ardently and closely, until,
before long, their mutual desire was realized and from his body
that sweet woman received a child. The man was nearly dead
—both from the woman and from love; and never would have
recovered had God not stayed him in his need. But he did re-
cover, since so it wastobe. . . . .

And thus Blancheflor was healed of her heart’s anguish; but
what she carried thence was dcath. She had been freed of her
need when love came, but it was death she conceived with her
child. Of the child and death within her, she knew not, but of
love and the man, she knew well. For he was hers and she was
his; she was he and he was she: thcre were they—and there was
true Jove.4?

The rest can be shortly told.

News arrived of an invasion of Rivalin’s own estates and, with
his Blancheflor, he sailed to Brittany, to be slain there in a battle.
And when the girl, now big with child, received that grievous news,
her tongue froze and her heart became stonc; she uttered neither
“Oh!” nor “Alas!” but sank to the earth and, four days later, in
pain, gave birth and died.

“But look! The little son lives!” #!

To protect the name of the dead parents of this little nephew of
King Mark, his father’s loyal marshal, Rual li Foitenant, with his
wife raised him as their own son, letting no onc—even the boy
himself—know the story of his birth. They named him Tristan, as
they said, because triste means “sorrow,” and in sorrow Tristan
had been born. When he was seven, they sent him off with a tutor
named Curvenal (Wagner’s Kurvenal) to learn languages abroad;
and he mastered in short course more books than any youngster
since or before. He learned, too, to hunt, to ride with shield and
lance, to play every known stringed instrument, and at fourteen,
still with Curvenal, returned home.
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However, he then was kidnaped to sea by merchantmen, who,
when struck by a storm that tossed their ship for eight days, set
him ashore alone in Cornwall, where the waif, arriving at Tintagel,
so impressed the good King Mark with his skills that he became
his unrecognized uncle’s chief huntsman, harpist, and companion.
So it chanced—or rather, seemed to have chanced—that, as Gott-
fried, our poet, concludes this portion of his tale, “Tristan, without
knowing it, arrived home yet thought himself astray; and noble,
splendid Mark, the unsuspectcd ‘father,” behaved to him right
nobly. . . . Mark held him dear to his heart.” 2

1. Anamorphosis

The universally popular mythological theme known to folklore
scholarship as infant exile and return carries in the legend of Tris-
tan’s boyhood, as wherever it occurs, the inherent suggestion of a
destiny unfolding—Ilike a seed into flower—ineluctably, in the in-
cidents of a life. In the love story of Tristan’s parents, on the other
hand, there is no such evident mythic strain. Events are there pre-
sented in the manner of a naturalistic novel, as though determined
only by chance. The unfoldment of the destinies follows—or at
least appears to follow—upon the fall of outer circumstance. Yet
we know that there, as here, all was predetermined in the author’s
mind, and that what was rcad as substantial event was actually but
a veil, a tissue of circumstance, conjured forth for the realization
of a plot already formed.

Might the same be said of the circumstances of our lives?

As Schopenhauer cautions in his wonderful paper “On an Ap-
parent Intention in the Fate of the Individual”: “Everything about
such thoughts is questionable: the problem itself is question-
able—Ilet alone its resolution.”

Yet, as he then goes on to remark:

Everyone, during the course of his lifetime, becomes aware of
certain events that, on the one hand, bear the mark of a moral
or inner necessity, because of their especially decisive impor-
tance to him, and yet, on the other hand, have clearly the char-
acter of outward, wholly accidental chance. The frequent occur-
rence of such events may lead gradually to the notion, which
often betobmes a conviction, that the life course of the indi-
vidual, confused as it may seecm, is an esscntial whole, having
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within itself a certain self-consistent, definitec direction, and a
certain instructive meaning—no less than the best thought-out
of epics.*?

On the naturalistic plane of Gottfried’s romance of Blancheflor
and Rivalin, the self-consistent plot of the two lives that in their
fate and meaning were at one became known, both to the reader
and to the characters themselves, only a posteriori—through what
appeared to be chance event; whereas in such a romance as that of
Tristan and Isolt, resting frankly on symbolic, mythological forms,
which emerge with increasing force as the narrative proceeds, the
sense communicated is rather of the force of destiny in the shaping
of a life, or, to use the old Germanic term, of wyrd.*

Rationally, as Schopenhauer suggests,

The apparent plan of the course of a life might be explained, to
some extent, as founded on the unchangeability and continuity
of inborn character,t as a consequence of which the individual
is being continually brought back to the one track. For each
recognizes so certainly and immediately whatcver is appropriate
to his own character that, as a rule, he hardly even brings it into
reflective consciousness, but acts directly and, as it were, on in-
stinct. . . .

However, if we now consider the mighty influence and im-
mense power of outer circumstance, our explanation in terms of
inner character will seem hardly strong enough. Furthermore,
that the weightiest thing in the world—which is to say, the life
course of the individual, won at the cost of so much effort, tor-
ment and pain—should receive its outer complement and aspect
wholly from the hand of blind Chance—Chance without signifi-
cance or regulation—is scarcely believable. Rather, one is
moved to believe that—ijust as in the cases of thosc pictures
called anamorphoses, which to the naked eye are only broken,
fragmentary deformities but when reflected in a conic mirror
show normal human forms—so the purely empirical interpreta-
tion of the course of the world resembles the seeing of those pic-
tures with naked eyes, while the recognition of the intention of
Fate resembles the reflection in the conic mirror, which binds
together and organizes the disjointed, scattered fragments.4

* Supra, pp. 121-22 and 138-40.
T Supra, p. 35.
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I should like to fix in mind here this analogy of the anamor-
phosis (the word is from the Greek poppdw, “to form,” plus dva
“again”: dvapoppéw, “to form anew”). For it is a thought that
will clarify much in the fields of modern literature and ari—as, for
example, James Joyce’s title Ulysses for a novel about the wander-
ings of a Jewish advertising broker round and about Dublin. The
casual, chance, fragmentary events of an apparently undistin-
guished life disclose the form and dimension of a classic epic of
destiny when the conic mirror is applied, and our own scattered
lives today, as well, are then seen, also, as anamorphoses. Like
Shakespeare’s mirror held up to nature, the symbols of myth bring
forward into view that informing Form of forms which, through
apparent discontinuity, is “manifest,” as the Upanishads declare,
“yet hidden: called ‘Moving-in-secret.” ” * Primitive and Oriental
thought is full of presentiments of this kind: on the crudest level, in
the sentiment of magic and its force; more subtly, in the recog-
nition of the force of dream and vision in the shaping of a life;
and, most majestically, in such intuitions of a support not alone of
the individual life, but of all things together, as in the following
from the Mundaka Upanishad:

That on which heaven, earth, and the space between are woven;
The mind, also, with the breath of life:

That alone know as the one spirit. All other

Talk dismiss. That is the bridge to immortality.*?

And in the Occident too we find such thoughts; as, for instance, in
the romantic poet William Wordsworth’s celebrated “Lines Com-
posed a Few Miles above Tintern Abbey, on Revisiting the Banks
of the Wye During a Tour. July 13, 1798”:

For I have learned
To look on nature, not as in the hour
Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes
The still, sad music of humanity,
Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power
To chasten and subdue. And I have felt
A presence that disturbs me with the joy
Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime
Of something far more deeply interfused,
“Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,
* Supra, p. 89.
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And the round ocean and the living air,

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man:

A motion and a spirit, that impels

All thinking things, all objects of all thought,
And rolls through all things.*¢

The sense expericnced by lovers, already at the first meeting of
the eyes, of having discovered in the world without the perfect
complement of their own truth, and so of a marvclous coincidence
thereby of destiny and chance, inner and cxternal worlds, may, in
the course of a lifetime flowering from such love, conduce to the
poetic conviction of an accord universal of the seen and the un-
seen.,

But of course, on the other hand, to those upon whom neither
love, nature, nor symbol has ever bestowed any conic mirror, such
romanticism is moonshine. Furthermore, as Schopenhauer states in
his ruminating paper: “The view of an ordering Fatc can always
be countered by comparing the orderly design that we may imaginc
ourselves to have recognized in the scattered facts of our lives to
the mere unconscious work of our own organizing and schem-
atizing fantasy when we look at a spotted wall and see there,
clearly and distinctly, human figures and groups—ourselves intro-
ducing the orderly connections into a ficld of spots scattered by
blind chance.” 7

The modern reader will think of the Rorschach Test, with its ink-
blots in which diffcrent people see diffcrent forms, symptomatic of
the psychology of their own fantasizing minds. And the world it-
self, it is said by some, is such an ink-blot, into which people read
their own minds: the ordered universe, the great course of history
and evolution, the norms of human lifc. There is a passage to this
effect in Ulysses, in the scene where Stephen, in the library, is argu-
ing a point with John Eglinton. “We walk,” Stephen states.
“through ourselves, mecting robbers, ghosts, giants, old men,
young men, wives, widows, brothers-in-love. But always meeting
ourselves.”

Stephen Dedalus, in this conversation, has just quoted a line
from Macterlinck: “ ‘If Socrates leave his house today he will find
the sage seated on his doorstep. If Judas go forth tonight it is to
Judas his steps will tend.” ” And he has applied the lesson of this
solipsism to an interpretation of Shakespeare’s art, suggesting in
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turn that such creativity by projection is analogous to God’s crea-
tion of the world: “He found in the world without as actual what
was in his world within as possible.” ** In the micro-macrocosmic
dream-novel Finnegans Wake, Joyce drops the plane of vision
from the level of individuated consciousness to the unconscious
—of the race: an interior “Land below Waves,” such as in one
transformation or another, according to local influence, is common
to mankind. However, in Ulysses, up to the moment, at lcast, of the
great spell-dispelling thunderclap that occurs just halfway through
the book #° (after which the two apparently distinct universes of
Leopold Bloom and Stcphen Dedalus gradually open to each other
and display their common strains), the plane and point of view is
strictly that of our common twenticth-century day-world of sepa-
rate, self-preserving, self-asscrtive individuals; each the fragment
of a general anamorphosis, to which none has found the conic mir-
ror.

For, in fact, do we not have among us in abundance today a
species even of philosophers who (maintaining in their own way
the biblical notion of nature as corrupt) cannot discover in the na-
ture either of man or of the universe any sign of inherent order?—
to say nothing of a congrucnce of the two worlds, inside and out!
Consider, for instance, Jean-Paul Sartre’s complaint that he “finds
it extremely embarrassing that God does not exist; for there disap-
pears with Him all possibility of finding values in an intelligible

heaven. . . . Everything is indeed permitted if God does not
exist, and man is in conscquence forlorn; for he cannot find any-
thing to depend upon either within or outside himself. . . . We

are left alone, without excusc. That is what I mean when T say that
man is condemned to be frec.” 30

But on the other hand, at the opposite pole, there are thosc who
believe that they know, can act upon, and can even teach—abso-
lutely—the order in the mind of God for all mankind. They have
learned it from the Bible or Koran or, more passionately, through
some hysterical “leap of faith” and pentccostal “decision” of their
own. So, for example, in the journal of Segren Kierkegaard
(1813-1855), just a century before Sartre:

The most tremendous thing that has been grarted to man is:
the choice, frecdom. And if you desire to save it and prescrve it
there is only one way: in the very same second unconditionally



198 CREATIVE MYTHOLOGY

and in complete resignation to give it back to God, and yourself
with it. . . . You have freedom of choice, you say, and still
you have not chosen God. Then you will grow ill, freedom of
choice will bccome your idée fixe, till at last you will be like the
rich man who imagines that he is poor, and will die of want:
you sigh that you have lost your freedom of choice—and your
fault is only that you do not gricve deeply enough or you would
find it again. . . .

There is a God; his will is made known to me in Holy Scrip-
ture and in my conscience. This God wishes to intervenc in the
world. But how is he to do so except with the help of, i.e. per,
man? ™

Between these two contending camps of uncompromising guess-
ers, with their leaps and acts of faith in one direction or the other,
there are those of a less dogmatic cast who are willing—like Scho-
penhauer and Wordsworth—to concede that, though one may in-
decd, in the contemplation of nature and one’s life, be filled, like
Wordsworth, with “a scnse sublime of something far morc deeply
interfused,” it is well and proper to remember that “everything in
such thoughts is questionable,” and, as Schopcnhauer states fur-
ther: “decisive answers, consequently, are [in such matters] the
last things to be expressed.”

Is a complete misadjustment possible [he asks], between the
character and the fate of an individual? Or is every destiny on
the whole appropriate to the character that bears it? Or, finally,
is therc some inexplicable, secret determinator, comparable to
the author of a drama, that always joins the two appropriately,
one to the other?

But this [he then goes on to reply] is exactly the point at
which we are in the dark. And in the meantime we go on ima-
gining ourselves to be, at every moment, the masters of our own
deeds. It is only when we look back over the completed portions
of our lives and review the unluckier steps together with their
consequences that we marvel at how we could have done this, or
have failed to do that; and it then may seem to us that an alicn
power must have guided our steps. As Shakespearc says:

Fatc, show thy force; oursclves we do not owe;
What is decreed must be, and be this so! 32

Or as Goethe says in Gtz von Berlichingen (Act V): “We men
do not guide ourselves; wicked spirits are given power over us,
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to work their naughtincss to our destruction.” And again, in
Egmont (Act V, last scene): “Man imagincs himself to be con-
ducting his own life; and irresistibly his inmost being is drawn to
its fate.”—Yes, and it was said already by the prophet Jere-
miah: “A man’s deeds do not rest in his power; it rests in no
man’s power, how he moves or directs his way” (10:23). Com-
pare Herodotus I. 91 [“It is impossible even for a god to esca
the decree of destiny”} and IX. 16 [“It is not possiblc for man
to avert what God has decrced shall occur™]; sec also Lucian’s
Dialogues of the Dead X1X and XXX.

Indeed, the ancients ncver tire of insisting, in versc and in
prose, on the power of fate and the comparative impotence of
man. One can see everywherc that this was their overpowering
conviction, and that they suspected a more secret, deep contin-
uity in things than is evident on the clearly empirical surface.
Hence the great varicty of terms, in Greek, for this idea:
wérpos [“that which befalls one’], dwa [“the divine dispensation
of one’s lot”], eipappérny [“what is allotted], memrpopévy [“what is
foredoomed”], uoipa [“one’s portion”], *Adpdorea [2a name of the
goddess Ncmcsis, goddess of divinc retribution], and perhaps,
also, many more. The word =pdvoe [“foresight, forcknowledge™],
on the other hand, displaces our understanding of the matter:
for it is derived from wois [“mind, a thought, an act of mind”],
which is the secondary factor, and though it makes cverything
clear and comprehensible, is superficial and false—And this
wholc enigmatic circumstance is a consequence of the fact that
our deeds are inevitably the product of two factors: one, our
intelligible character, which stands unchangeably established,
yet becomes known to us only gradually, a posteriori; ¥ and
two, our motivations, which come to us from without, are sup-
plied incvitably from the tides of world event, and with almost
machinelike determinacy work upon our given character in terms
of the limits and possibilities of its permanent constitution.—
But then, finally, our ego judges the resultant cvent. In its role
as thc mere subject of knowledge, however, it is distinct from
both character and motivation and so is no more than the critical
observer of their effects. No wonder if it sometimes marvels!

However, once one has grasped the idea of a transcendent
fatality and has learned to contemplate the individual lifc from
this point of view, onc can have the sense, at times, of attending
the most, marvelous of all theatrical productions—in the con-

* Supra, p. 35.
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trast between the obvious, physical, accidental aspect of a situ-
ation and its moral-mctaphysical necessity: the latter, however,
never demonstrable and perhaps even, only imagined.*

1v. The Music of the Land below Waves

In the context of the Tristan legend, the symbolic forms and motifs
through which the intimation is communicated of a moving destiny
and alien power (which, paradoxically, is a function of the char-
acter of the motivated individual) were derived—as we have seen
—from the pagan Celtic lore of Ireland, Cornwall, and Wales. In-
herent in them, consequently, was the old, generally pagan mes-
sage of the immanent divinity of all things, and of thc manifesta-
tion of this hidden Being of beings particularly in certain heroic
individuals, who thus stand as cpiphanies of that “manifest-hidden”
which moves and lives within us all and is the sccret of the har-
mony of nature. Such a figure was the Christ of the Gnostics.
Such a figure was Orphcus with his lyre (Figurc 1). The Celtic
myths and legends are full of tales of the singers and harpers
of the fairy hills whose music has the power to enchant and
to move the world: to make men wecp, to make men sleep,
and to make men laugh. They appear mysteriously from the
Land of Eternal Youth, the Land within the Fairy Hills, the Land
below Waves; and though taken to be human beings—odd and ex-
ceptional, indeed, yet as self-contained, after all, as you or I (or, at
least, as we suppose ourselves to be)—they are not actually so,
but open out behind, so to say, toward the universe.

The Irish mythological trickster Manannan Mac Lir was a figure
of this kind. Actually a sca-god—after whom the Isle of Man is
named—it was he, we are told, who through his magic concealed
from human eyes those fairy hills, the Sid (pronounced “shee”),
within which the Celtic gods of old, the Tuatha Dé Danann, are
feasting to this day on the incxhaustible flesh of his divine swine,
washed down with his ale of immortality. Like the classical
water-god Proteus, Manannan was an adroit shape-shifter; and hc
is recorded to have appeared in various deluding forms even as
late as the sixtcenth century, as, for instance, at a famous feast in
Ballyshannon, where the host was the historical Black Hugh
O’Donnell (d. 1537).

From nowhere, as it were, the wild old sea-god appeared at that
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feast in the semblance of a kern, or churl, wearing narrow stripes:
“the puddle-water plashing in his brogues and a moiety of his
sword’s length naked sticking out behind his stern, while in his
right hand he bore three limber javelins of hollywood with fire-
hardened tips.” The javelins three suggest the trident of Poseidon
and the puddle-water in his brogues is another significant sign.
Having challenged cach of the four cunning harpers at the feast
(who played, each and all, we are told, such harmonious, delect-
able, smooth-flowing airs that with the fairy spell of their min-
strelsy men might well have been lulled to sleep), this kern cried
out that, by Heaven’s graces three, such dissonance he had never
heard this side the smoke-wrapped ground-tier of Hell, where the
Devil’s artists, and Albiron’s, with their sledgehammers ding the
iron. “And with that,” our document continues, “taking up an in-
strument, he made symphony so gently sweet, and in such wise
wakened the dulcet pulses of the harp, that in the whole world all
women laboring of child, all wounded warriors, mangled soldiers,
and gallant men gashed about—with all in general that suffercd
sore sickness and distemper—might with the witching charm of this
his modulation have been lapped in stupor of slumber and of
soundest slcep. ‘By Heaven’s grace,” cxclaimed O’Donnell, ‘since
first I heard the fame of them that within the hills and under the
earth beneath us make the fairy music, that at one and thc same
time make some to sleep, and some to weep, and others again to
laugh, music swecter than thy strains I never have heard: thou art
in sooth a most melodious rogue!” ‘One day I'm sweet another I'm
bitter,’ rcplied the kern.” And thereafter, presently, once again
taking the instrument, he made melody of such kind and so befud-
dled the company, that all in fury arose in wrath and began to do
battle with each other—when he disappeared.5*

Figure 25 is another of the series of tiles from Chertsey Abbey,
of a date about 1270. It is of the young Tristan teaching the maid
Isolt to harp on the occasion of his first visit to Ireland: with the
same harp and same music by which he had spellbound his uncle
(Figure 2).

“Tristan, listen!” King Mark had said. “You have all the tal-
ents I yearn for. You do everything T wish I could do: hunt,
speak languages, harp. Let us be companions: you, mine; I,
yours. We shall ride hunting by day and by night enjoy courtly
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Figure 25. Isolt Taught by Tristan to Harp

diversions—harping, singing, fiddling—here at home. You do
all these things so well! Do them now for me. And for you 1
shall play the tune 7 know, for which perhaps your heart already
yearns: magnificent clothes and horses. All that you want T shall
give you, and with these serenade you well. See, my comrade, to
you I confide my sword, my spurs, my crossbow and my golden
drinking horn.” %3

Born of a widow, beyond the sea, who expired on giving him
birth, Tristan had come, as it were, from nowhere. Tossed ashore
from the storming waters, he had been born as from the womb of
nature itself: the boy brought ashore by the dolphin, the pig of the
sea. Miraculously, as it were, he had appeared with the power and
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glory of a god, yet in the character of a boy. Furthermore, the ves-
sel in which he had been abducted from his birthplace beyond the
waters (the yonder shore) had been a merchantman (ein kauf-
schif). Hermes, the guide of souls to rebirth, was the lord and pa-
tron of merchants—also of thievery and cunning.

The tale is to be recalled at this point of Hermes’ fashioning of
the lyre when but an infant a couple of hours old. Conceived of
Zeus, he had been born of a night-sky nymph named Maia (mecan-
ing “old mother, grandmother, foster-mother, old nurse, or mid-
wife”; but also a certain large kind of crab). In a cave he had been
born, at dawn; and toddling forth from his cradle before noon, he
had chanced—or had seemed to chance—at the entrance of the
cave upon a tortoise (an early animal symbol of the universe),
which he broke up and fashioned into a lyre, to which at noon he
beautifully sang. That evening he stole Apollo’s cattle, and to ap-
pease the god gave him the lyre, which Apollo passed to his own
son Orpheus (Figures 1 and 9). And, as the whole world knows,
the sound of that lyre in Orphcus’s hands stilled the animals of the
wilderness, moved trees and rocks, and cven charmed the lord of
the netherworld when the lover descended alive to the abyss to re-
cover Eurydice, his lost bride.

Now, as alrcady remarked in relation to the old Celtic god of
the boar of Figures 18, 20, and 21, the ultimate roots of the tree of
Celtic folklore and mythology rest deep in that megalithic culture
stratum of Western Europe that was contemporary and in trade
contact with the pre-Hellenic seafaring civilizations of Crete and
Mycenae of which Poseidon was a mighty god, and from which the
basically non-Homeric, Dionysian-Orphic strains of classical myth
and ritual derived.® There is therefore an actual, archaeologically
documented, family relationship to be recognized between the
mythic harpists of the Celtic otherworld and thosc of the Orphic
and Gnostic mysteries. Furthermore, as remarked in Primitive My-
thology,5" there is evidence as well of a generic kinship of the
classical mystery cults not only with the grandiose Egyptian mythic
complex of that dying god Osiris and the Mesopotamian of Tam-
muz, but also with those widely distributed primitive myths and
rites of the sacrificed youth or maiden (or, more vividly, the young
couple ritually killed embracing in a sacramental love-death),*8
whose flesh, consumed in cannibal communion, typifies the mys-
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tery of that Being beyond duality that lives partitioncd in us all.
The same idea is expresscd mythologically in the Indian account,
quoted in QOriental Mythology, of the first being, the Self, which, in
the beginning, swelled, split into malc and female, and so, beget-
ting on itself all the creatures of this world, became this world.™

The Indian god who is equivalent to Poseidon, and so to the
Irish sea-god Manannan, is Shiva, who, as already seen, bears in his
right hand the trident and in the Christian version of the nether-
world is the Devil. He is known as the “Lord of Beasts” (pasu-
pati),® also as the “Player of the Lyre” (vina-dhara); is, more-
over, a phallic god and, as lord of the lingam-yoni symbol, often
shown united in one body with his goddess, she the left side, he the
right. Gottfried’s metaphor of Tristan-Isolt as the two whose being
is one is thus in India a familiar icon of the mystery of non-duality.
Hermes, too, is both lord of the phallus and male and female at
once. The word ‘“hermaphrodite” (Hermes-Aphrodite) points to
this secret of his nature. And with the goddess Aphrodite, of course,
the inevitable associate is her child, the winged huntsman with his
very dangerous bow: Roman Cupid, Greck Eros—the boy on the
dolphin. Aphrodite too was born of the sea. And she is the con-
sort, furthermore, of the cver-dying, cver-reborn god gored by the
boar, whose celestial sign is the waning and waxing moon: the lord
of the magic of night. So that Tristan, master of the arts of the
hunt, as well as of music and all tongues, carried with him to
Cornwall the powers of these gods.

To Mark he was to be as the young year to the old, or as David
to Saul (Figure 2). He was the young god destined to supplant the
old in possession of the queen, who in the ritual lore of the old
Bronze Age tradition was symbolic of the land, the realm, the uni-
verse itself, and in the language of the later Hellenistic mystery
cults became the guide and symbol of the interior kingdom of the
soul: that rcalm of the spirit which can be found and fertilized
only through death, humiliation, and a submission of the solar
principle of rational sclf-reliant consciousness to the song, the
sleep-song, of the interior abyss where the two—the male and
female—become one (Figure 3, at Station 11). We may think also
of those bull-bodied harps that were found in the royal tombs of
Ur, the music they sang of the harmony of the universe, and the
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love-death there celebrated of thc goddess and god of the deep:
Inanna and Dumuzi-absu, Ishtar and Tammuz. '

There is the fragment of an episodc from a lost, early version of
the Tristan legend prescrved in a Welsh triad, which opens a fresh
prospect into the mythological background of Tristan in relation to
Isolt, as follows:

Trystan son of Tallwch, disguised as a swineherd,
Tended the pigs of Marc son of Mcirchyon
While the [true] swineherd went with a message to Esyllt.®®

One discovers here, first, that the father of the hero is named
not Rivalin but Tallwch. Tracing the history of the legend back
through its Breton, Cornish, Welsh, and Irish phases, the leading
Celtic scholar of thc last century, Dr. H. Zimmer,* discovered
that in the Pictish marshlands of southern Scotland, from the sixth
to ninth centurics A.D., there had actually been a reigning series of
kings named Drustan altcrnating with a series named Talorc, of
which the member reigning from 780 to 785 was the Drustan
son of Talorc of the earliest—and now forever lost—version of our
legend.®® Drustan son of Talorc became, in Walcs, Trystan son of
Tallwch, and the name Rivalin was substitutcd only when the ro-
mance reached Brittany after c¢. 1000, where it reccived its final
form.

The episode of the lover, masquerading as Mark’s swineherd,
sending his message by the real swincherd to Mark’s queen, which
is othcrwise unknown to the Tristan cycle, suggests very strongly
the legend, registered in Primitive Mythology, of the abduction of
Persephone to the netherworld by Hades, where it is told that a
herd of swine went down too, when the earth opencd to reccive
her.®t Significantly, the name of the swincherd of that lost herd
was Ebouleus, “Giver of Good Counsel,” an appellation of Hadcs
himself; and, as Frazer in The Golden Bough points out, Perseph-
one, in her animal aspect, was a pig.%® Or again: in thc Odyssey
there is that episode of the magic islc of Circe, who, when she re-

* As noted in Occidental Mythology, p. 38, H. Zimmer (1851-1910) is
not to be confused with his son of the same name, the distinguished San-
skritist, Heinrich Zimmer (1890-1943), whom 1 have cited in Oriental
Mythology. To prevent confusion, I designate the elder as H. Zimmer and
the younger as-Heinrich Zimmer.
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turned Odysseus’s men to their former shapes (and they were
younger and fairer than before), took Odysseus to her bed, after
which she led him to the netherworld, where he met and talked
with—among others of the living dead—the male-female sage
Tiresias (once again Figure 3, Station 11). In the general body of
Celtic folklore the classical legend of the pig-goddess-guide to the
mysteries beyond the plane of death is matched by the Irish folk-
tale, retold in Primitive Mythology and noted a few pages back, of
the Daughter of the King of the Land of Youth whose head was
the head of a pig. When she appeared on earth and attached her-
self to Finn McCool’s son Ossian, he kissed the pig’s head away
and became the King of the Land of Youth.%

Gottfried’s vision of Tristan as a wild boar ravaging King
Mark’s bed, the Welsh triad of his role as Mark’s pretended swine-
herd, and the legend of the scar on his thigh all point in the same
direction: to his derivation ultimately from the Celtic-megalithic
god of the boar with the eyes of the Great Mother engraved along
either side (Figure 18), who, as lord of the wilderness, the under-
world, and the vital force of nature, was also king of the Land be-
low Waves and the music-master of its spell.

But, on the other hand, King Mark appears to have been associ-
ated with a totally different mythic context, as contrary as the day
to night, or as the world of fine clothes and horses to that of harp-
ing, fiddling, singing, and the lore of love and the moon. For
whereas Tristan, as we have just seen, was originally a Pictish, pre-
Celtic king of a Bronze Age matrilineal folk—possibly with mem-
ories of ritual regicide not distant in its past—and whereas Queen
Isolt, as a legendary daughter of pre-Celtic Ireland, of the breed
somewhat of Queen Meave,*” was likewise of a matriarchal line;
King Mark—known also, in Wales, as Eochaid—seems to have
been a Celtic king of Cornwall of about the period of Drustan/
Tristan (c. 780-785 A.p.), whose legend, on entering Wales some
time before the year 1000, became combined with that of the other
two—in a relation generally comparable to that of the Celtic war-
rior-prince Ailill to Queen Meave.

His name, Marc, is understood usually as an abridgment of the
Latin Marcus, from the name of the war-god Mars. It may also
bear some relation, however. to the Middle High German marc,
meaning “war-horse,” Welsh march, old Irish morc or margg,
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“stallion or steed”; and this alternative is supported by his other
Celtic name, Eochaid, which is related to the old Irish ech, Latin
equus, meaning “horse.” Moreover, in one old French version of
the romance (by the continental Norman poet Béroul, c. 1195-
1205 a.p.) we find the following startling statement:

Marc a orelles de cheval,

“Mark has horses’ ears.” % And with this we are suddenly dropped
into an extremely suggestive vortex of both mythological and high
historical associations.

v. Moon Bull and Sun Steed

We think first of the classical legend of King Midas, who had
ass’s ears and whose touch turned everything, including his daugh-
ter, into gold, the metal of the sun; recall, too, that the leaders of
the Anglo-Saxon invasion of Britain (c. 450 A.p.) were Hengest
and Horsa, both of which names are from Germanic nouns meaning
“horse.” Figure 26 is a bronze solar disk ornamented with a gold

Figure 26. Bronze Solar Horse and Car; Denmark, c. 1000 B.C.
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Figure 27. Sun Steed and Eagle; France, Gallo-Roman Period

design of spirals, set on wheels of bronze, and with a bronze steed
before it, found at Trundholm, Nordseeland, Denmark (whence
Hengest and Horsa came ), and usually dated c. 1000 B.C.; while in
Figure 27 are a couple of late Gaulish coins showing horses, each
with an eagle (sun-bird) on its back, and in one the horse has the
head of a man. We know that annually in Rome in October a
horse was sacrificed to Mars, and that at midsummer both Celts and
Germans sacrificed horses. In Aryan India the high “horse sacri-
fice” (asva-medha) was a rite reserved for kings, where, as seen in
Oriental Mythology,®® the noble animal was identified not only
with the sun but also with the king in whose name the rite was to
be celebrated; whose queen then had to enact in a pit a ritual of sim-
ulated intercourse with the immolated horse: all of which gave to
her spouse the status of a solar king whose light should illuminate
the earth. And, more remotely, there is the kindred legend of the
birth of the beloved Japanese prince Shotoku (573-621 A.D.)
while his mother was inspecting the palace precincts. “When she
came to the Horse Department and had just come to the door of
the stables, she was suddenly delivered of him without effort.” ™

It is almost certain, in the light of these facts, that the associa-
tion of King Mark with a horse, and even horse’s ears, testifies to
an original involvement of his image in a context of royal solar
rites, the warrior rites of those Celtic Aryans who, with their male-
oriented patriarchal order, overran in the course of the first millen-
nium B.C. the old Bronze Age world of the Mother Goddess and
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mother-right. The composition of the coin of Figure 27 in which a
human-headed horse leaps over a bull as the sun leaps over the
earth suggests the relationship of the two orders of the conquerors
and conquered in that early Celtic heroic age; and when these fig-
ures are compared with those of Pablo Picasso’s “Guernica” (Fig-
ure 28), where a horse and its rider lie shattered and a bull stands
mighty and whole, the beginning and end are seen illustrated, in a
remarkably consistent way, of the long majestic day in Europe of
the conquering cavalier and his mount.

Oswald Spengler, in his final published work, Years of the Deci-
sion (published 1933), delineated in two bold paragraphs the
whole reach of this great day, of which we are now in the twilight
hour:

In the course of world history, there have been two great rev-
olutions in the manner of waging war produced by sudden in-
creases in mobility. The first occurred in the early centuries of
the first millennium B.c., when, somewhere on the broad plains
between the Danube and Amur rivers, the riding horse ap-

ared. Mounted hosts were vastly superior to men afoot.* The
riders could appear and disappear before a defense or pursuit
could be assembled. It was in vain that populations, from the
Atlantic to the Pacific, supplemented their foot forces with
mounted contingents of their own: the latter were hindered in
maneuvers by the footmen. Nor were the Chinese and Roman
empires saved by the building of walls and moats: such a wall
as can be seen to this day cutting half across Asia; or such as
the Roman limes recently discovered in the Syro-Arabian desert.
It was impossible to send an assembled army out from behind
such barriers quickly enough to break up a surprise attack. The
settled agrarian, peasant populations of the Chinese, Indian,
Roman, Arabian, and West European spheres were, time and
again, overwhelmed, in helpless terror, by swarms of Parthians,

* “And to war-chariots as well, which could be employed only in battle
and were of no use on the march. Chariots first appeared about a thousand
years earlier than the mounted horse, in the same area, and, wherever em-
ployed, were invincible on contemporary battlefields: in China and India,
shortly after 1500 B.C.; in the Near East somewhat earlier, and in the Hel-
lenic sphere shortly after 1600. Soon they were in service everywhere, but
disappeared when mounted troops came into general use—even when the
latter were employed only as special auxiliaries to forces afoot.” (Spengler’s
note.)
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Huns, Scythians, Mongols, and Turks. Cavalry and peasantry, it
is apparent, are in spirit irreconcilable. It was in this way, to
their superior speed, that the hosts of Jenghis Khan owed their
victories.

The second decisive transformation, we are witnessing at this
very hour in the displacement of the horse by the “horse power”
of our Faustian technology. As late as through the [First] World
War there hung about the famous old West European cavalry
regiments an atmosphere of knightly pride, daring adventure
and heroism, which greatly surpassed that of any other military
arm. These had been, for centuries, true Vikings of the land.
They came to represent more and more—much more than the in-
fantries of the general armies—the true sense of vocation of the
dedicated soldier’s life and military career. In the future all this
will change. Indeed, the airplane and tank corps have already
taken their place, and mobility has been carried with these be-
yond the limits of organic possibility to the inorganic range of
the machine: of (so to say) personal machines, however, which,
in contrast to the impersonality of the machine-gun fire of the
trenches of the [First] World War, now will again challenge the
spirit of personal heroism to great tasks.

In Picasso’s “Guernica,” the glaring electric bulb is the only sign
of the new order of power and life by which the old is being de-
stroyed: the old, of the barnyard bull and the warhorse, peasantry
and cavalry. The shattered steed, the once conquering vehicle of
the day of history now ending, appears to have been pierced by the
lance of its own rider, as well as gored by the bull. The lance
wound is a reference, obviously, to civil war: the Spanish Civil
War of 1936-1939, during the course of which, in April 1937,
the Basque town of Guernica was bombed. But the Basque race
and language are pre-Aryan. They represent, thus, like Drustan’s
Picts, a period of history antecedent to the day and people of the
horse. They typify and represent even to this present hour the pa-
tient spirit of those long, toiling millenniums of the entry into Eu-
rope and establishment there of its basic peasant population: when
the myths and rites of the sacrificial bull—symbolic of the ever-
dying, self-resurrecting lord of the tides of life, whose celestial sign
is the moon—were the life-supporting forms of faith and prayer.
In the bull ring, from which Picasso took his imagery, the old worn-
out picador-horse is gored by the bull, but the bull itself is then
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slain by a solar weapon—the sword of the matador, who is clothed
in a garment called ‘“‘the garment of light.” In Picasso’s work there
is no such avenger: the enigmatic bull still stands. The day of the
cavalier is ended; and tracing back now through the centuries, to
identify the symbolic moments of its beginning, culmination, cli-
macteric, and dissolution, we may number the stages of this cul-
ture period as follows:

1. The long, general period represented by the coins of Figure
27, of the pagan Aryan beginnings of what today is Occidental civ-
ilization: the centuries, first, of the Celtic (Hallstatt and La Téne)
expansions, raids, and invasions, c¢. 900-15 B.c., and then, of the
rise and world empire of pagan Rome, c. 400 B.c.—400 A.D.™

2. The very dark, at first, but then brightening years of the
Christian Middle Ages: first of the forceful conversion and imme-
diate collapse of the Roman Empire in Europe (Theodosius the
Great, 379-395 A.D.); next of the saints of Christian Ireland,
maintaining a dim yet steady light while on the Continent the rav-
ages of the pagan Germanic wars and plunderings were augmented
by the works of riding Asiatic Huns and African Moors (the dark
ordeals of this stage endured from the sixth to the ninth centu-
ries); ™ the beginnings of improvement, then, among the Franks,
Lombards, and Saxons, emanating largely from the palace school
(but also the weaponry) of Charlemagne (Holy Roman Emperor,
800-814 A.D.); and then—at last!—with the fall of Moorish
Toledo in the year 1085 and the preaching ten years later of the
First Crusade, the sudden flowering of the golden age of European
courtesy and amor, theology, cathedrals, and knighthood on ad-
venture: that age par excellence of chivalry and the mounted steed,
of which the paragons for all time must be the knights and ladies
fair of King Mark’s and Arthur’s courts.

But now, passing the noon of that day of the mounted steed,
and moving onward toward a later time when gunpowder and can-
nons will have given the advantage to men afoot, we ask:

3. who that strange silhouette against the setting sun might be,
riding tall and lean, picador-like, on a tall, lean, knobby-kneed
horse, with a short, round second figure trotting now beside, now
after, on a donkey. Why none other, indeed, than Don Quixote, in
his patched armor, on Rozinante, his “Horse of Yore”: the Knight
of the Rueful Countenance, about 1605 A.D., riding to adventure
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on the dusty plane of La Mancha with his portly squire Sancho
Panza, “poor in purse and poor in brains,” loyally behind! As Or-
tega y Gasset has remarked in his Meditations on Quixote: “Don
Quixote, in a certain way, is the sad parody of a more divine and
serene Christ: he is a Gothic Christ, torn by the modern anguish; a
ridiculous Christ of our own neighborhood, created by a sorrowful
imagination, which has lost its innocence and its will and is striv-
ing to replace them. . . .®*

“Don Quixote stands at the intersection where two worlds meet,
forming a beveled edge,” he writes again: the two worlds, on the
one hand, of poetic aspiration and spiritual adventure, and, on the
other, empirical reality, “the anti-poetic per se.” 7

“Cervantes looks at the world,” Ortega states, “from the height
of the Renaissance. The Renaissance has tightened things. .
With his physics Galileo lays down the stern laws that govern the
universe. A new system has begun; everything is confined within
stricter forms. Adventures are impossible in this new order of
things. . . .7

“Another characteristic of the Renaissance,” Ortega then adds,
however,

is the predominance acquired by the psychological. . . . The
Renaissance discovers the inner world in all its vast extension,
the me ipsum, the consciousness, the subjective. The novel Don
Quixote is the flower of this great new turn that culture takes. In
it the epic comes to an end forever, along with its aspiration to
support a mythical world bordering on that of material phenom-
ena but different from it. . . . The reality of the adventure is
reduced to the psychological, perhaps even to a biological hu-
mor. It is real insofar as it is a vapor from a brain, so that its
reality is that of its opposite, the material. . . .

Regarded for itself, in a direct way, reality, the actual, would
never be poetic: that is the privilege of the mythical. But we can
consider it obliquely, as destructive of the myth, as criticism of
the myth. In this manner reality, which is of an inert and mean-
ingless nature, quiet and mute, acquires movement, is changed
into an active power of aggression against the crystal orb of the
ideal. The enchantment of the latter broken, it falls into fine,
iridescent. dust, which loses gradually its colors until it becomes
an earthy brown.””
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And with this we are brought to our terminal stage, namely:

4. The present, of Picasso’s shattered horsc and the broken,
hollow rider: T. S. Eliot’s The Waste Land and “The Hollow
Men.” For by the middle of the nineteenth century, threc centurics
after Galilco, Quixote, and Shakespcare’s Hamlet (“To be, or not
to be . . .”), not only had the motions of lifc become reduced to
mechanistic formulas, but even those of the mind and will were on
the point of being so interpreted. In Ortega’s words, once again:

The natural sciences bascd on detcrminism conquered the field
of biology during the first decades of the nincteenth century.
Darwin believed he had succecded in imprisoning life—our last
hope—within physical necessity. Life is reduced to mere matter,
physiology to mechanics. The human organism, which seemed
an independent unit, capable of acting by itself, is placed in its
physical environment likc a figure in a tapestry. It is no longer
the organism that moves but thc cnvironment that is moving
through it. Our actions are no more than rcactions. There is no
freedom, no originality. To live is to adapt oneself; to adapt
oneself is to allow the material environment to penetratc into us,
to drive us out of ourselves. Adaptation is submission and re-
nunciation. Darwin sweeps heroes off the face of the carth.™

And so it is that, in this dismal scene of mechanized cities of
“adjusted” automatons, the age arrives, as Ortega states, of the
roman expérimental of Zola and the rest.

The subject matter is still man, but since man is no longer the
agent of his acts but is moved by the environment in which he
lives, thc novel will look to the representation of the cnviron-
ment. The cnvironment is the only protagonist. People speak of
evoking the “atmosphere.” Art submits to onc rule: verisimil-
itude . . . : the beautiful is what is probable and the truc lies
only in physics. The aim of the novel is physiology.™

With the conditioned-reflex experiments on dogs of the Russian
physiologist Ivan Petrovich Pavlov (1848-1936) % and the ap-
plication of his methods to the study and control of human think-
ing and behavior,* psychology itself became a department of
mechanics. The last dark cavern of retreat of Schopcnhauer’s “in-
telligible character” of the individual was about to become wholly
illuminated by a laboratory lamp, and the old Germanic sense of
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destiny as wyrd, an irreversible process of becoming from within, *
reduced to an clectrician’s diagram of afferent and efferent nerves;
so that what romantics still were attributing to some vague force,
felt to be divine, within, was actually to be analyzed as a property
of matter, no less and no more mysterious or divine than what
goes on within the carburctor and cylinders of one’s car. In the
words of an American master of this ultimate field of nineteenth-
century scicnce:

There are common factors running through all forms of hu-
man acts. In each adjustment there is always both a response or
act and a stimulus or situation which calls out that response.
Without going too far beyond our facts, it seems possible to say
that the stimulus is always provided by the cnvironment, ex-
ternal to the body, or by the movements of man’s own muscles
and the secretions of his glands; finally, that the responses al-
ways follow relatively immecdiately upon the presentation of the
stimulus. These are rcally assumptions, but they seem to be
basal oncs for psychology. . . . If we provisionally accept
them we may say that the goal of psychological study is the as-
certaining of such data and laws that, given the stimulus, psy-
chology can predict what the response will be; or, on the other
hand, given the response, it can specify the nature of the effec-
tive stimulus.” 82

Little wonder, then, if in Picasso’s apocalyptic “Guernica” the
fallen broken hero is revcaled as a hollow statuc and his pierced
Rozinante a strange thing of papier-maché. The dead child of the
pieta at the left is a doll, and the entire canvas, for all its great size
(11 feet, 6 inches, by 28 fect, 8 inches), suggests a puppet stage:
the only centers of possible life being the heads and mouths, with
their flashing tongues, of the bull, the mother, and the screaming
horse, plus the tails of the two beasts, thc mother’s hair, and the
modest flower at the fallen hero’s right hand. The other mouths are
without tongue. Even the flames are unrcal of the ecstatic (falling
or rising?) woman at the right. The figurcs are two-dimensional
cut-outs, without depth, as we all are now supposed to be in this
self-moving machine world: merc masks of nothing beyond.

This seems to many to be an exclusively modern way of con-
ceiving of the universe and mankind. However, in the long per-

* Supra, pp. 121-22 and 138-40; also, p. 194.
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spective that has been opencd to our view by the scholarship of
comparative world mythology, it must be recognized that it actu-
ally was anticipated, together with its moral implications, in the
absolutely impersonal, mathematical space-time cosmology and
associated social order of thosc priestly watchers of the skies of the
old Sumerian temple cities (fourth millennium B.C.), from whosc
heaven-oriented gaze and related cerebrations the world has re-
ceived all the basic elements of archaic high civilization: calendric
astronomy, mathematics, writing, and monumecntal symbolic ar-
chitecture; the idea of a moral order of the universe, made known
by way of the features of the night sky, with the waning and wax-
ing moon its focal sign (the rhythmically dying and reappearing
lunar bull, whosc light is for three nights dark), and, subordinate to
this, the moral order and symbolic ritcs of the hicratic pricstly
state, with its symbolic king and court enacting, as well as cnforc-
ing, here on earth the order of death in life and life in death made
known aloft. We have discussed all this at length in the earlier vol-
umes of this scries: in Primitive Mythology, pages 144—-69 and
404-60; in Oriental Mythology, throughout; and in Occidental
Mythology, pages 9-92. There can now be nothing new to us
about it, or surprising.

However, what I do find surprising, and cannot help pausing a
moment to remark, is the fact that in the tortured figures of Picas-
so’s masterpicce (and he surely knew what he was doing—as will
appear on a later pagc) what we are contemplating is a constel-
lation of perfectly traditional mythological symbols, arranged in
such a way as to bear to us in their silent speech (whether intended
or not by the artist) a message still in perfect concord with the
spirit and lore of thc old Sumcrian lunar bull: “That One,” as we
read in the Indian Shatapatha Brahmana, “who is the Death on
whom our life depends. . . . He is one as he is there, but many as
he is in his children here.” #

In Occidental Mythology there is an illustration (Figurc 16.
page 55) in which the old Sumerian bearded moon bull is shown
with the sun bird perched on his back biting into his flank. The
bull is unconcerned, as here in Picasso’s piece. Morcover, the
flames emanating from the knee joints of the earlier symbolic beast
have their counterpart in the flamelike spike pointing backward
from the right forcknee of the “Guernica” bull. And further, since
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the mountain peak above which the old Sumerian lunar bull
stands represents the mountain body of the Mother Goddess
Earth, whose child is that ever-dying, self-resurrecting god that is
in substance onc with his father (and so, is “the bull,” as they
say, “of his own mother”),* symbolically, in traditional terms of
which Picasso surely was aware, the bull and pieta of his “Guer-
nica” correspond precisely to the moon bull and world-mountain
of the old Sumerian icon. The dead child is the living god in the
oxymoron of his death: the Christ of the sacrifice, who in the
Gnostic view (as we have scen) is the living substance of us all.
And the scene, then, of the gored horse in the central, triangular
field—illuminated by the hand-held lamp, which intervenes below
the higher light—is the scenc of this dear death that is our bitter
life, where, as we rcad in the Bhagavad Gita: “Even as a person
casts off worn-out clothes and puts on others that are new, what is
embodied casts off worn-out bodies and enters into others that arc
new.” 8

The hollow hero of Picasso’s vision and the torn body of his pa-
per horse contrast calamitously with the young, naive, life-willing
and -daring hero-symbols of the early European pagan coins. The
bird of prey, the sun bird riding on the back of the prancing steed,
has become, in the late work, a broken, screaming pigeon. The
most obvious thing to say is that the initiative in shaping history
and the destiny of man has passed from the cavalier and his civili-
zation; and that a great, a very great culture cycle has therewith
terminated—whether we like it or not.

Picasso’s enigmatic bull, unharmed, has eyes of two perspec-
tives. The eye in the center of the brow is at that point at which in
Indian art the eyc of time-transcending vision opens, to recognize
in the passing forms of this world the mere shadow-play of that
inevitable, bitter yet bitter-sweet round that James Joyce, in Fin-
negans Wake, has dubbed ‘“thc Here-we-are-again Gaicties”:8¢
the bull-god Shiva’s cruel, ccstatic, unremitting, everlastingly repet-
itive Dance of the Burning Ground. And the other eye, beneath the
pricked ear, is apparently rcgarding—as the ear is heeding—the
catastrophe of the day: the day, that is to say, of the witness of the
picture; for its focus, certainly, is on us. Worth noticing also is the
fact that the nostrils of both this bull and the sacrificial horse, as
well as the eyes of both the wailing mother and the flaming figure
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at the right, suggest the well-known yang and yin elements of the
Chinese symbol of the ineluctable, ever-revolving light-and-dark

Way and law of naturc, the Tao: 0 .57 The rays from

the glaring bulb are dark as well as light. So too is the body of the
dove—which, in contrast to the solar eagle riding the backs of the
conquering stecds of the Gallo-Roman coins, suggests the suffer-
ing, complaining, as opposed to the active, aggressivc, energetic,
side of the yin-yang polarity. Meanwhilc the Graces three—those
thrce women at the right, participating with surprise and anguish in
the scene, as though it were not an already well-known passage of
their own oft-repeated choreography—are without tongues. They
are in the place here of Silent Thalia at the base of Gafurius’s scale
of the Music of thc Spheres (Figure 13), at the top of which—
above that blazing bulb, as the mystai of Figure 11 are above the
blazing sun door—they would have been revealed in their supernal
aspect, in that dance before the lord of light of which this scene
below is but a reflex in Plato’s shadow cave.

Picasso’s bull, likc the serpent of Gafurius’s design, is thus the
vehicle of the appearance of an eternal present in the field of pass-
ing time: future, present, past. Standing in the posture of the world-
father bull of the old Sumerian archetype, beyond the triangle of
the lesser light, within which the tragedy of the pierced horse ap-
pears, he elevates us, through his two eyes, to that higher sphere,
where his horns suggest the balanced crescents of the waning, but
then waxing, moon. And finally, we notc that the floral element of
Gafurius’s design, represented blooming in the vase of the im-
mortal water above, has here its counterpart in thec modest flower
blooming by the clenched hand of the broken hollow hero and bent
right foreknee of his steed.

Of Picasso’s treatment of traditional symbolic forms there will
be more to say in our last chapter. Alrcady obvious here, however,
is the power of his art to capture and inflect anew the multifarious
ambiguities of their silent specch. His choicc of black and white
for this masterwork, and its setting, at once indoors and out, sug-
gest immediately the shadow play of Plato’s cave. The door at the
extreme right is ajar; a wall is omitted at the lcft; the window at
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the upper right opens to a void, a light void, whereas the void with-
in the steed is black; so also, that within the hollow man. . . .

In Schopcnhauer’s paper “On an Apparent Intention in the Fate
of the Individual” it has been asked whether in such an over-
whelming event, for cxample, as that herc depicted by Picasso
there could be any possibility whatsoever of detecting an accord
between the outer circumstance and inward character of the indi-
viduals involved. Picasso’s figure of the hollow man suggests
strongly that there might. Moreover, since all the other elements of
his scene arc well-known classical symbols of the play of a secret
will in the general course of temporal event—death itself, howcver
it may come, being of the essence, part and parcel, of each man’s
life, to which he must be reconciled if he is to penetrate beyond the
monstrous show of things to what the poet Robinson Jeffers
termed the “Tower beyond Tragedy”—it is cvident that here, as in
all truly tragic art (as opposcd to critical caricature), there is im-
plied an affirmation in depth of this world in being, eithcr exactly
as it is or as it might be taught to become.

The latter is the way of the historic hero, hero of a day: the
knight riding on crusade, the bombardicr in his planc. The whole
history of a culture—briefly told—is a function of its incidence of
heroes of this kind, tried and true; as in this European cycle of the
four stages of a day fulfilled which we have identificd schemati-
cally as: 1. the dawn—in the Celtic Aryan pagan coin, with its
steed overlcaping the bull, representing the young and barbarous
beginning; 2. the forenoon, of the courtly world of King Mark (or,
alternately, Arthur), at that supremc period of flowcring of the
Europcan creative imagination when, as Henry Adams saw, the
moment of thc apogee of spirituality was attained (1150-1250);
then 3. the post meridian of Don Quixote (1605), when the will to
the ideal, though still there, was no longer a match for the force of
matter; and finally 4. thc Angelus hour of Picasso’s “Guernica”
and Wagner’s Twilight of the Gods.

But there is another type of heroism as well; namely, of the son
of the abyss, Dumuzi-absu: not the warhorse, but the cver-dying,
self-resurrecting son, who is “th¢ bull of his own mother,” and
whose sign is the orb not of day but of night, whose world is not of
history but of nature and its mystery—naturc without and nature
within: as in Wagner’s music of the all-resuming waters at the cnd
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of his cycle of The Ring, or that of the soaring second act of his
Tristan, where the lovers together—“Heart to heart and lip to
lip”—curse the day with its deceits:

Daylight phantoms!
Morning visions!
Empty and vain!
Away! Begone!

vi. The Legend of the Fair Isolt

THE POISONED WOUND

Figure 29 is another of the Chertsey tiles. At the left Prince
Morold the Mighty, maternal uncle of Isolt, has come from Ire-

Figure 29. Morold Wounds Tristan
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land to claim from the nobles of Mark’s court sixty of their sons.
There is here an echo of the legend of the youths and maidens re-
quired of Athens to feed the Cretan Minotaur. Morold has arrived
as the emissary of King Gurmun the Gay of Dublin, scion of a
northwest African house, who, having conquered Ireland many
years before and there married Morold’s sister, turned upon Corn-
wall and imposed this cruel tax. Gurmun is the Minos of this leg-
end. His daughter, Isolt, bearing the same name as her mother, is
to be its Ariadne, and Tristan (at the right), its hero Theseus.
At the time of the previous tribute collection, Tristan had not
yet appeared from the sea. But he is now a knight without peer.
Having challenged to single combat the seasoned fighting man
from Ireland, he is receiving on his left thigh a stroke from the ene-
my’s poisoned sword.

“How now?” yelled Morold. “Will you give up?” He wheeled
his charger and, on guard, continued shouting through his helm.
“Think fast! No doctor now can save you, but only my sister
Isolt. That wound, unless I help, will be your death.” 8

Figure 30 shows Tristan’s answer. “He delivered a buffet on the
helm” states Gottfried, “and went so deeply through that when he
pulled the weapon out, his tug left a piece of blade in the skull,
—which in due time would bring him into the greatest jeopardy and
distress.” 8°

In the earlier Norman French version of the legend by Thomas
of Britain, Gottfried’s source, the two champions met on a joust-
ing field; in Gottfried, however, they battled on an islet off the
Cornish coast, to which they and their mounts were conveyed in
skiffs. Morold stepped into one, leading with him his charger, took
up the oar, and ferried himself across. ““‘And when he came,” we
read, “to the islet, he beached the boat and made it fast, quickly
mounted, gripped his lance in hand, and across the isle went gallop-
ing most elegantly. His charges were as easy and playful as for a
game.” °° And the young Tristan, eighteen, also unbeaten up to
then, was standing at the bow of his own skiff, bidding God’s grace
to his uncle. “Be not anxious for me and my life. Let us leave
it all in God’s hands,” he said and, pushing off, paddled, likewise
with his mount aboard, to the isle.

It is amusing to remark that in the figures on the Chertsey tiles,
where Tristan is attacking, the lion of his shield rears forward,
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Figure 30. Tristan Slays Morold

but when attacked, its back is turned. This animal is the Lion of
Anjou, emblem of the royal house of England at the time of the
Norman poet Thomas. Gottfried, on the other hand, gives Tris-
tan’s emblem as a black boar. “The shield,” he states, “‘having
been burnished to a splendid gloss, enough for a new mirror,
there was a boar inlaid upon it, masterly and well, as sable-black
as coal.” ®* But the boar, as we have amply seen, was the sacri-
ficial beast proper to such mysteries of the netherworld as those
to which Tristan now was to be consigned, whereas the lion, the
Kingly solar beast, was of the sphere, rather, of Mark. Though
closely following Thomas for the main lines of his story, Gottfried
apparently recognized the preferability of the boar; and he added,
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furthermore, the sign of an arrow engraved on Tristan's helm:
“Love’s prophecy,” as he tells us, “which, however long he might
be spared, was to be well verified by what Love, in time, would
do to him.” 92

The lamentations in Ireland, when the carved-up beheaded
body and head of the champion Morold arrived, were great;

but the grief [states Gottfried] of his sister, Queen Isolt, sur-
passed all: her anguish and her weeping. She and her daughter
(as women will, you know), completely abandoned themselves
to every kind of torment, seizing upon this dead man as an oc-
casion purely for keening, that the grief in their hearts should be
increased. They kissed his head, and they kissed those hands by
which peoples and lands had been conquered. The gash in his
skull they scrutinized this way and that, closely, disconsolately,
until presently the wise, discerning queen became aware of the
piece of metal. She sent for a little pair of tweezers, and with
these reached in, drew the piece of metal out. Then she and her
daughter studied this, with sobbing and with anguish, and at
last, together, took it up and laid it by in a casket—where, in
due time, it was to bring Tristan to real trouble.?

So that again, as by chance, the course of destiny has been set
by incidents of an external, unlikely kind: an exchange of tokens
of death, yet heralding love and the opening of its way.

Richard Wagner’s theme of the death potion was developed
from this base. In his radically abridged version of the romance
—commencing at the much later scene of the love potion aboard
ship—the earlier adventures, meetings, and preparations, which in
the twelfth and thirteenth centuries had occupied nearly half the
plot, were dramatically reduced to a dozen or so passionately
sung lines in the first act: as where Kurvenal, in a taunting ballad,
insults Isolde with an account of Morold’s death—who, according
to Wagner’s reconstruction, had been her betrothed, not her
uncle.

For on Wagner’s stage there was neither time nor place for the
gradual unfoldment of a subtle psychological epic. By transposing
Isolde’s relationship to the man Tristan had killed, the composer
contrived to intensify and to motivate convincingly the ambiva-
lence of her’dangerously irritable sentiments, and so to compress
into a single ardent scene the whole force of that mounting agony
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of hate-against-love which was to culminate in her baffled, des-
perate resolve to implicate the object of her passion in a covenant
neither of love nor of a lifelong renunciation of love in the fellow-
ship and service of King Mark, but of death—right there, on the
surging sea. And lo! The drink they had thought was to be
their death, was of love.

In contrast, in all the carlier versions the potion was drunk by
accident, not as a death potion, but as wine. For the symbolic
passage through death’s door had already been taken carc of in a
series of adventures treating of the cure of Tristan’s wound, and
Isolt’s resentment over the murder had already been so assuaged
that she and Tristan could chat about it lightly during their voy-
age to King Mark. Indecd, the sentiments of the gifted, bcautiful
young couple were of unawakened virginal innocence; whereas
Wagner filled his art with the magic of his own hardly innocent
rapture in the wife, Mathilde, of his friend and benefactor Otto
Wesendonck. In her arms he wished to die.

Furthermore, in Wagner’s mind the philosophies of Schopen-
hauer and the Buddha were at work; so that his art too had lost
its innocencc. Already the first strains of his Prelude release an
atmosphere of longing, irresolution, loneliness, and lust; and when
the curtain then rising reveals on the broad opera-deck of Tris-
tan’s ship (which has more the look, by the way, of a sixteenth-
century gallcon of Spain than of anything on the Irish Sea in the
early or late Middle Ages) Isolde and her maid Brangacne, the
opening sung lines floating down from the lone sailor’s chantey in
the rigging sound immediately thc mystic night-sea-voyage themc
of loss and passage toward a culmination unknown:

Westward strain the eyes,
Eastward the ship flies:

telling of a loss not only of home, but of mastery, and an irrcvers-
ible passage into what Wagner himself termed ‘“that most beauti-
ful of all dreams,” compulsive, passionate love—already anticipa-
tory of the end of the work and that great parting song of the love-
death, drowning and dissolving, at last, in the unconscious sea of
night—to the world-sigh of all things:

In dem wogenden Schwall,
in dem tonenden Schall,
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in des Welt Athems wehendem All—
—ertrinken,

versinken,

unbewusst,

hochste Lust!

The curtain falls on the last chord. And in the course of three
timeless hours everything that in the earlier master versions had
been presented lightly, at leisure, at length, and at a certain re-
move from reality (like the scenes and figures of a tapestry) has
been delivered, full force, in a triptych of swelling frames, where-
in—as Nietzsche declared of his great friend—Wagner indeed
proved himself to be “the Orpheus of life’s secret pain.”

“He creates most successfully,” Nietzsche wrote, “out of the
deepest depths of human delight, as it were from its alrcady emp-
tied chalice, where the bitterest, most unappetizing drops have run
together with the sweet—for good and for ill.” %+

THE RUDDERLESS BOAT

The bitter-sweet draft that Wagner pours as music through the
porches of our ears, Gottfried and the other poets of his day de-
livered silently to an inward sense, on the wings of mythic sym-
bols to which the windows of that period still were open. Figure
31, again from the Chertsey tiles, shows the wounded Tristan
magically voyaging in a rudderless boat, without oars, to the Ire-
land of Queen Isolt.

The place where the blow had struck [states Gottfried] emitted
such a fearful stench that his life now was a burden, his own
body repulsive to him; and he appreciated more and more the
import of Morold’s words. Further, he had often heard, in days
gone by, of the beauty and cunning of Morold’s sister; for in all
the neighboring lands in which her name was known, there was
a popular saying about her:

Isolt the Beautiful, Isolt the Wise:
She is radiant as dawn! 9°

In Thomas of Britain’s version the rotting, reeking hero begged
his friends to place him in a coracle, equipped only with his harp,
and in this floated wonderfully to Ireland; so that the same mar-
velous child who had been carried by storm to Cornwall, now, as a
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Figure 31. Tristan Afloat to Ireland

youth, was again borne by the tides. I would compare with this
the representation of Dionysus (Figure 32) from a sixth-century
B.C. Greek kylix, illustrating a myth known from a Homeric
hymn:

The god, we are told, was standing on a promontory in the
form of a youth in his first bloom, when Etruscan pirates put to
shore and, pouncing on the lad, bound and bore him off. But at
sea the bonds fell from his limbs, wine began pouring through the
ship, a grapevine burgeoned up the mast, and ivy curled about the
oarlocks. The youth, becoming a lion, roaring, tore the captain
apart, while the rest, leaping overboard, beccame dolphins.?®

We shall have more of Dionysus anon. Meanwhile, his twelfth-
century avatar, Tristan, resting trustfully on the bosom of those
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Figure 32. Dionysus in the Ship; 6th century B.C.

cosmic powers by which the movements of the heavens and all
things on earth are controlled, has been carried on the concord of
his Orphic-Irish harp, resounding to the music of the sca and
spheres, to that very Dublin Bay where Joyce’s hero Dedalus was
to go walking centuries later, questioning his heart as to whether
he would ever have the courage to entrust himself to life.
In Gottfried’s shaping of the legend, the altogether magical
theme of the unguided skiff has been discarded. Rejecting the lit-
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tle miracle, the poet tells more rationally of the miserable Tris-
tan’s friends taking him in a seaworthy craft to the mouth of Dub-
lin Bay and there, at night, setting him adrift in his skiff, a short way
off Sandymount Shore. And when morning dawned, as he writes:

When the folk of Dublin spied that rudderless little boat upon
the waves, orders were given to speed to it. An expedition went
out. And as they approached, unable still to see anybody within,
they all, to their hearts’ delight, heard a lovely harp, sweetly
sounding; and to that harp the voice of a man so pleasantly at
song that every one of them deemed this the most marvelous
greeting and adventurc. And as long as he harped and sang they
never stirred.®?

The sight and the stench of what they found within, garbed as a
minstrel, appalled them; yet for his song they bade him weclcome.
He declared he was from Spain. Having set to sea in a merchant
ship, according to his tale, he had been attacked by pirates,
wounded, and committed to this skiff, in which he had drifted now
some forty days and nights—the period of Christ’s ordeal and fast
in the desert.

THE PRETENDER

Tristan gave his name as Tantris and, when towed ashore, so
filled the city with the sweet strains of his song that all pressed
around to hear. A physician among them took him to his home,
where a priest of the palace, marveling at the talents of the youth
in music, languages, and courtesy as well, took pity and brought
him to the queen, who when she beheld him was overcome with
compassion.

“Oh!” she exclaimed, examining his leg. “You poor poor
minstrel! You are poisoned.”

The invalid feigned amazement.

“Now Tantris, have confidence that 1 am really going to mend
you. I shall be your doctor, myself,” she said; then asked if he
was strong enough to let her hear him play, and he replied that
nothing whatsoever could prevent him from doing—and doing
right well—anything she asked. The harp was sent for, and her
daughter as well, that she too might enjoy this prodigy.

“Love’s signet, she was,” states Gottfried, “by which his heart
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was to be scaled away and impounded from all the world, save
herself alone: beautiful Isolt. She entered. She paid very studious
attention to the one there harping away. And he played better
than he had ever played in his life.” **

However, that ugly slash on his thigh was emitting such an in-
supportable stench that in spite of the rapture of his music it was
more than anyonc present could stand to remain as much as an
hour in his vicinity. The queen presently spoke.

“Tantris, just as soon as we can bring it to the point that this
foul odor of yours is quenched and people can bear to be ncar
you, let me confide this young lady to your tecaching.”—Shades of
Abelard and Heloise!—“She has always worked diligently at her
books and music, and considering the time and opportunity she has
had for it, does rather well. I shall rcpay you with your life and with
your body in good health and of comely mien. Both to give and to
withhold arc in my hand.” #

One thinks of the Greck Medusa, the blood from whose left
side brought death, and from her right side, lifc.!™ For this
Queen TIsolt was indecd of the number of those mighty goddess
queens of the Celtic past who controlled the destinies and pow-
ers even of the gods. In Ireland, their reign has continued to the pres-
cnt. “Have you cver seen a fairy or such like?” the poet Yeats
asked an old man in County Sligo. “Amn’t I annoyed with them?”
was the answer. “Do the fishermen along herc know anything
of the mermaids?” he asked a woman in a village in County Dublin.
“Indeed, they don't like to sec them at all,” she answered, “for they
always bring bad weather.” '®* There’s little cause. then, for
wonder in the magic of the beautiful Dublin qucen Isolt of the
medieval Tristan legend: far more in the way she let compassion
veil her eyes to the identity of the trickster in her hands.

“The cunning quecn,” states Gottfricd. “turned all her thoughts
and every skill to the task of healing a man whom she would
gladly have given her life and reputation to have destroyed. She
hated him more than she loved hersclf, yet thought of nothing but
to easec and advance him. and to bring about his cure—to which
end she strove and labored, day and night.” '* And with such
cffcct that in twenty days people could bear to approach him. and
the princess was entrusted to his carc. The voung lady worked
diligently and found that what she already knew greatly helped;
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for she could speak French, Latin, and Irish, play the fiddle in
the Welsh style, besides the lyre and harp, and sweetly sing. Tris-
tan’s tcaching improved her in all these, and he instructed her,
besides, in the valuable discipline called moraliteit, which, accord-
ing to Gottfricd’s definition, is “the art that teaches becautiful
manners.”

“All women,” Gottfried urges, “should apply themselves to this
art diligently when young; for its delightful teaching, pure and
wholesome, accords with the world and with God, showing
through its prccepts how to please both. And to all noble hearts it
is given as their nurse, that in its lore they may scek their living
and their life. For unless moraliteit directs them, they will enjoy
neither well-being nor good name.” '*

In not one word of all of which is there any hint, nuance, or
possibility of discovering so much as a tracc of that Gnostic-
Manichacan philosophy of world-rejection of which Gottfried has
been, by some of his critics, accused. Indeed, it would be difficult
to coin a formula that would have less about it of the Mani-
chacan. Professor August Closs of the University of Bristol, in the
introduction to his cdition of the Middle High German text, com-
pares Gottfried’s concept of moraliteit to the classical ideal of
xadoxiya®ia, the character and conduct of a perfect man, which
is an ideal, as hc points out, that can bc attained only “in the
most sacred moments in the life of men or nations.” ' And
Gottfricd himself points in this direction—not the Mani-
chaean—when he statcs of his love grotto that its fashioners had
been the giants of heathen times, and calls upon the Muses and
Apollo to inspire his work.

The gentle, bcautiful, fateful Isolt, whom Tristan unwittingly
was training for his own destruction, learned to play her lyre and
harp with such grace that in six months all Ireland was talking.
“And to what,” the poct asks, “might I compare that beautiful,
gifted girl but to the Sircns with their lodestone, who draw to
themselves stray ships? . . . It was to the agitation of many a
heart that she sang, both openly and secretly, by way of both ear
and eyc. The song openly sung to her tutor and clsewhere was of
her own sweet singing and soft sounding of strings, which openly
and clearly traveled through the kingdom of the ears down deccp
into the heart: but the sccret song was of her beauty, which
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meanwhilc slipped covertly and silently through the windows of
the eyes into many a noble heart, where it sprcad a magic that
made those hearts instantaneously captive and bound them with
yearning and yearning stress.” %%

Thus it was specifically and explicitly from the sensuous beauty
of this virginal maid that the arrow of love passed through the
eyes to the heart—as in the poem of the troubadour Borncilh.
And it was these unintentional cffects that were shaping Isolt’s
destiny. She was in a sense, thus, the unwilling victim of her own
beauty. However, if Schopenhauer’s proposal that one’s body is
an ‘‘objectification” of one’s “intelligible character” * be taken seri-
ously, it will appear that although her conscious mind may not have
been the fashioner of her destiny, her actuality surcly was; and that
this in a profound scnse was more truly shc—an expression of her
most essential “will’—than were all her drifting maiden thoughts
and dreams. Moreover, reciprocally, the response of Tristan’s noble
heart to her beauty was a function of his character and will, as
well: he had never played better in his life! So that, through a kind
of valency beyond their conscious willing, the wills of these two
were alrcady co-authoring the romance that was to become,
through apparent chance, the onc realization in time and space
of their only possible destiny.

When the wound of the Tantris who was Tristan had been
healed by the unwitting queen, who would have wished rather to
have slain him, both the wise yet deccived mother and her in-
nocent, provocative daughter begged the honorable deceiver to
remain with them in Ireland. He, however, prudently pleaded with
such fervor to return to his nonexistent wife in Spain that, with
thanks, great courtesy and honor, in God’s name, he was let go.

THE INCITEMENT OF KING MARK

Tristan returned to Cornwall. And when he recounted his ad-
venture, he was questioned particularly of the maid Isolt, and re-
plied with such a paean of praise that neither Mark nor anyone
else could put her image thereafter out of mind. “She is a maid,”
he said, “so lovely that everything the world has cver told of
beauty is in comparison mecre wind.” And he went on: “Radiant
Isolt is a ptincess of such superlative enchantment, both in man-

* Supra, p. 34.
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ner and in person, that no peer of her ever was born, or will ever
be. Luminous, cffulgent Isolt: she glows like Arabian gold.” 1%¢

In the Eilhart-Béroul version of the romance,* a fairytale mo-
tive is invoked to inspirc Tristan’s second voyage to Ireland. A
swallow, building its nest outside the window of King Mark, had
let fall a golden hair, which came floating, long and fair, into the
room, shining like a becam of light; and the king, whose people
had becn urging him to marry, agreed to accommodate them only
if his barons could find the maid to whom that hair belonged. The
spirit of this fairytale motive accorded with a troubadour thecme
of the time, of the “Princess Far Away.” The great troubadour
Jaufre Rudel (fl. 1130-1150) was said to have fallen immediately
in love on hearing thc name of the Princess of Tripoli. “Sad and
joyous shall I be,” he sang, “When I mect my distant love.” 107
Gottfried, however, in a side remark, makes mock of Eilhart’s
fairytale device. “Did ever any swallow ever build its nest,” he asks,
“in such a roundabout way that, with so much in its own land,
it went scarching for nesting material abroad, over sca?”’ 1'%
In his own version, following Thomas, thcre was no need for any
such swallow, since Tristan’s own mouth had carried golden tidings
enough.

“T had believed,” the infatuated innocent said, ‘“‘from the books
I had read in praise of Aurora’s daughter Helen, that in her alone
the beauties of all womankind were laid togcther in a single flow-
er; but I have now escaped that illusion. Isolt has cured me of the
notion, which T never again shall credit, that the sun rosc in My-
cenac. Beauty supreme never dawned upon Greece; beauty su-
preme has dawned only here. Let all thought and all mankind
turn now to Ireland. Let the eyes there take delight and see how the
new sun, succeeding to the light of its dawn—TIsolt after Isolt—
from Dublin shines into all hearts!” 1%

Clearly, Gottfried’s Tristan is already head-over-hecls in love,
and the potion, consequently, will simply break open the gates to
a tide already pressing to burst through: not consciously sup-
pressed, as in Wagner’s nineteenth-century moderns, but abso-
lutely unrecognized, through innocence blinded by an cgo-idcal of
loyalty and some notion of the general good. The young man’s
glowing description of a golden female shining like the sun per-

* Cf. supra, p. 70.
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fectly accords with C. G. Jung’s definition of an archetypal anima-
projection: the attribution to a living female of the male’s uncon-
scious image of the Woman of his soul.’'™ And little wonder,
meanwhile, if the entire nation of Cornwall is importuning King
Mark, who has sworn to rcmain a bachelor and pass his throne on
to his nephew, to take that Irish paragon, advertised by that
same besotted nephew, for his quecn.

“Gurmun the King and Isolt the Queen have but onc sole
heir,” said the courtiers. “With Isolt comes Ireland itself.”

And Mark, in a quandary, answered rucfully, “Tristan has
brought her deeply into my thought.” 1!!

Which in Gottfried’s book was a telling point against Mark: for
he had not seen Isolt himself, the magic of her beauty had not
passcd through his eyes to his heart, but only her report, through
his ears to his brain. It was not love, amor, that would join him to
Isolt, therefore, but prudence, matters of state, importuning coun-
selors, and a certain weakness of resolve. In the end, an expedi-
tion was cquipped wherein, with a company of twenty knights,
twenty barons, and three times twenty men, Tristan, again as
Tantris, but pretending now to be a merchant, set sail, once again,
for Dublin Bay.

BRIDE QUEST

From the point of view of a student of folklore, this sccond voy-
age is but a modified duplication of the first, culminating not in
abandonment but in capture of the bride. And as Tristan, in the
first, before meeting Isolt, had had to encounter Morold, who
infected him with dcath, so in this a like threshold-guardian was to
be encountered. In Thomas of Britain’s version, Morold’s
shield had becen emblazoned with the figure of a dragon.’’® He
was a manifestation in human form of the same dark guarding
power that Tristan now was to face on its home ground in its
primal, animal shape (Figures 33 and 34).

For the tale speaks of a serpent in the country [Gottfried
tells], which cvil monster had laden the people and land with
harmful harm so harmfully, that Gurmun the Gay, the Irish
king, had sworn by his kingly honor that he would give his
daughterTsolt to any knight of noble birth that would undo him.
The report throughout the land and the ravishing beauty of the
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Figure 33. Tristan and . . .

maid had sufficed to entail the deaths of thousands, who arrived
to give battle and meet their end. Ireland was full of the tale
—and Tristan knew it well: which, in fact, is what had heart-
ened him to undertake the voyage; for no other hope did he
have, on which to rely to gain his end.!!3

Tristan galloped at the flaming open jaws of the lizard, and his
lance drove deep into its throat; but when the jaws snapped, the
entire front portion of his mount, as far as to the saddle, was
chopped off and consumed. The dragon turned and made for its
den, spreading fire to both sides, with Tristan after, afoot; then
turned at bay, and a terrible fiery battle ensued, until, with the
lance still in its throat, the devil’s brat began to fail, and, sinking
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34, 'I'he Dragon

to the ground, expired when Tristan thrust his sword into its
heart.

A very different dragon battle from that of Beowulf, five cen-
turies before!

The victor cut out the dead thing’s tongue and thrust it into
his bosom—which, however, sent such a burning poison through
his body that, to cool himself, he dove into a nearby pond and
remained therc with only mouth and nose to the surface.

But now in the Irish court there was a very cowardly steward
who had for years been zcalous to follow every battle with this
dragon, sothat if ever the beast were killed he might claim to
have shared in the work. And this fool. hearing from afar the



236 CREATIVE MYTHOLOGY

dragon thunder of Tristan’s combat, hastily mounted and came
riding, saw the remaining rear of the mutilated horse, drew an op-
timistic conclusion, and, following the burned trail, suddenly, with
a mighty shock, behcld the dead beast right before him. He drew
back on the reins so hard that both he and his mount collapsed in
a thrashing heap, then looked at thc monster and fled. But he re-
turned and presently, cautiously, guaranteed the situation, and
with a mighty flashing, cutting, and stabbing of his trusty blade,
made at the monstrous corpse, shouting meanwhile, as he lashed
about, “Ma blunde Isot ma bele.” And in the end contriving to
cut off the prodigious head, he sent to court for a wagon, and so
transported his trophy to the king.

The queen, however, realizing that the claim could not be
sound, procceded with her daughter, intuitively, directly to the
pond, where they found Tristan, ncarly dead. They found the
dragon’s tongue also and knew immediately what had happencd;
bore the knight secretly to their chambers, healed him, and when,
before the nation, the steward proposed his arrant claim, the two
cunning as well as beautiful Isolts released, to the astonishment
of all, their knight—who, standing, simply required that the jaws of
the trophy be opened, exhibited the missing tongue, and so won
both the day and the girl—not for himself, but for his country and
his king.114

THE BATHTUB SCENE

The name Isolt has not been explained. However, as the
mythological associations of the dragon attach to Morold, and the
pig and horse respectively to Tristan and to Mark, so to Isolt the
sun bird, the lion-bird of the Magna Mater.1!5 In a passage of
great charm Gottfried describes her as the falcon of the goddess.

So came the Queen Isolt, the glad Dawn; and by her hand led
the Sun, the wonder of Ireland, the brilliant maid Isolt . .
shaped in her attire as if Love had formed her to be her own
falcon. She was in her posture as crect and forthright as a spar-
row hawk, as well preened as a parrot. Like a falcon on a bough
she let rove her two eyes, which together sought their prey,
neither gently nor yet too intently: so smoothly flying, silently
and swectly hunting, that there were there many eyes to whom
her flashing mirrors were a wonder and field of delight.11é
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There can be no doubt: Gottfricd knew what mythological fig-
ures he was using. He took care, however, to subordinatc them to
a playfully pretended rational concern for naturalism and factual
truth, as Ovid had pretended in his Metamorphoses, a mytholog-
ical work that in the twelfth and thirtcenth centuries, though re-
jected from all ecclesiastical lists of approved “curriculum au-
thors,” 117 nevertheless decisively influenced the whole narrative
art of the secular tradition. And Gottfried played his game
most aptly in his handling of the celebrated bathtub scene, which
occurred in the period of Tristan’s convalescence, between the
dragon fight and his victory in court.

The scene is pivotal. First, on the mythological plane, it reveals
the terrible aspect of the goddess—the goddess of the lion and the
double ax-—through whom the sacrifice of our divine wild boar
was all but consummated in a household version of the watery
abyss. Secondly, on the psychological plane, the scene represents
a total reversal of the sentiments of the two Isolts in relation to
their guest, and as such was uscd by Wagner as a base for
the motivation of his heroine’s wrath in his opening act. And
finally, on the purely narrative plane, certain separated themes of
the First and Second Voyages to Ircland are here dramatically
brought together, and the whole emotional coloration of the ro-
mance thereby transformed.

The scene occurs shortly after the two Isolts, mother and maid,
have drawn their potential savior from the pond in which he had
sought to quench the fire of the dragon poison—all but dead,
once again, of a dragon wound. The duplication is obvious. The
women once again are ministering in their apartments to one
whose name is known to them only in reverse; but this time he
has come clad not as a minstrel, but in armor, with sword and
shield. And it was while he was soaking in a bathtub—in water
once again, as in the pond in which he had been found; or the
waters, so to say, to which he had given himself, alone with his
harp, in the little boat without oars; or again, the waters, finally, of
the Land below Waves, Avalon, the Isle beyond the Sunset Sky, of
which Ireland is the symbol-—that the younger Isolt, in the other
room, examining his armor, chanced to draw his sword—and lo!
her falcon eyes pounced on the notch in the blade.

Appalled, she put the weapon down, turned to the reliquary
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casket, took the fragment out, brought it to the notch in the
blade; and they matched. Then it dawned on her that the names,
Tantris-Tristan, also matched, as a negative to a positive.
Stunned, then mortified, then seething at the deception by one to
whom she had given love, she picked up the mighty blade in her
suddenly strengthened hand and strode to the man now helpless in
her tub. One thinks of Clytemnestra and her returned spouse, Ag-
amemnon; one thinks today, retroactively, of Charlotte Corday’s
murder of Marat.

“So it is Tristan!” she said as she approached him with his own
sword. “So that is who you are!”

He answered from his disadvantage, “No, my lady! Tantris!”

“Yes,” she said, “Tantris and Tristan, and the two are now one
dead man.”

But the elder Isolt, in the nick of time, entered and stopped her
hand. The hero pleaded mercy from his tub, and the maid Bran-
gaene, who had also appeared, pleaded reason—noticing, namely,
that if the steward were to be proved falsc, this champion, notch
or no notch, would have to be kept alive. And so it was that, after
a moment of hesitation, with the sword meanwhile getting heavier
in Isolt’s hand, the danger passed and the Graces Three withdrew,
to allow thc necessary man to ascend, renamed, reborn as it were,
from the ladies’ bath.

THE LOVE DRINK

Therewith, the poison of hate, which had entered the minds of
the two Isolts from the metal in Morold’s skull, and the poison of
the queen’s magic, which from the blade of the same slain Morold
had entered Tristan’s wound, were brought dramatically together,
to be transformed, in time, into the no less lcthal daemonic aspect
of amor. The innocent love in Isolt’s heart became eclipsed by a vio-
lent surge of hate and, as Wagner recognized in his reconstruc-
tion, the psychological sense of the entire first portion of the leg-
end is epitomized in this moment of peripety. On the broad deck
of his opecra stage, Isolde, swelling with mixed emotion, sings to
his Tristan, who throughout the voyage has been avoiding her
neighborhood aboard, “Blood-guilt hangs between us!”

“That,” sings Wagner’s tenor, “was absolved.”

“Not between us!” she answers: and to the mixed strains of the
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leitmotifs of Spiritual Excitement, Longing, Sailors’ Calls, and
Death, Isolde rehearses the episodes of his cure at her hands, her
recognition of the notch, and her failure there to slay him.

“Yet what I with hand and lips there had vowed, I swore to
hold to, in secret.”

“What, woman, had you vowed?”

“Revenge!” she responds. “For Morold!”

Figure 35 is another of the Chertsey Abbey tiles. It shows, in
its twelfth-century style, the young Tristan passing the goblet to

vy

Figure 35. Tristan Hands the Goblet to Isolt
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Isolt, which the two suppose to be of winc. For there had been
throughout the voyage, in these earlier versions, no such straincd
situation of longing with avoidance as Wagner contrived for his
first act. Tristan frequently, in fact, to give comfort to Isolt in the
anxiety and loncliness of her sca voyage to King Mark, had
visited her cabin—where, as Gottfried tells,

every time he came and found her in tears, he took her very
gently and swectly in his arms, but only in such a way as might
a liege man his lady. What he loyally wished was only to be of
solace in her pain. However, no sooner would his arm go round
than the lovely girl would think of her uncle’s death and say:
“Now stop, sir, move back! Take your arm away! You are just
too tircsome! Why do you keep touching me?”

“Am I doing something wrong, my lady?”

“Indeed you are—for I hate you.”

“But why, my dear lady?”

“Because you killed my uncle.”

“I have made amends for all that.”

“Even so, I find you intolerable; for if it weren’t for you I
should be without worry or care. . . .” 11#

And it was on one of thosc intimate occasions that the potion
was drunk by accident: but it really is remarkable how difficult
many modcrn scholars have found the interpretation of that
drink. Some, as already remarked (supra, p. 70), have argued that
in Gottfried’s view the potion was the cause of the love. Professor
A.T. Hatto, for example, in the introduction to his translation,
declarcs in so many words that the poet “adhercs closely to the
tradition of his story, namely that it was a philtre which made his
lovers fall in love.” 1" Professor August Closs, on the other hand,
states that “Gottfried’s love-potion does not cause love, but sym-
bolizes it,” 12° which surely is better. However, if there is one point
completely clear in Gottfried’s own version of his tale, it is that
the potion cannot possibly have marked the birth of love, either as
symbol or as cause, since love had already been animating this
perfectly matched young couple for some time.

One would have thought that even if our scholars had them-
selves been deprived, through diligence in philology, of cxperiencing
in the days of their youth the mystery of love’s transformation,
through the magic of a catalyst, from its personal-aesthctic to its
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compulsive-daemonic mode, thcy might at least have recalled,
from the scene of Dante’s Inferno, the words of the fire-ridden,
Hell-bound Francesca da Rimini: that famous, oft-quoted passage
describing the circumstance of her fall into what Dante and his
God of Love condemned as carnal sin. Tristan also was in that Dan-
tean circle of Hell, whirled along, with the other sorry lovers—Dido,
Semiramis, Cleopatra, Paris, Helen, and the rest—on the tidec of a
blazing wind.

As Paolo and Francesca passed, embracing still, in torment,
Dante, like a sociologist, asked what had brought them to that
pass.

“At the time of the sweet sighs,” he asked, “by what and how
did love concede to you to know of your dubious desires?”

The question clearly anticipates our modern theory of the un-
conscious by a good six hundred years. And the suffering Fran-
cesca generously replied:

“For pleasure, we two, onc day, were reading of Lancelot, how
love constrained him. We were alone and without any suspicion.
Many times that reading urged our cyes, and took the color from
our faces, but only one point was it that overcame us. When we
read of the longed-for smile being kissed by such a lover, this one,
who never shall be divided from me, kissed my mouth all trem-
bling. Galchaut was the book, and he who wrote it: that day we
read no more.” 121 *

Professor Gottfried Weber of Cologne, from whose formidable
Tristan study we have already quoted, interprets the potion, it
seems to me, correctly when he reads it as “a metaphor for that
psychological moment in love when two people of strongly sen-
sual disposition losc control of the human faculty of free choice,
under the influence of an alrcady vchement, unsuspected, inward
approach to cach other, and the tides of passion that have been
stored in the unconscious flood together, submerging them, who
have lost all power of will.” Further, he gocs on to state: “This
psychological process—and here is the important point—is ele-

* Galehaut (also Galehos) is the name of a king opposed to Arthur in
the prose text know as the Vulgate Lancelot, composed some time between
1215 and 1230 (see infra, p. 53), which became the most popular redac-
tion of the romance in the late Middle Ages. In some manuscripts the title
“Galehaut” is given to the first large section of this version of the romance.
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vated by the poct into an objective experience of an existential
absolute and described as an indcpendent force, more than hu-
man, opening out to the transcendent.” 122

In the magic potion’s effect [he continues], the poet has thus
given aesthetic form to the idea that Tristan and Tsolt have come
under the spell of an extra-mundane power, which is at work in
them irresistibly, with no possibility of a restraining act of will;
and it is this commanding power, within them and above them,
that is pressing them together, to the physical act of love’s
union. Thus in the magic potion the belief and experience of the
poct is formulated of the lack of freedom of the will and the
compulsive force of circumstance. The lovers are incapable of
resisting each othcr. Moreover, they do not want to; but rather,
on the contrary, they affirm their lack of freedom—which is a
bondage, furthermore, that is not confined to the sphere of the
phenomenology of their love and urge to love’s physical union,
but takes hold of them in the most comprchensive sense, forging
for them a common destiny unto death. . . . And this magical
force has been experienced and rendered by the poet as divine:
the very being and operation of the goddess Minne . . . [which
is to say, in opposition to thc orthodox ccclesiastical imagery
and dogma of supernatural grace], in the way of an analogia
antithetica, even analogia antithetica daemoniaca. . . . For the
pain of love [which, in its extreme statc, is of Hell] follows di-
rectly and inevitably both from the irresistible zeal of its experi-
ence as sensual delight, and from the further fact that its self-
moving overpowering consummation mounts to the spiritual
state of a willing affirmation.1%?

In Gottfried’s poem the transformation from innocence to real-
ization does not occur instantaneously, as in Wagner’s dramatic
scene—or as in the case of Paolo and Francesca. The sense of the
need now to be near each other, a zeal, a new sense of pain, and
thc dawn of a realization that this, indeed, was love, required a
day or two, until, when thc couple again were together and Tris-
tan asked innocently—but not quitc—why the fair Isolt now
looked distressed, she answered: * ‘Everything I think about tor-
ments me; everything I look upon gives pain. The sky, the sea,
they oppress me. My body and life arc a burden.” She leancd, rest-
ing her elbow against him—and that was the beginning for them
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both.” '** He took her, to comfort her, gently in his arms and
asked again what ailed her.

“Lameir!” she answered; of which word he then strove to lcarn
the sense. “ ‘L’ameir, the bittcrness?’ he asked. ‘La meir, the sea?’

“ ‘No, my lord, no!” she replicd. ‘Neither of those: not the air,
not the sea, but 'ameir.” ”

And so he came to the heart of the word: Pameir, 'amour—to
which he answered: “ ‘Oh my lovcly one, so it is, also, with mc:
Pameir and you: you are my torment. Isolt dear, quecn of my
heart, you alone and my love for you have undone and robbed me
of my wits. I have gone so completely astray that I shall never
again be restored. There is in this entire world nothing dear to my
heart but you.’

“Isolt replied: ‘Sire, and so you are to me.’

“And since the lovers,” we read, “now realized that there was
between them just one mind, one heart, and one will, their pain
began at the same timc to subside and to come to light. Each re-
garded and addressed thc other more boldly: the man, the maid;
the maid, the man: the sense of a differcnce between them was
gone. He kisscd her and she kissed him, lovingly, sweetly; and
that, for Love’s cure, was a delightful start.” 12

LOVE’S CONSUMMATION

Brangaene was the only one aboard who knew that a love potion
was in question; for Isolt’s mother had confided the flask to her in
secret, to bc served as wine to Isolt and King Mark: “a love
drink,” Gottfried cxplains, “so cunningly produced and devised,
with such power to its purpose and aim, that with whomsoever
anyone shared the drink, that one, willy-nilly, he would love
above all things, and she, him: there would bc given them onc death
and onc life, one sorrow and one joy.” 126

Brangaene, the good woman, had been out of the cabin when
the philter had been served, and, returning, nearly faintcd when
- she perceived what her negligence had brought to pass. She flung the
flask into the sea and kept thc secret to herself, but now, recog-
nizing the philter’s work, begged the tortured couple to tell her
why they were sighing, moping, fretting, and complaining all the
time. <

“Poor me and poor Isolt!” Tristan responded. “What has hap-
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pened to us, I do not know. In the briefest time, we have both
gone mad with a singular affliction. We are expiring of love, but
can find neither time nor place for it, since you, night and day,
are so diligently watchful. And T can tell you, surely, if we die—
there will be no one to blame but you.” Isolt concurred, and
“May God have pity,” Brangaene said, “that the Devil has madc
mock of us this way! I now see, there is nothing for it, but I must
henceforth for your two sakes work to my own sorrow and your
shame,” 127

She withdrew, swearing secrecy. “And that night,” the poet tells,

when the lovely maid Isolt lay suffering, yearning for her dar-
ling, there came stealing into her cabin, softly, her lover
together with her doctor, Tristan with the goddess Love. The
doctor held her patient, Tristan, by his hand, and there found
the other patient, Isolt; she took hold of the two, directly,
and gave to him, her, to her, him, to become each other’s
cure. For what else could have healed those two of the pain
they shared when separated, but the joining of them together
and entangling of their senses? Love, the Entangler, wove
those two hearts together with the weaving of her sweetness,
so skillfully and with such marvelous force that the bond, in all
their days, was never undone.'#

ETERNAL DEATH

The problem then arose, however, of presenting Mark with a vir-
gin on the wedding night, and the answer found was to beg
Brangaene to serve—who, on hearing the petition, turned red and
pale a number of times, “for, after all,” says Gottfried, “it was an
odd request.” Yet finally, uncomfortably, she consented; for she
felt strongly that the guilt here was her own.

“My dear lady,” she said to Isolt, “your mother, my lady the
blessed Queen, entrusted you to my care. I should have protected
you on this voyage, but instead, you are now in sorrow and pain.
all because of my carelessness.”

In amazement Isolt asked how that could be.

“The other day,” Brangaene replied, “I threw a flask overboard.”

“So you did.”

“That flask and what it contained will be the dcath of you
both,” she said, and she told the two the whole tale.
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Said Tristan: “So then, God’s will be done, whether death it be
or life! For that drink has sweetly poisoned me. What the death of
which you tell is to be, I do not know; but this dcath suits me
well. And if delightful Isolt is to go on being my death this way,
then I shall gladly court an eternal death.” %9

And that, in sum, is the love-death theme, as understood by
Gottfried, as by all true lovers in the Gothic Middle Ages. Dante.
we have seen, consigned Paolo and Francesca to Hell; and for
Gottfried too the meaning of the term “eternal death” was ‘“Hell.”
That was the love-death sought by Heloise, but feared by Abe-
lard—who, though from Brittany and a singer of love, was,
finally, no Tristan. Three orders of “death” are referred to in this
passage:

1. That of which Brangaenc spoke, physical death.

2. That to which Tristan referred in his celebration of “this”
death, namely his ecstasy in Isolt—which, as Professor Weber has
shown, is the main mystical themc developed throughout the
poem in antithetic analogy to the Christian idea of love. The crys-
talline bed in the grotto is, of course, the ultimate symbol of this
analogy. The reference, unmistakably, is to the sacrament of the
altar in its dual sense of love and death: Christ’s love-death, cele-
brated in the eloquent passage of Philippians 2:6-8, which is
enacted mystically every day—indeed every hour of the day—on
the altars innumerable of Christ’s Church.

The passionate Saint Bernard, in the very period of Heloise and
Abelard, in a celebrated series of sermons on the biblical Song of
Songs, had coined for ecclesiastical use a rich vocabulary of erotic
terms based on the allegory of the soul—or, alternately, Holy
Mother Church—as the bride of Christ, responding with yearning
in their marriage bed to the provocation of God’s zeal; and Gott-
fried threaded echoes of the celibate saint’s seraphic rapture
through many verses of his own inspired work:

“Love speaks throughout this nuptial song,” the monk had de-
clared in celebration of his text; “and if any one of those who
read it desires to attain to a knowledge of it, let him love.

“O love precipitate, passionate, impetuous, who suffer yourself
to think of mothing but yourself, who loathe all else, who despise
everything not yourself, content with yourself alone! You throw
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order into confusion, you disregard custom, you know no re-
straint. Everything that seems a matter of propricty, a matter of
prudence or judgment, you triumph over in your own name and
bring into subjection.” 130

Now the Song of Songs, which the saint was here interpreting,
is not, as traditionally claimed, a poem composed, tenth century
B.C., by the king of a thousand wives and concubines, but a
composite of erotic pieces, mostly incomplete, all later than the
fifth century B.c. The book had required reinterpretation before
being read into the canon. However, its attribution to Solomon
had made it seem desirable, and the problem was solved by treat-
ing it “as a picture of love existing between Yahweh and the ideal
Israel.” 131 But the Christian monk now was reading it in still
another sense, with the bride of the Lord played by an institution
of which the alleged author never heard. And in the name of this
second bride he cried to his congregation, as if in a paroxysm of
mad, illicit pain:

“By desire, not by rcason, am I impelled. . . .

“A sense of modesty protests, it is true; fove, however, con-
quers. . . .

“I am not unmindful of the fact that the king's honor loveth
judgment. But intense love does not wait upon judgment. It is not
restrained by counsel; it is not checked by a sense of false mod-
esty; it is not subject to reason. I ask, I implore, I entreat with all
my heart: Let him kiss me with the kiss of his mouth.” 13*

In India there was likewise a doctrine of divine love flourishing
in Bernard’s time; * however its metaphors of rapture were not
confined to sermons but displayed in temple sculpture and trans-
lated into rites of the kind of our Gnostic friends, thc Phibion-
ites.t Jayadeva’s “Song of the Cowherd,” cclebrating in volup-
tuous detail the love—illicit and divine—of the man-god Krishna
for the earthly matron Radha, goes considerably beyond Bernard
in its intimacies of the bed; ' yet its spiritual aim is the same:
to offer a base for meditation whereby the heart may be clevated
from the earthly to the supernatural sphere, through what in psy-
chological jargon might be termed “a supernormal image.” 134

Figure 36, from N. Tinbergen’s Study of Instinct, shows a po-

* Supra, pp. 166 and 168.
t Supra, pp. 159-61.
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Figure 36. Oystercatcher Responding to a “Supernormal Stimulus”

tentially saintly bird, an oystcrcatcher, spiritually responding to a
giant egg, a “supernormal sign stimulus,” immenscly greater than
her own; her own being the little thing in the foreground. The
middle-sized egg is of a herring gull. States Professor Tinbergen:
“If presented with an egg of normal oystercatcher size, one of
herring gull’s size, and onc of double the (linear) size of a herring
gull’s cgg, the majority of choices fall upon the largest egg.” %
And Saint Bernard now continues the lesson of this bird:

Thus, therefore, even in this body of ours the joy of the Bride-
groom’s presence is frequently felt, but not the fullness of it; for
although His visitation gladdens the heart, the alternation of His
absence makes it sad. And this the beloved must of necessity
endure until she has once laid down the burden of the body of
the flesh; when she too will fly aloft, borne on the wings of her
desires, freely making her way through the realms of contem-
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plation and with unimpeded mind following her Beloved
whithersoever He goeth.'3¢

Gottfried is recalling that spiritual bird back to earth, the oyster-
catcher to her nest, in accord, prophetically, with the gospel of
Nietzsche, “to remain true to this earth.” And he thereby reverses
the yonder-worldling’s prospect: not abandoning the little for the
big, but realizing in the little the rapture of the big. For there is
no such thing as a love that is either purely spiritual or merely
sensual. Man is composed of body and spirit (if we still may use such
terms) and is thus an essential mystery in himself; and the dcep-
est heart of this mystery (in Gottfried’s view) is the very point
touched and wakened by—and in—the mystery of love, the sac-
ramental purity of which has nothing whatsoever to do with a
suspension or suppression of the sensuous and the senses, but in-
cludes and even rests upon the physical realization.

Gottfried’s version of the purity of love comprises thus two fac-
tors: a) uniqueness, singularity, unconditioned loyalty in the love
experience, and b) a boundless readiness for the suffering of this
love—which brings us, finally, to the ultimate and third order of
“death” in his reading of the love-death:

3. An “eternal death” in Hell.

But this, actually, is only an affirmation absolute of the “pur-
ity” of love against the supcrnormal terrors of the Christian myth;
or even in willing affirmation of the fire as merely the bitter aspect
of the rapture, bitter-sweet, that would there endure forever.
How seriously did Heloise fear that fire? She believed in it, as
did Abelard. How seriously did Paolo and Francesca suffer in the
flames in which Dante thought he heard them wailing? There is a
“memorable fancy” of the poet Blake that may clear this matter
up. “As I was walking,” he wrote, “among the fires of Hell, de-
lighted with the enjoyments of Genius, which to Angels look like
torment and insanity, I collected some of their Proverbs. . . .”
And among the number of these was the following: “Dip him in
the river who loves water.” 137

For Dante, when he paused to interrogate Francesca, was at
the start of a long dream-journey that was to bring him in its last
canto to the auditorium of a lecture by Saint Bernard on the pop-
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ulation of Heaven, together with a vision of the same, whereas for
Gottfried and his Tristan, as for Heloise (though not for Abe-
lard), not the big egg but the little was the real, and the suffering
of the crucified, symbolized as of God and so eternal, is the rap-
ture of love on this earth where all things die.

However again, as Gottfricd tells, though love is the very being
of life, it is everywhere brutalized.

I pity Love [he writes] with all my heart; for though almost all
today hold and cleave to her, no one concedes to her her due.
We all want our pleasure of her, and to consort with her. But
no! Love is not what we, with our deceptions, are now making
of her for each other. We are going at things the wrong way. We
sow black henbane, then expect to reap lilies and roses. But, be-
lieve me, that cannot be. . .

It is really true, what they say, “Love is harried and hounded
to the ends of the earth.” All that we possess of her is the word,
the name alone remains to us; and that, too, we have so bandied
about, misused and vulgarized, that the poor thing is ashamed of
her name, disgusted with the very sound of it. She is cringing
and flinching everywhere at her own existence. Misused and dis-
honored, she sncaks begging from house to house, lugging
shamefully a sack all of patches, crammed with her swag and
booty, which she denies to her own mouth, and offers for sale in
the streets. Alas! It is we who have created that market. We
traffic with her in this amazing way and claim then to be in-
nocent. Love, the queen of all hearts, the free-born, the one and
only, is put up for public sale! What a shameful tribute is this
that our mastery has required of her! 138

And so incipit tragoedia!

For not love alone, but honor as well, was the motivating inter-
est of both Tristan and Isolt: not love alone, but their reputations
in the fashionable courtly world, and commitments there in the
field of history and of day. And by striving to pay honor its due
while at the same time honoring love, they sacrificed both, and so
came finally to that death of which Brangaene had told.

“We cultivate love,” states Gottfried, “with embittered minds,
with lies, and with deceit, and then expect from her joy of body
and heart: but instead, she bears only pain, corruption, evil fruit,
and blight-s-as her soil was sown.” 139
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THE MARRIAGE OF KING MARK

The brideship arrived in Cornwall and was greeted there with
royal splendor. The eyes of all at the wedding were addressed to
the sunlike, miserable bride. When bedtime arrived, the king re-
tired, the women swiftly exchanged garments, Tristan led Bran-
gaene to her altar of sacrifice, and Isolt put out the lights.

“I do not kmow,” Gottfried confesses, “how Brangaene felt
when the affair began; she bore it so discreetly it went without a
sound. Whatever her partner required of her, she rendered and
fulfilled with brass and with gold, as fully as he wished.” Isolt,
however, was anxious. “Lord God,” she prayed, “guard and help
me, lest my cousin prove unfaithful. I fear that if she carries on
too long with this bed-game, or too ardently, she may come to
like it and lie there until dawn, when we shall all become the
laugh and talk of the world.”

But no! Brangaene was loyal and true. When she had fully paid
her due, she quietly quit the bed, and Isolt came and sat there in
her stead. The king called for wine; for it was the custom of those
days that when a man had lain with a virgin the two should drink
together; and this, in fact, was the moment for which the potion
had been prepared. Tristan arrived with a light and the wine; the
King drank, so too the Queen. The two lay down, the light was
quenched again, and Isolt then paid her own dues, no less nobly
than the maid Brangaene, while the King remarked no difference,
whether of brass or of gold, in the coin. One woman, to him, was as
another.’*® And that was the tragic fault through which Mark
too became entangled, along with the ensnared couple, in the toils
of the magic net of the goddess Love.

Indifferent to the individuality of his queen, he had become in-
fatuated with her beauty, unmarried heart to heart. “And alas!”
the poet exclaims. “How many Marks and Isolts one sees today
—if one may speak of such a thing—who are as blind or even
blinder in their hearts and eyes! Desire is the force that, through-
out the world and through all time, has deluded the clearest eyes.
For whatever may be said of blindness, no blindness blinds as
dangerously and frighteningly as desire and appetite. Deny it
though we may, the old saying remains true: ‘Of beauty, be-
ware!” 7 141
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And so it came to pass that when the actual personality of the fe-
male he had contracted for began to be talked about in court and
his chief steward, Marjadoc (who had had that dream of the wild
boar),* rcported rumors and gossip, the noble and good King
Mark, altogether committed to his social role and thc associated
courtly concepts of honor and a royal marriage, became deeply
troubled, concerned, suspicious, and finally a very pattern of the
enemy, lo gilos.—(“O God! O God! This dawn, how quickly it
comes!”)—He began to set guards and traps, which, however,
only sharpened the wits and occasions of the lovers.

And that [comments Gottfried] is the point against surveillance.
Surveillance, so long as it is practiced, nourishes and produces
nothing but briars and thorns. That is the maddening aggra-
vation that ruins honor and reputation and has filched from
many a woman the honor she would gladly have held on to, had
she only been properly treated. But when she is badly treated,
honor and her spirits equally deteriorate, so that surveillance
actually reverses their condition. And after all, no matter what
one may do, surveillance is wasted on a woman. For no man
can keep watch on a wicked one, whereas a good one should not
be watched: she will keep watch on herself, as they say. And if,
for all that, a man sets watch upon her, what he will earn will be
her hate. He will be the ruin of his wife, in both her life and her
reputation; and most likely to such a degree that she will ncver
recover sufficiently not to have clinging to her, ever after, some-
thing of what her hedge of thorns will have borne. . . . Ac-
cordingly, the wise man, or whoever would grant to woman
her honor, should turn no other watch upon her virtue, in lieu of
her own good will, beyond counsel, instruction, tenderncss, and
kindness. With these he shall be her guard—and, moreover,
let him know this for the truth: he will never kecp better
guard.'*?

In the case of poor Mark, as things went on, his cyes, on
watch, finally told him all. His traps had all been outwitted; his
spies and informers too. But his own eyes, ever watchful, read the
truth many times in the meetings of the lovers’ eyes, and the pain
to his heart was great. In this blinding sorrow, tortured and at
wits> end, he sent for the two before the court and, exposing his
heart completely before all, sent them off. “My nephew Tristan,

* Supra, pp. 127-28.
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my wife Isolt,” he said to them, “you two arc too dear to me
(loth as I am to admit it) for me to have you put to death, or to
do you any other hurt. However, since I now can see it in you
both, that, despite my every wish, you love and have always loved
each other more than me, then go, remain together as you will:
have no further fear of me. Since your love is so great, I shall not,
from this time forth, trouble or oppress you in any of your affairs.
Take each other by the hand and depart from this court and land.
For if I am to be wronged by you, I prefer not to sec or hear of
it. . . . For a king to collaborate knowingly in such a love in-
trigue would be degrading. So go, both of you, in God’s care! Go
love and live as you please! Our fellowship is ended, here and
now,” 143

OF HONOR AND LOVE

There followed the “forest years” in the lovers’ cave, la fossiure a
la gent amant: the sanctuary of that crystalline bed where the
truth beyond the laws of this world is consummated in eternity. In
time, however, time caught up on them. For on a day when there
was heard a sound of horns and hounds floating distant through
the wilderness (we have come to the end of Wagner’s Act II;.with,
however, a notable difference), the lovers suspected the echos to
be of a party from the palace, and that night, lest they should be
chanced upon, slept apart on the crystalline bed with Tristan’s
sword between—which was a violation of love’s law, in the name of
honor, that marked the beginning of their end. For the hounds and
horns were indecd of Mark. He was riding with his chief
huntsman, pursuing a strange beast, a white hart with a mane like
that of a horse, strong and big, its antlers but recently shed, and
with the mere pedicles in their place. The quarry had disappeared.
Mark and his huntsman werc astray. And by singular chance they
reached the lovers’ cave, its secure bronze door, and, above, those
tiny windows, through one of which the king peered and
with a shock recognized his nephew and wife asleep, wide apart,
with Tristan’s sword between.

“Merciful Lord of Hosts, what can this mean?” he thought;
and his doubts again assailed him: “Are they guilty?” “Assuredly,
yes!” “Are they guilty?” “Clearly, no!” And as he gazed down on
the loveliness of his lost wife’s radiant face, over which love’s
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deception had spread her best cosmetic, golden denial, Love the
Reconciler crept into his heart. Her beauty had never seemed to
him more desirable. A beam fell through the window on her fea-
turcs; the one sunlight and the other were an ecstasy to see. To
protect her from the rays, Mark gathered leaves, flowers, and
grass, and with these tenderly blocked the window, then, commit-
ting her to God, turned away in tears.

Convinced and reconciled, he presently recalled the pair to court,
where, however, he soon discovered them in bed together, and
Tristan had to flee in fear to Brittany, alone. “To whatever regions
of the earth you may fare,” Isolt said to him when they parted, “take
care of yourself: you are my body. If I, your body, am orphaned
of you, 1 shall have perished. And I shall watchfully take care of
myself, your body, for your sake, not mine. For you and your
life—well I know—reside in me: we are one body and one life.” 14+

THE SECOND ISOLT

In Brittany, as the world knows, Tristan married a second Isolt,
Isolt of the White Hands, for the love, purely and merely, of her
name; and at this point Gottfried’s text breaks off. There is some
question as to why. In the year 1212 there took place in Strass-
burg the first trial of heretics in that city, and that is approx-
imately the year of our poct’s death. Was he condemned? If so,
there would almost surely have been some record of the execu-
tion. Did he take his own life, in despair of his world or in fear?
Unlikely. He may have broken, however, psychologically, of the
tensions, evident throughout his work, between the values of his
two worlds, of his goddess Love and the Christian God.'** In
any case, for the terminal episodes of the legend we must turn to
Gottfried’s source, Thomas of Britain.

Briefly: In his homeland, Brittany, assisting a knight named
(significantly) Dwarf Tristan to recover his abducted wife, Tris-
tan was wounded by a poisoned spear thrust through his loins:
and with that we are taken back to Part I; for, as in a symphony, all
the early motives are to return now, transfigured and transposed.
The wielder of the poisoned spear, Estult 'Orgillus of Castle Fer,
was a dragon-knight with seven heads so to say, for he had six
brothers. Al seven were slain; but so, too, was Dwarf Tristan.
And the great Tristan could be healed by none save Quecn Isolt the
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Fair, of King Mark—to fetch whom, the brother of Tristan’s sec-
ond Isolt set sail. And it was agreed that if Isolt responded to the
call he would return with a white sail; if not, a black.

THE LOVE-DEATH

Figure 37 is of Isolt on her way. But, as in the classical legend of
the return of Theseus to Athens after his battle with the Mino-

Figure 37. The Voyage of Isolt to Tristan

taur, there was a mix-up in the matter of the sails. The second
Isolt was jealous, for, though married, she was still a virgin. She
loved no one in the world but Tristan, whose heart was with Isolt
of Ireland; while Mark had the body of that Isolt and declight of

her as he liked, whose heart, however, was with Tristan. As the
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poet Thomas observes: “Between these four is a love strange in-
deed.” 148

Tristan’s wife, no wife, was sitting at his bedside, gazing out to
sea.

“My love,” she said, “I see your ship. God grant it brings you
comfort of heart.”

“My love,” he answered, “‘are you sure it is ours? Now tell me,
what is the sail?”

“The sail,” she answered, “is black.”

He turned to the wall and sighed. “Isolt, my love, God save
us.” Three times he repeated, “Isolt, my love,” and died.

The ship came to port and the sail was white.

And so there came to pass that death of both, of which Bran-
gacne had foretold: Tristan of love; Isolt of pity. She stretched her
body to his, laid her mouth to his, yielded her spirit, and ex-
pired. Which is the death that Wagner rendered as the love-death—
with an Oriental turn, however, borrowed from Schopenhauer, of
the transcendence of duality in extinction.

In the opera the entire thcme of the marriage with the second
Isolt is omitted, the mortal wound being delivered at the end of
the second act by a traitorous friend at court, Melot, who in the
older texts was but a malicious dwarf, tale-bearer to the
King. With Mark, Melot rushes in upon the lovers, Tristan is
wounded, and the act ends.

Act III, then, is in Brittany, without the second Isolt. Tristan’s
loyal servant, Kurvenal, has transported him for safety to his own
land, his birthplace, where Isolde’s arrival is expected; and the
wounded lover, stirring from deep coma, sings of his longing for
the kingdom of night, from which only his ycarning to behold
once again his sun, Isolde, has returned him to this world. The
pipe of Tristan’s shepherd sounds thc “Sad Shepherd’s Tune,”
Oed’ und leer das Meer, “Wastc and cmpty the sea”; but suddenly
changes to the “Happy Shephcrd’s Tune”: for the ship has
appeared, its flag joyous at the masthead. There is no switching
here of sails. “She is aboard!” sings out Kurvenal. “She is wav-
ing!” “She lives!” cries Tristan. “Lifc holds mec still in its web!”
And when his guardian, Kurvenal, has left the stage to welcome
the queen, the lover, deliriously rising from his couch, shouting,
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tears off his bandages to greet life, and, when Isolde enters, dies
in her embrace—as Wagner himsclf had wished to die in Mathilde’s
arms.

Forthwith Melot, Mark, and Brangaene appear, the maid hav-
ing told the King at last the secret of the potion. He has come to
forgive—too late. There emerge from the orchestra the strains of
Isolde’s “Death for Love Motive,” and the sweetly tortured final
aria begins, of love’s transfiguration, parting, and exultation in the
sounding sea of an eternal night.
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1. O Truly Blessed Night!

James Joyce develops the Tristan theme anew, with all its
“equals of opposites,” throughout the ever-revolving labyrinth of
his dream-book, Finnegans Wake. His first paragraph opens with
the words, “Sir Tristram, violer d’amores. . . ,” and Chapelizod,
the legendary birthplace of Isolt, on the bank of the river Liffey,
beside Dublin’s Phoenix Park, is the chief scene of its dream
events. The guilt-laden sleeper, through whose whiskey-soaked in-
terior landscape we are following the lead and lectures of an erudite
tourist guide, “of the every-tale-a-treat-in-itself variety” ! (as Dante
followed the lead and lectures of Virgil through his own sin-laden,
visionary Purgatory), is a late-middle-aged burly Chapelizod tavern-
keeper named Humphrey Chimpden Earwicker, about whom an
embarrassing Peeping Tom scandal has recently been bruited, pub-
lished abroad, and even balladized within the walls of his own hospit-
able premises. The incident—if there really was one, for we are
never made quite sure—was rumored to have occurred in Phocnix
Park (or was it Eden? was it Calvary?), possibly at night, and to
have involved, besides the dreamer, two servant girls in the
bushes and three drunken British-soldier witnesses. Four old tav-
ern cronies, who are confused with the four Evangelists, four
quarters of the world, and four posts of the bed, rehcarse the leg-
end variously, while a zodiac of inebriate customers toss it about,
refreshed by more and more of their own confused elucidations.
In his angiished, self-vindicatory yet -incriminating nightmare,
the dreamer is identified with (among numerous other characters,

257
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including all Three-in-Onc of the Trinity) Sir Tristram, but at the
same time King Mark. His wife, sleeping at his side, is the first
Isolt; his daughter, upstairs, the second; each confused with the
other, and the two with the maids in the park. His pair of incom-
patible sons, who appear respectively as the popular and unpop-
ular sides of his own uncertain image, bcar his Tristan-dream into
the future by pressing himself, as Mark, into the past, and running
off with both Isolts, while his raucous tavern population are the
gossip-mongers in King Mark’s troubled castle of Tintagel, or, as
the name here appears, “Tintangle.” * In the murky midst of all
of which, an unidentified harsh voice rasps out the following rude
rann:

—Three quarks for Muster Mark!

Sure he hasn’t got much of a bark

And sure any he has it's all beside the mark.

But O, Wreneagle Almighty, wouldn’t un be a sky of a lark

To see that old buzzard whooping about for uns shirt in the dark

And he hunting round for uns speckled trousers around by
Palmerstown Park?

Hohoho, moulty Mark!

You're the rummest old rooster ever flopped out of a Noah’s ark

And you think you're cock of the wark.

Fowls, up! Tristy’s the spry young spark

That'll tread her and wed her and bed her and red her

Without ever winking the tail of a feather

And that's how that chap’s going to make his money and mark! *

The nightmare-language of this intentionally irritating, infinitely
fascinating, wise yet imbecile Book of thc Opening of the Eyes to
Night—or, as we rcad, “Of the Two Ways of Opening the
Mouth” *—whcre every character is its own opposite and all to-
gether make one, is as difficult to reduce to wake-a-day sense as is
the phantasmagoria of dream; for as to meaning it is cnigmatic,
yet of many meanings at once. “The proteiform graph itself,” we
are truly told, “is a polyhedron of scripture.” And yct, “under
closed eyes,” we are advised, “the traits featuring the chiaroscuro
coalesce, their contrarities eliminated, in one stable somebody.” °
And that One is, of course, the troubled dreamer himself, whosc
initials, H. C. E., are to be read allegorically as “Here Comes
Everybody”; ¢ that is to say, as archetypal of us all: inasmuch as
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at the root of his anguish, as of our own, there lurks that dual
image of the god in whose form mankind (according to the
the Good Book) was created. For “God created man,” we
are instructed, “in his own image, in the image of God he created
him; male and female he created them.” 7 So that neither he
alone, “this upright one,” the dreamer in his bed of tares, nor that
other alone, beside him in the bed, “that noughty besighed him
zeroine,” ® can be taken to represent the All in all of us; but the
two are that All together: H. C. E. and his nightmare A. L. P., or,
as Gottfried told:

A man, a woman; a woman, a man:
Tristan Isolt; Isolt Tristan.

“We read their life, we read their dcath, and to us it is sweet as
bread.” *

The moral of it all is signaled by Joyce in a tantalizing number
clue that keeps turning up, throughout his work, in all sorts of
transformations: as a date, 1132 A.p.; a paragraph in a legal code,
“Subsec. 32, section 117; an interval of time, “from cleven thirty
to two in the afternoon”; a musical composition, “Opus Elf,
Thortytoc”; an address, 32 West 11 Street; the number of a pa-
tent, 1132;° and so forth. But now, 32 (as Leopold Bloom was
given to musing in the course of his ramblings through Ulysses) is
thc number of feet things fall “per sec. per sec.,” thc number,
therefore, of the Fall; whereas 11 is the number of thc renewal of
the decade, and so, of Restoration.l® Decoded thus, the number
implies a mythic theme of the conjoincd Tree of Eden and Tree
of Calvary, Fall-Rcdemption, Dcath-Resurrection, Wake of the
Dead and Wake of Awakening, which is the leading theme of the
nightmare Finnegans Wake.

However, to find a clcar and concise, unobfuscated verbaliza-
tion of the moral theology of this number-theme, the reader must
chance upon it in an Easter-cgg cache outside the book alto-
gether, namely in Paul’s Epistle to the Romans, Chapter 11,
Verse 32, which reads: “For God has consigned all men to dis-
obedience that he may have mercy upon all.”” And this, further-
more, is thc good ncws proclaimed in Saint Augustine’s
famous oxymoron, which is also cchoed throughout the Wake:

* Supra, p. 42.
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O felix culpa! “O happy fault!”—the phrase of hope that is annually
repeated by the priestly celebrant of the Roman Catholic ritual of
the blessing of the Paschal candle on Holy Saturday: the dark,
dark night of Christ’s body lying in the tomb, between Good Fri-
day and Easter Sunday.

The tabernacle of the church is open—empty—to symbolize
the awesome mystery of God’s death and descent into Hell.
“This,” prays the priestly celebrant, “is the night which at this
time throughout the world restores to grace and unites in sanctity
those that belicve in Christ, and are separated from the vices of
the world and the darkness of sinners. This is the night in which,
destroying the bonds of death, Christ arose victorious from the
grave. For it would have profited us nothing to havc been born,
unless redemption had also been bestowed upon us. O wonderful
condescension of Thy mercy toward us! O inestimable affection of
charity: that Thou mightest redcem a slave, Thou didst deliver
up Thy Son! O truly needful sin of Adam, which was blotted out
by the death of Christ! O happy fault [O felix culpa], which de-
served to possess such and so great a Redeemer! O truly blessed
night, which alone deserved to know the time and hour in which
Christ rose again from the grave! This is the night of which it is
written: And the night shall be as light as the day; and the night
is my light in my enjoyments.” 1!

“Poor Felix Culapert!” comments a disembodied voice on one
of the airwaves of the nightmare of the sinner of Phoenix Park.*
As the First Adam he falls and takes the world with him, but as
the Second wakes with us all, and the two Adams are the same.
They are thc one multicolored soul-bird, namely, the Phoenix
of “Felix Park” (Eden-Calvary), which resurrects of itself—"“when
the fiery bird disembers” *—from the ash of its self-immolation.

But between Joyce’s and the Roman Catholic clergy’s ways of
interpreting Christian symbols there is a world of difference. The
artist reads them in the universally known old Greco-Roman,
Celto-Germanic, Hindu-Buddhist-Taoist, Neoplatonic way, as re-
ferring to an experience of the mystery beyond theology that is
immanent in all things, including gods, demons, and flies. The
priests, on the other hand, are insisting on the absolute finality of
their Old Testament concept of a personal creator God ‘“out
there,” who, though omnipresent, omniscient, and omni-every-
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thing-elsc, is ontologically distinct from the living substance of his
world—and a ponderously humorless, revengefully self-centered,
cruel old Nobodaddy, to boot. When, in Ulysses, toward the end
of the Walpurgis Night of the brothel scene (O felix culpa!), THE
END OF THE WORLD arrives with a Scotch accent and THE VOICE
ofF ELIJAH with an American, the latter, in the manner of a hell-
and-damnation revivalist, calls upon the trio of prostitutes (Three
Graces in the Abyss) * and their trinity of companions, naming
them “Florry Christ, Stephen Christ, Zoe Christ, Bloom Christ,
Kitty Christ, Lynch Christ,” and then hollers apocalyptically:
“It’s up to you to sense that cosmic forcc. . . . You have some-
thing within, the higher sclf. . . . Arc you all in this vibration? I
say you are. You oncc nobble that, congregation, and a buck joy
ride becomes a back number.” 14

Let us recall at this point the words reported of Jesus in the
Gnostic Thomas Gospel: “I am the All, the All came forth from
Me and the All attained to Me. Cleave a piece of wood, I am
there; lift up the stonc and you will find Me therc”; '* and add to
these the words of Krishna in the Indian Bhagavad Gita: “I am
the origin of all; from me all things proceed. . . . I am the Self,
established in the hearts of all beings, their beginning, middle, and
end. . . . I am the gambling of cheats. I am the vigor of the
strong. I am victory. I am effort. I am the principlc of harmony in
the good.” 16

In the brothel scene of Ulysses, after ELIJAH has delivered his
message and confessions have been heard, there appears in the
cone of a searchlight thc bearded figure of the old Irish sea-god
Manannan Mac Lir—enjoyer of a good laugh ¥—slowly rising,
chin on knees, from behind a coalscuttle. A cold seawind blows
from his druid mantle. About his head writhe eels and elvers. He
is encrusted with weeds and shells. His right hand holds a bicycle
pump. (Think of pneuma, spiritus, air, the breath of life.) His left
hand grasps a hugh crayfish by its two talons. (Cancer, “thc Crab,”
sign of the summer solstice, decline, disintegration, death.)

MANANAUN Mac LIR
(With a voice of waves.) Aum! Hek! Wal! Ak! Lub! Mor! Ma!
White Yoghin of the gods. Occult pimander of Hermes Tris-

* Compare supra, Figure 13 (p. 100): Surda Thalia.
t Compare supra, pp. 200-201, “O’Donnell’s kern.”
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megistos. (With a voice of whistling seawind.) Punarjanam pat-
sypunjaub! I won’t have my leg pulled. It has been said by one:
beware the left, the cult of Shakti. (With a cry of stormbirds.)
Shakti, Shiva! Dark hidden Father! (He smites with his bicycle
pump the crayfish in his left hand. On its cooperative dial glow
the twelve signs of the zodiac. He wails with the vehemence of
the ocean.) Aum! Baum! Pyjaum! I am the light of the home-
stead. I am the dreamery creamery butter.1? *

We are on the way here, full steam, to the vision of Finnegans
Wake, where the dark hidden Father and his Shakti are indecd to
come alive again by virtue of the magic of the left-hand way. We
arc on the dangcrous path, that is to say, to the inward dark-forest
sanctuary of the bed, la fossiure a la gent amant, the marriagc and
dream bed, which is in every home, every heart, and which
Joyce, like Gottfried, represents as the altar and cross of the con-
summate initiation.

1. The Left-Hand Way

Figure 38 is from an early sixteenth-century alchemical text, the
Rosarium philosophorum, “Rose Garden of the Philosophers,” in
which the art of distilling spirit from nature is taught in metaphor-
ical terms that are intentionally misleading. For, as the text be-

* The name of the sea-god Manannan Mac Lir is here transformed to
suggest both the Sanskrit holy syllable AUM and the Irish word aun, mean-
ing “one.” The seven exclamations imitate the mystic mantra syllables of
Indo-Buddhist Tantric meditation. Aum is the holy sound supreme. Hek ap-
pears in Finnegans Wake (e.g. p. 420, lines 17 and 18) as a designation of
H.C.E. Wal suggests the “Wall” of the Fall in Finnegans Wake and Ak the
sound of its crash, God’s voice in thunder, the end of the show, and the be-
ginning of rumor (ibid., p. 44, line 20; p. 65, line 34). Lub in Finnegans
Wake is associated with “love, libido,” also, “lubber,” “lubricity,” etc. Mor,
the Irish word meaning “old,” suggesting French mort and English “more,”
is played upon throughout the Wake in numerous senses; and finally, Ma
(Sanskrit ma, “to measure forth”) suggesting Ma, “Mother,” is the verbal
root of the word maya, which signifies the force that creates the world illu-
sion. Punarjanam: Sanskrit punar-janman, means “rebirth, regeneration.”
Shakti: Sanskrit Sakei, is the active spiritual power of a god or person, per-
sonified in his consort. For Shakti and for the “left-hand path,” see Oriental
Mythology, pp. 343—64. For the sense of the last two sentences, i.e., “I am
the fire of the altar and the oblation sacrificed in the fire,” see Bhagavad
Gu1a 9:16: “I am the ritual, I am the act of worship, I am the food to be
offered, 1 am the sacred herbs, I am the chanted hymn, I am the melted
butter, I am the fire, I am the pouring of the oblation.”
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Figure 38. Solar King and Lunar Queen
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neath the picture states, “Mark well: in the art of our magiste-
rium nothing is concealed by the philosophers except the secret of
the art, which may not be revealed to all and sundry. For werc
that to happen, that man would be accursed; he would incur the
wrath of God and perish of the apoplexy. Wherefore all error in
the art arises, namely, because men do not begin with the proper
substance.” And on a later page: “So I have not declared all that
appears and-is necessary in this work, because there are things of
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which a man may not speak. . . . Such mattcrs must be trans-
mitted in mystical tcrms, like poetry employing fables and para-
bles.” 18

Now Christ himself, it can be recalled, issued a likc warning to
those who would speak of spiritual things: “Do not give dogs
what is holy; and do not throw your pearls before swine, lest they
trample them underfoot and turn to attack you.” !* And again:
“To you,” he said to his disciples, “it has been given to know the
secrets of the kindgom of God; but for others they are in para-
bles, so that seeing they may not see, and hearing they may not
understand.” 2°

James Joyce’s way of covering while uncovering his tracks
may not then, after all, have been, as many critics have held,
symptomatic of some bizarre psychological malfunction; for
he too, “forging in the smithy of his soul the uncreated conscience
of his race” (A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, last
lincs), was at work in a zone to which tracks do not lead,
only a spiritual leap. The old Arabian master alchcmist Muham-
mad ibn Umail at-Tamimi (c. 900-960)—who was known in
Europe as “Senior” and whose “Book of the Silvery Water
and Starry Earth” was translated into Latin in the poet Gottfried’s
lifetime—describes the end product of his mystic art as “that stone,
which he that knoweth layeth upon his eyes, and he that knoweth
it not, casteth upon a dunghill.” 2! Accordingly, in Finnegans
Wake, it was from a dunghill that a certain “lookmelittle likeme-
long hen,” named Belinda of the Dorans, scratched up “a
goodishsized sheet of letterpaper,” which on “exagmination”
proved to be something, indecd, to lay upon the eyes. And the
sixteenth-century Flemish alchemist Theobald de Hoghelande
might have been describing Joyce’s handling of this arcanum
when he wrote: “This science transmits its work by mixing the
false with the true and the true with the false, sometimes very briefly,
at other times in a most prolix manner, without order and
quite often in the reverse order; and it endeavors to transmit the
work obscurely, and to hide it as much as possible.” 2> For, as
stated by another late sixteenth-century master, “secrets that are
published become cheap.” 2

And so, with sharpened eyes returning to our picture, we now
notc that the solar king and lunar queen have joined not their right
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hands but their left. The rose garden of the philosophers, then, is
to be entered by the left-hand path.

“For this work,” the text to the figure explains, “you should
employ venerable Nature, because from her and through her and
in her is our art born and in naught else: and so our magisterium
is the work of Nature and not of the worker.”

Now it was exactly this idea of an approach to spirit through
nature that was the capital heresy of that bold young Dominican
monk (contemporary approximately with the author of the Ro-
sarium) whose name, in various transformations, appears, dis-
appears, and reappears through every episode of Finnegans
Wake: the same who, on the morning of February 16, 1600 A.p.,
in the Campo di Fiori in Rome, was burned alive at the stake, at
the age of fifty-two, for having cast his pearls before Clement
VIII and the learned doctors of the Roman Holy Office of the In-
quisition.

“All of God is in all things (although not totally, but in some
more abundantly and in others less),” Giordano Bruno of Nola
had written, too clearly, in his reprobated work, The Expulsion of
the Triumphant Beast. “Because just as Divinity descends, in a
certain manner, to the extent that one communicates with Nature,
so one ascends to Divinity through Nature, as by means of a life
resplendent in natural things one rises to the life that presides
over them.” 2

An ordaincd Dominican, yet to the root of his being an incor-
rigible heretic, in flight from city to city before the various packs of
God’s hounds—Naples, Rome, Venice, Padua, Brescia, Bergamo,
Milan, Chambéry, Geneva, Toulouse, Paris, Oxford, London,
Paris again, then Marburg, Wittenberg, Prague, Helmstadt, Frank-
furt-am-Main, Zurich, and (alas!) Venice again (Office of the In-
quisition), on to Rome (dungeons of the Inquisition for eight
years and finally, infallibly, the stake)—now in clerical, now in
secular garb, now here, more often there, unwittingly insulting his
friends, intentionally challenging his persecutors, believed by
some to have become a Calvinist, yct driven by that pack from
Geneva, he was himself an incarnation of that “coincidence of
opposites™ of which he eloquently wrote, and, in a truly Joyccan
way, his own worst encmy. “A Daedalus,” he called himself, “as
regards the habits of the intellect.” 25 And when his condemna-
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tion was read to him, rising beforc thec Triumphant Beast, “You
pronounce sentence upon me perhaps with a greater fear,” he
said, “‘than that with which I receive it.” *6 He was incinerated,
and his books as well, but has reappeared in the Wake: as
Bruno, Bruin, Mr. Brown, the Nolan, Nayman of Noland, the
Dublin booksellers Browne and Nolan, Nolans Brumans, ct
cetera; and, as Professor William Tindall of Columbia University
seems to have been the first to have recognized, the names Tristo-
pher and Hilary, which are attributed to thc Chapelizod tavern-
keeper’s two incompatible sons in one of the episodes of his
dream,?" dcrive from Giordano Bruno’s motto on the title page
of his play I/l Candelaio (“The Candle-Maker”), to wit: In tristitia
hilaris hilaritate tristis, “In sorrow, checr, in cheer, sorrow,”
which is a perfect match to Gottfried’s designation of the noble
heart.

The left-hand path is the way, then, of a passage by way of the
senses—the eyes, the heart and spontaneity of the body—to a
realization and manifestation “at the still point of the turning
world,” in act and expcrience on earth, of the radiance, harmony,
bounty, and joy of nature at the summit of Mount Helicon, wherc
the lyre of Apollo sounds, the Graces dance in tripody, and the
golden rose unfolds. In T.S. Eliot’s words in “Burnt Norton”:

. . . . Neither flesh nor fleshless;
Neither from nor towards; at the still point, there the dance is,
But neither arrest nor movement. And do not call it fixity,
Where past and future are gathered. Neither movement from nor
towards,
Neither ascent nor decline. Except for the point, the still point,
Therc would be no dance, there is only the dance.
I can only say, there we have been: but I cannot say where.
And I cannot say, how long, for that is to place it in time.2®

The way of nature to the garden is not, as followers of the god
divorced from nature have supposed, of an incline ever down-
ward, of a merc crude physicality. The right hands, we note, of
the solar king and lunar queen tender flowers, at the crossing of
the stems of which a third flower intersects, carried by a dove
descending from a star. The star is of six points, joined by three
intersecting lines: three pairs of opposites. So also is the order of
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the flower stems, joining south and north, west and cast, below and
above, all together at the center: “the still point,” here below
in man’s and woman’s hands, as there above, celestially: as
above, so below; as below, so above. Moreover, cach flower
stem has two blossoms: the one becomes two, and the two are
one. We note, as well, that the entirc composition is ordered to
this theme: a line descending from the star bifurcates and continues
in balanced parallels terminating at the sun and moon; the form
as a whole suggests the seventh sign of the zodiac, Libra, which
is entcred by the sun at the autumnal cquinox, the time of its
downgoing into winter night. Astrologically defined, Libra is
a masculinc diurnal sign, movable, sanguine, equinoctial, cardinal,
hot, and moist; western, of the airy triplicity, and the chief man-
sion of Venus. The dove is the symbolic bird of Venus-Aphrodite-
Ishtar-Astarte-Isis-Minnec-Amor; and we note that the artist, even
with his clumsy hand, has contrived to suggest “the mecting of the
eyes.”

The left-hand path, as here conceived, is obviously nor of the
type of the early Christian Agape orgy or the Indian “bodice
cult,” * nor of the Valentine Clubs of fashionable twelfth-century
Provence. For the work of the alchemist was intimately personal,
and where it involved the cooperation of an actual woman in the
mythic role of regina, soror, filia mystica, the relationship was
necessarily, bccause of its psychological dimension, deeply per-
sonal and exclusive. Dr. C. G. Jung, who devoted some forty-odd
years to a study of alchemical symbology, has demonstrated be-
yond question that in all its authentic practitioncrs, whether in
Europe and the Near East or in the Far East, alchemy was as
much an unconsciously psychological as consciously physical
proto- or pseudo-science. In a manner broadly comparable to the
relationship of a painter to the colors and materials of his palctte
and studio, the alchemist projected psychological associations, of
which he was neither fully conscious nor in full control, into the
metals, retorts, and other materials of his laboratory. The empty
retort, like an empty stretch of canvas, was a vacuum for the re-
ception of whatever demon within was pressing for manifestation
without, and the work progressed through an interaction of im-
pulse (spontaneity) and judgment (consideration) in relation to

* Supra, p. 166 and Oriental Mythology, p. 361.
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the physical acts of mixing, hcating, adding, subtracting, cooling,
and obscrving metals. States Dr. Jung:

The alchemical opus deals in the main, not just with alchem-
ical experiments as such, but with something resembling psychic
processes expresscd in pseudo-chemical language. The ancients
knew more or less what chemical processes were; therefore they
must have known that the thing they practiced was, to say the
least of it, no ordinary chemistry. That they realized the differ-
ence is shown even in the title of a treatise by (Pscudo-)
Democritus, ascribed to the first century: ra ¢rowd kai r& pvorcd
(The Physical and the ‘Philosophical’). And soon afterwards
a wealth of evidence accumulates to show that in alchcmy there
are two—in our eyes—heterogeneous currents flowing side by
side, which we simply cannot conccive as being compatible.
Alchemy’s “tam ethice quam physice” (ethical—i.e. psycholog-
ical—as well as physical) is impenetrable to our logic. If the
alchemist is admittedly using the chemical process only symbol-
ically, then why does he work in a laboratory with crucibles and
alembics? And if, as he constantly asserts, he is describing chemi-
cal processes, why distort them past recognition with his mytho-
logical symbolisms? 2°

In answering these questions, Dr. Jung quotes a number of
texts describing in detail the actual work and meditations of seri-
ously practicing alchemists, of which the latest in date is the fol-
lowing, from the Abtala Jurain, published 1732.

THE CREATION

Take of common rainwater a good quantity, at least ten
quarts; preserve it well sealed in glass vessels for at least ten
days, then it will deposit matter and feces on the bottom. Pour
off the clear liquid and place in a wooden vessel that is fash-
ioned round like a ball; cut it in the middle and fill the vessel a
third full, and set it in the sun about midday in a sccret or se-
cluded spot.

When this has been done, take a drop of the consecrated red
wine and let it fall into the water, and you will instantly perceive
a fog and thick darkness on top of the water, such as also was at
the first crcation. Then put in two drops, and you will see the
light coming forth from the darkness; whereupon little by little
put in every half of cach quarter hour first three, then four, then
five, then six, drops, and no more, and you will sce with your
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own eyes onc thing after another appearing by and by on top of
the water, how God creatcd all things in six days, and how it all
came to pass, and such secrets as arc not to be spoken aloud
and T also have not power to reveal. Fall on your knees before

ou undertake this operation. Let your eyes judge of it; for thus
was the world created. Let all stand as it is, and in half an hour
after it began it will disappear.

By this you will see clearly the secrets of God, that arc at
present hidden from you as from a child. You will understand
what Moses has written concerning the creation; you will see
what manner of body Adam and Eve had beforc and after the
Fall, what the serpent was, what the tree, and what manner of
fruits they ate; where and what Paradise is, and in what bodies
the righteous shall be resurrected; not in this body that we have
received from Adam, but in that which we attain through the
Holy Ghost, namely in such a body as our Savior brought from
Heaven.

A second experiment by the same anonymous author, no less
remarkable, is reported in the following terms:

THE HEAVENS

You shall take seven pieces of metal, of each and every metal
as they are named after the planets,* and shall stamp on each
the character of the planet in the house of the same planet, and
every piece shall be as large and thick as a rose noble.t But of
Mercury only the fourth part of an ounce by weight and nothing
stamped upon it.

Then put them after the order in which they stand in the
heavens into a crucible, and make all windows fast in the cham-
ber that it may be quite dark within; then melt them all together
in the midst of the chamber and drop in scven drops of the
blessed Stone; and forthwith a flame of fire will come out of the
crucible and spread itself over the whole chamber (fear no
harm), and will light up the whole chamber more brightly than
sun and moon, and over your heads you shall behold the whole
firmament as it is in the starry heavens above, and the planets
shall hold to their appointed courses, as in the sky. Let it cease
of itself, in a quarter of an hour everything will be in its own
place.?®

* These are, Mercury (Mercury), Copper (Venus), Silver (Moon), Gold
(Sun), Iron (Mdrs), Tin (Jupiter), and Lead (Saturn). Supra, p. 103.
t An English coin of the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries.
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And now, one more example: from the sixtecenth-century Flem-
ish master Theobald de Hoghelande.

They say also that different names are given to the Stone on
account of the wonderful variety of figures that appear in the
course of the work, inasmuch as colors often come forth at the
same time, just as we sometimes imagine in the clouds or in the
fire strange shapes of animals, reptiles, or trees. I found similar
things in a fragment of a book ascribed to Moses: when the
body is dissolved, it is there written, then will appear sometimes
two branches, sometimes three or more, somctimes also the
shapes of reptiles; on occasion it also scems as if a man with a
head and all his limbs were seated upon a cathedra.?!

“Hoghelande’s remarks prove,” comments Dr. Jung, “as do
the two preceding texts, that during the practical work certain
events of an hallucinatory or visionary nature were perceived,
which cannot be anything but projections of unconscious con-
tents. Hoghelande quotes Senior as saying that the ‘vision’ of the
Hermetic vessel ‘is more to bc sought’ than the ‘scripture,”’
where again, however, “it is not clear whether by ‘scripture’ is
meant the traditional description of the vessel in the treatises of
the masters, or the Holy Scrlpture ” 82

Figure 39 shows a pair of alchemists kneeling by thelr furnacc

Figure 39. Alchemists at Their Furnace
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and praying for God’s blessing.** They are a man and a woman,
and obviously actual persons, whereas the couple of Figurc 38 are
as obviously mythological. Between the two alchemists are the
furnace, the vessels, and other matcrials of their ambiguous art,
wherein the various transformations will occur to which the myth-
ological names and intcrpretations are to be attached. That is to
say, it will be in those vessels and materials that the solar King
and lunar queen will be known to be reaching their left hands to
each other, and the dove to be descending, as thc metals and
other materials—mercury, salt, sulphur, consecrated wine, rain-
water, and what not—work upon each other, combine, separate.
change color, et cetera. But, as we have seen, the alchemists will
have to accompany these cffects with appropriatc sentiments and
fantasizing meditations of their own, if the desired results arc to
be achieved. The fcrmentation, putrefaction, and sublimation of
the metals will have to be matched by analogous motions in the
conjoined, harmoniously coopcrating hearts of the artifex and his
soror mystica, the fundamental idca bcing that divinity is en-
trapped, as it were, in the gross physical matter of the bodics of
men and women as well as in the elements of nature, and that in
the laboratory of the alchemist the energies of this immanent spir-
itual presence are to be relcascd. As Jung restates this basic idea:

For the alchemist the one primarily in need of redemption is
not man, but the deity who is lost and slecping in matter. Only
as a secondary consideration does he hopc that somc bencfit
may accrue to himself from the transformed substance as the
panacca, the medicina catholica, just as it may to the imperfect
bodies, thc base or “sick” metals, etc. His attention is not di-
rected to his own salvation through God’s grace, but to the lib-
eration of God from the darkness of matter. By applying himsclf
to this miraculous work he benefits from its salutary effect, but
only incidentally. He may approach the work as one in need of
salvation, but hc knows that his salvation dcpends on the suc-
cess of the work, on whether he can free the divinc soul. To this
end he needs meditation, fasting, and prayer; more, he needs the
help of the Holy Ghost as his wdpeSpos [ministering spirit].
Since it is not man but mattcr that must be redeemed, the spirit
that manifests itself in the transformation is not the “Son of
Man” but a4s Khunrath very properly puts it,3* the filius macro-
cosmi. Thercfore, what comes out of the transformation is not
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Christ but an ineffable material being named the “stone,” which
displays the most paradoxical qualities apart from possessing
corpus, anima, spiritus, and supernatural powers. One might be
tempted to explain the symbolism of alchemical transformation
as a parody of the Mass were it not pagan in origin and much
older than the latter.

The substance that harbors the divine secret is everywhere,
including the human body. It can be had for the asking and can
be found anywhere, even in the most loathsome filth.35

Essentially, the idea is the same as that by which the obscene
Love Feasts of the Phibionites and other deviant early Christian
sects were inspired, against whom Paul, Tertullian, and numerous
other preachers of the gospel were compelled to take corrective
steps. There, however, the method by which the energy of the in-
carnate divine substance was to be released from its dual, male
and female entrapment was as crassly physical as could be imag-
ined, whereas here the main emphasis was to be—for the human
participants—psychological. The physical aspect of the distillation
and union of the male and female energies—the coniugium, matri-
monium, coitus, or coniunctio oppositorum, as it was variously
named—took place within the vas Hermeticum, the sealed her-
metic retort, and whatever acts on the part of the artifex and his
soror might have accompanied these developments were as be-
tween two intimately associated, emotionally interlocked, mu-
tually respectful personalities—not comparable at all to the indis-
criminate, anonymous Agape-in-the-dark of the earlier Christian
redeemers of the Redeemer.

Yet there is enough theology in common between the two reli-
gious orders to make it perfectly evident that they are basically re-
lated. In the later, alchemical context the counterpart to the “di-
vine child” that was occasionally born to practitioners of the
Agape, and then ritually consumed,* was the mysterious her-
maphroditic lapis, rebis, or “philosophers’ stone,” also known as
tincture, elixir, vinegar, water, urine, dragon, serpent, filius, puer,
and a multitude of other names. The mystic vessel, vas Hermeticum,
represented in the various retorts within which the transmutations
came to pass, was regarded with the utmost religious awe as a

* Supra, pp. 159-61 and 165-66.
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virginal womb, fertilized by the spirit Mercurius, a veritable vas
mirabile, and likened to (or even called) the Tree of the Fruit of
Immortal Life and, in some of the later, fifteenth- and sixteenth-
century texts, the Cross of Christ, or Mary’s womb. As summarized
in the words of Dr. Jung:

It must be completely round, in imitation of the sphericial
cosmos, so that the influence of the stars may contribute to the
success of the operation. It is a kind of matrix or uterus from
which the filius philosophorum, the miraculous stone, is to be
born. Hence it is required that the vessel be not only round but
egg-shaped. One naturally thinks of this vessel as a sort of retort
or flask; but one soon learns that this is an inadequate concep-
tion since the vessel is more a mystical idea, a true symbol like
all the main ideas of alchemy. Thus we hear that the vas is the
water or aqua permanens, which is none other than the Mer-
curius of the philosophers. But not only is it the water, it is also
its opposite: fire.38

And finally, one complication more: since it is of the essence
of this philosophy that divinity inheres in the lowliest as well as in
the noblest things, one of the most striking traits of its literature is
the frequent representation of its arcana in coarse and even re-
volting symbols. An eighth-century Arabic text of the Ommayad
prince Kalid ibn Yazid, translated into Latin about the twelfth cen-
tury as the Liber secretorum alchemiae, gives, for example, the
following curious recipe: “Take a Corascene dog and an Arme-
nian bitch, join them together, and they will beget a dog of celes-
tial hue, and if ever he is thirsty, give him sea water to drink: for
he will guard your friend, and he will guard you from your
enemy, and he will help you wherever you may be, always being
with you, in this world and the next.” 37

Now in the Tristan legend there is a little dog of this very kind
that was sent by Tristan as a present to Isolt during one of their
terms of separation, he having himself received it from a Welsh
prince in gratitude for his killing of a giant, and the prince, in
turn, having been given it as a token of love by a goddess of the
fairy isle of Avalon. In our poet Gottfried’s version:

On a table before Tristan a purple cloth, noble, rich, rare, and
wonderful, Was spread and a little dog set upon it: a fairy thing,
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as I have been told. . . . And its color was of such an amaz-
ingly cunning mixture that no one could rightly tell what the
dog’s color actually was. Its hair was of so many hues that when
you looked at its chest you would have said it was whiter than
snow; yet its flanks were greener than clover, one side redder
than scarlet and the other more yellow than saffron; beneath it
was like azure, while above there was such a beautiful blend
that none of the colors stood out: it was neither green nor red,
white nor black, neither yellow nor blue, and yet all these played
a part in a silky opalescent brown. And when this marvelous lit-
tle product of the isle of Avalon was viewed against the grain,
no one, no matter how clever, could possibly tell its hue; for it
was then of so many colors, and all in such bewilderment, that
it seemed to be of none at all.

And around its little neck there went a chain of gold, on
which there hung a bell, so sweet and clear that when it began to
tinkle, Tristan, sorrowful as he was, sat there emptied and re-
lieved of all the cares and anguish of his destiny, forgetful even
of the suffering he was enduring for Isolt. . . . He reached
carefully and stroked the tiny dog with his palms, and when he
was fondling it so, he seemed to be touching the finest silk, it
was everywhere so smooth. It neither growled nor barked; nor
did it show any sign of viciousness, no matter what tricks one
played with it. Moreover, it neither ate nor drank—or so, at
least, the tale declares. But when it was carried off again, Tris-
tan’s sorrow and pain were back, as keen as ever.38

In Ulysses, Stephen Dedalus claps eyes on some such dog—or at
least so it appears for a time, to his imagination. He is seated on
a rock on Sandymount shore, at about the point where Tristan
must have first touched foot to land; and he is gazing out beyond
the white lines of the breakers to where a boat is rocking, waiting
there for the body of a drowned man to rise. “Five fathoms out
there,” Stephen broods. “Full fathom five thy father lies.” The
problem he is bebrooding is the consubstantiality of the Father
and the Son, whereby the Father is identified in his mind with the
mystery of substance; the All in all of us: the same ubiquitous
presence that in alchemical terms may be represented as the
“pear]” or “treasure in the sea,” or as the solar king (the Father)
in the dark depths of the sea, as though dead, who yet lives and
calls from the deep: “Whosoever will free me from the waters
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and lead me to dry land, him will I prosper with everlasting
riches.” 39

“A corpse rising saltwhite from the undertow,” Stephen broods,
“bobbing landward. . . . Bag of corpsegas sopping in foul brine.
A quiver of minnows, fat of a spongy titbit, flash through the slits
of his unbuttoned trouser-fly. God becomes man becomes fish be-
comes barnacle goose becomes featherbed mountain. Dead
breaths I living breathe, tread dead dust, devour a urinous offal
from all dead. Hauled stark over the gunwale he breathes upward
the stench of his green grave, his leprous nosehole snoring to the
sun.” #¢

Thus sitting, watching the boat out there, brooding on death,
disintegration, life living on death, and the one substance in all,
Stephen next remarks, way down the beach, a point, a live
dog, approaching, running. “Lord,” he thinks, “is he going to at-
tack me?” Farther away, two figures, a man and woman, cockle-
pickers, are trudging with their wet bags.

Their dog [we read] ambled about a bank of dwindling sand,
trotting, sniffing on all sides. Looking for something lost in a
past life. Suddenly he made off like a bounding hare, ears flung
back, chasing the shadow of a lowskimming gull. The man’s
shrieked whistle struck his limp ears. He turned, bounded back,
came nearer, trotted on twinkling shanks. On a field tenney a
buck, trippant, proper, unattired. At the lacefringe of the tide he
halted with stiff forehoofs, seawardpointed ears. His snout lifted
to bark at the wavenoise, herds of seamorse. They serpented
toward his feet, curling, unfurling many crests, every ninth,
breaking, plashing, from far, from farther out, waves and
waves.

Cocklepickers. They waded a little way in the water and,
stooping, soused their bags, and, lifting them again, waded out.
The dog yelped running to them, reared up and pawed them,
dropping on all fours, again reared up at them with mute bearish
fawning. Unheeded he kept by them as they came towards the
drier sand, a rag of wolf’s tongue redpanting from his jaws. His
speckled body ambled ahead of them and then loped off at a
calf’s gallop. The carcass [of a drowned dog] lay on his path.
He stopped, sniffed, stalked round it, brother, nosing closer,
went round it, sniffing rapidly like a dog all over the dead dog’s
bedraggled fell. Dogskull, dogsniff, eyes on the ground, moves to
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one great goal. Ah, poor dogsbody. Here lies poor dogsbody’s
body.*

——yTatters! Out of that, you mongrel.

The cry brought him skulking back to his master and a blunt
bootless kick sent him unscathed across a spit of sand, crouched
in flight. He slunk back in a curve. Doesn’t see me. Along by the
edge of the mole he lolloped, dawdled, smelt a rock and from
under a cocked hindleg pissed against it. He trotted forward
and, lifting his hindleg, pissed quickly short at an unsmelt rock.
The simple pleasures of the poor. His hindpaws then scattered
sand: then his forepaws dabbled and delved. Something he
buried there, his grandmother. He rooted in the sand, dabbled,
delving and stopped to listen to the air, scraped up the sand
again with a fury of his claws, soon ceasing, a pard, a panther,
got in spousebreach, vulturing the dead.%!

T. S. Eliot in The Waste Land asks:

“That corpse you planted last year in your garden,
“Has it begun to sprout? Will it bloom this year?
“Or has the sudden frost disturbed its bed?

“Oh keep the Dog far hence, that’s friend to men,
“Or with his nails he’ll dig it up again!” #2

It is amazing with what consistency the images return. The
fairy dog from Avalon beyond the waves, where the wounded
king reposes who will appear again, may not immediately suggest
Tatters racing along the edge of a tide wherein a drowned man
rests among fish and a fishing boat floats beyond the surge, wait-
ing (compare Figure 6); however, the shape-shifting of this mon-
grel—now a bounding hare, now a twinkling buck, bearish, fawn-
ing, with a speckled body, a wolf’s tongue, at a calf’s gallop, and
so on—is as various as the coloration of the other. His approach
frightens Stephen, whereas Tristan, at the sight of the dog, is re-
lieved of all sorrow and pain. These are opposite effects. How-
ever, a glance again at the dog Cerberus of Figure 13 will explain
them. Joyce, on a later page,® holding his devil’s mirror to na-
ture, reveals the word “Dog” in reverse to be “God”; and the

* “Dogsbody” is one of Stephen’s names for himself, his own unhealthy
body.
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same secret is suggested in Eliot’s capitalization of the word. The
downcoming and the upgoing are of the same dogsbody, God’s
Body; and whereas Stephen, holding to his ego at the bottom, is con-
fronted by the face of mortal terror, Tristan, lost in Isolt, the
Muses’ care, is carried to the top.

“Full fathom five thy father lies,” Stephen thinks, quoting Ari-
el’s song in The Tempest; and Eliot, in The Waste Land, contin-
ues the quotation, commencing with a line from the “Sad Shep-
herd’s Tune” of the last act of Wagner’s Tristan: *

Od’ und leer das Meer.

Madame Sosostris, famous clairvoyante,

Had a bad cold, nevertheless

Is known to be the wisest woman in Europe,
With a wicked pack of cards. Here, said she,

Is your card, the drowned Phoenician Sailor,
(Those are pearls that were his eyes. Look!) **

The wisest woman in Europe is Wagner’s Earth Spirit of The
Ring of the Nibelungs: the Eddic prophetess of the Vdluspé.t In
Eliot’s poem, she continues:

Here is Belladonna, the Lady of the Rocks,

The lady of situations.

Here is the man with three staves, and here the Wheel,
And here is the one-eyed merchant, and this card,
Which is blank, is something he carries on his back,
Which I am forbidden to see. I do not find

The Hanged Man. Fear death by water.

I see crowds of people, walking round in a ring.4®

The man with three staves we have met in O’Donnell’s kern.
The one-eyed merchant is Wotan—Hermes—the lord of initia-
tions, roads, and merchants; the god self-crucified on the Cosmic
Tree (Figure 9), which is what he carries on his back. “The Man
with Three Staves,” writes Eliot in a footnote, “I associate, quite
arbitrarily, with the Fisher King himself,” ¢ pointing thus to the
legend of the Grail, where indeed we are to encounter all these
figures, again transformed.

* Supra, p. 25S.
t Supra, pp.'121-22.
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1. Puer Aeternus

Figure 40, from an undated manuscript in the British Museum,
the “Cabala mineralis” of Rabbi Simeon ben Cantara,** shows a

Figure 40. Homunculus in the Alchemical Vas

functioning assemblage of alchemical vessels. At the right is a
perfectly spherical flask with a long phalloid neck, containing a
substance labeled Sophaium (if I read aright), from which the fire
beneath the flask is distilling a spiritual vapor called Mercurius
vivus, symbolized by the caduceus of Mercury-Hermes. At the left
is a womb-shaped vessel, containing a winged dragon labeled
Hermafroditum, which is eating its own tail. It is bathed by a rain
called Mercury’s Sperm (Mercurii Germen), descending from
three clouds, which as the name indicates, is a transformation into
“living water” of the energy of the “living fire” flaming from the
open mouth of the phalloid flask: three tongues of Mercurial fire
there, three clouds of Mercurial water here. The biological refer-
ence, obviously, is to the fertilization of the womb.
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The alchemical reference, however, is to a process known as
nigredo (blackness) or melanosis (blackening), which is charac-
terized by the decay or disintegration (putrefactio, solutio) of the
materials in the retort and their reduction thus to the condition of
elementary matter (prima materia); which is to say, the undiffer-
entiated state of the primal energies or waters out of which the
world first came into being.* For at the end of each cosmic aeon,
the forms of all things must disintegrate and dissolve into this
primal state before a new universe can arise; and analogously,
when the womb is fertilized, the substance within it (which, ac-
cording to archaic science, consists of undischarged menstrual
blood) breaks down to be re-formed into the new life.

During the period between the end of one cycle and beginning
of the next, this undifferentiated primal matter is a chaos, or
massa confusa, in which the pairs of opposites—hot-cold, moist-
dry, up-down, north-south, east-west, past-future, male-female,
subject-object, et cetera—are not distinguished from each other.
Hence the beast in the womb-shaped retort symbolic of this con-
dition is a bird-serpent eating itself. “Before the sea was, and the
lands, and the sky that hangs over all,” states Ovid at the opening
of the Metamorphoses, “the face of Nature showed alike in her
whole round, which state have men called chaos: a rough, unor-
dered mass of things, nothing at all save lifeless bulk and warring
seeds of ill-matched elements heaped in one. . . . All objects
were at odds, for within one body cold things strove with hot, and
moist with dry, soft things with hard, things having weight with
weightless things.” 8 Presently, however, the rain of Mercurial
Sperm starts in this massa confusa a process of separating out
(divisio, separatio) of the pairs of opposites. “God,” as Ovid
tells, “God—or kindlier Nature—composed this strife; for he rent
asunder land from sky, and sea from land, and separated the
ethereal heavens from the dense atmosphere. When thus he had
released these elements and freed them from the blind heap of
things, he set them each in its own place and bound them fast in
harmony. The fiery weightless element that forms heaven’s vault
leaped up and made place for itself upon the topmost height. Next
came the air in lightness and in place. The earth was heavier than
these, and,drawing with it the grosser elements, sank to the bot-

* Compare, above, the rainwater experiment, pp. 268—69.
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tom by its own weight. The streaming water took the last place of
all, and held the solid land confined in its embrace.” 4 *

In the vas at the left we see the beginning of this process. It is
suggested by, on one hand, the black spots—*“matter and feces” ¥
—scattered around the dragon and, on the other hand, the vapor
coursing rightward through the orifice of the vas, to play upon the
eggshaped vertical vessel in the center. And within this central
vessel is a boy, Mercurius Homunculus, in the attitude of the fa-
mous “Pissing Manikin” fountain of the city of Brussels.

For belief in the medicinal and other virtucs of the urine,
particularly of chaste boys, was an old, old story in archaic medi-
cine. This wine is already rccommended in the influcntial Historia
naturalis of Pliny the Elder (23-79 A.p.).’® A Byzantine physi-
cian, Alexander of Tralles, in the period of Justinian recommends
it specifically against cpilepsy and gout.’® The Benedictine monk
Theophilus (fl. 1100 A.p.), in his Schedula diversarum artium,
suggests for the tempering of iron the use of the urine of a small
redheaded boy,? while the Portuguese physician who became
Pope John XXI (r. 1276-1277) asks, in a commentary on diet,
why it is that human urine enriches vines.

Joyce, throughout both Finnegans Wake and Ulysses, plays re-
peatedly on this theme. We have had it already in the dog pissing
on a rock. Together with his repeated references to dung, dung-
heaps, and the like, these allusions have won him the reputation,
among clean-fingernailed Freudian critics, of having been afflicted
with an infantile scatological fixation. However, his usage seems
to me to accord perfectly with the alchemical inspiration and pur-
pose of his art, which was to present—from the first page of Por-
trait of the Artist as a Young Man, through Ulysses, to Finnegans
Wake, and on to the work that was never written—the process of
a total transmutation of the whole world of human experience,
from its earliest infant stage of “Once upon a time and a very
good time it was there was a moocow coming down along the
road and this moocow that was coming down along the road mect
a nicens little boy named baby tuckoo. . . ,”* through the
broadening and deepening, progressively clarified stages of a
young male intellect in prime growth, until, in the episodes of the

* Compare Genesis 1.
t Cf. Supra, p. 268, beginning of the rainwater experiment.
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first half of Ulysses, it has reached the impasse of one who “so
loves his life” that he is in imminent danger of losing it.

Whereupon a prodigious crack of thunder resounds:—“A black
crack of noise in the street, here, alack, bawled, back. Loud on
left Thor thundered: in anger awful the hammerhurler” **—and
the arrogant Stephen, who in spitc of his flint-hard exterior is ac-
tually an interior jelly of phobias, sits frozen with unreasoned fear.
“Came now the storm,” we read, “that hist his heart.” Immedi-
ately after which, the alchemical process commenced of a nigredo
and separatio that was to culminate in the pandemonium of the
night-scene of the brothel—beyond which the reader himself was
to be sublimed in the vas mirabile of Finnegans Wake, to a

state where all the foul “matter” of Ulysses would be scen under-
| going transubstantiation, with Stephen’s self-dcfensive ego re-
duced to the mere shadow of one of the two incompatible dream-
sons of H.C.E.

In alchemy, not only were feces and urine commonly utilized in
the vas, but the technical term wurina puerorum was one of the
usual appellations of the aqua permanens, the “water of life that
ever endures.” Here, in this vial, it is proceeding from the puer
aeternus himself, who is an anthropomorphic counterpart of the
lapis by which all things are turned into gold: however, as the old
masters ever insisted, not the common gold, aurum vulgi, of the
markets of this world, but the *“gold of philosophy,” aurum
philosophicum, aurum mercurialis, aurum nostrum, aurum volatile,
aurum non vulgi: gold, in other words, such as only art bestows on
the mind through its transubstantiation of the matter of this world.

Beneath the vial containing Homunculus there is a flame by
which the Mercurial urine is vaporized; and in a special retort
above, this vapor is condensed and carried off to the flask at the
right, from which our course began; so that there is a closed cir-
cuit here indicated, of the transformations of Mercurius: which
again brings Finnegans Wake to mind; for there the last scntence
of the book breaks off abruptly in a void—*"A way a lone a last a
loved a long the ”—leaving the reader the alternative either
of resting there, with the ring broken, or of returning to the start
of the book, where the rest of the sentence awaits, to pick us up
and bear us on again, along the riverrun of this dream of Phoenix
Park, for another round.
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1v. Chaos

It is clear, then, that the solar king and lunar queen of Figure 38
are not the arrifex and his soror mystica, but symbols of a process
occurring (or supposed to be occurring) in the retorts. The alche-
mists themselves, mcanwhile, as in Figure 39, are resting on the
earth. Yect in their subtle spiritual parts they are indeed that royal
pair, suspended celestially and precariously on the wings of a dove
descending from a star. What star? Both of Venus and of Bethle-
hem. What dove? Mercurius Vivus and the Holy Ghost.

Figure 41 is again from the Rosarium philosophorum, continu-
ing the left-hand-path adventure of the sulphur, salt, mercury, and
other matters in the retort. This corresponds to a stage of the nig-
redo, the beginning of a dissolution, moving toward the primal
state of chaos where all pairs of opposites coalesce; and in the
human, psychological sphere it corresponds to the beginning of a
regression—backward of civilization to the idyll of Paradise and,
beyond that, the primal abyss.

In Oriental Mythology we have encountered a number of such
disciplines of intentional regression; in India in Yoga and in Chi-
na in the Taoist idea of a “return to the uncarved block™:

Blank as a piece of uncarved wood;

Yet receptive as a hollow in the hills.

Murky as a troubled stream—

Which of you can assume such murkiness,
to become in the end still and clear?

Which of you can make yourself inert, to
become in the end full of life and stir? 55

We also recall the old Sumerian myth, and associated rites, of
Inanna’s descent to the nctherworld to join her departed kingly
brother-spouse: of how she passed the seven gates and at each
was divested of a portion of her raiment, until

Upon her cntering the scventh gate,
All the garments of her body were removed.

She was turned into a corpse:
And the corpse was hung on a stake.

However:
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Aftcr three days and three nights had passed,
Her messenger Ninshubur,

Her messenger of favorable winds,

Her carrier of supporting words,

Filled the heaven with complaints for her,
Cried for her in the assembly shrine,

Rushed about for her in the house of the gods.

And Enki, the “Lord of thc Waters of the Abyss,” fashioned of
dirt two sexless creaturcs, to one of which he gave the food of
life, to the other the water of life; and to both he issucd his com-
mands:

“Upon the corpsc hung from a stake dircct the fear of the rays of
fire,

Sixty times the food of life, sixty times the water of life, sprinkle
upon it,

Verily Inanna will arise.”

And indeed Inanna ascended, alive again, from the nether-

world.%®

The Royal Tombs of Ur, with their impressive awcsome evi-
dences of entire courts following their kings and queens to thc
netherworld,?™ and in Egypt the terriblc mansions of thc dead,
bencath desert sands, of literally hundreds who departcd with
their kings; ** in China, the Shang tombs; the “death following”
of Japan; *® and finally the suttec rites of India and Vedic ritual
of the queen’s descent into thc pit of the sacrificed solar stal-
lion: 8 all thesc bear testimony to the antiquity of the idea of the
two that in the pit of darkness become again onc, for the rencwal
of the flow of the forms of time, which in their separatencss hold
fixed the life that in flow is the substance of all.

We have to this point the words of Christ: “Unless a grain of
wheat falls into the earth and dics, it remains alone; but if it dies,
it bears much fruit. He who loves his life loses it, and he who
hates his life in this world will keep it for cternal life.” %!

Joyce, in the pages of Ulysses, depicts a world of rock-hard,
separate men, moving dryly among and around each other. There
is a drought in the land; the cattle are diseased; womcn are un-
able to give birth. Then, however, exactly in the middlc of the
book, that thunderclap resounds and a change begins. In Eliot’s
Waste Land the same thunder and promise of rcnewed life re-
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sounds in the last section: Part V, “What the Thunder Said.” And
remarkably, just as in Ulysses the Indian god and goddess Shiva
and his Shakti, of the left, are announced, so here it is again from
India the message comes:

Ganga was sunken, and the limp leaves
Waited for rain, while the black clouds
Gathered far distant, over Himavant.
The jungle crouched, humped in silence.
Then spoke the thunder

DA

Datta: what have we given? 6

The poet, in his interpretative notes, refers to a passage in the
Brihadaranyaka Upanishad % where the god Prajapati, the “Fa-
ther of Creatures,” having been asked by his offspring, gods, men,
and anti-gods, to communicate his ultimate word, spoke: “Da.”
And in this sound the gods heard the word damyata, “restrain
yourselves”; but the men heard datra, “give”; and the anti-gods,
dayadhvam, “be compassionate.” The passage of the Upanishad
concludes: “And this same thing is repeatcd by the divine voice
here, as thunder: Da/ Da! Da! restrain yourselves, give, be com-
passionate. These three are what one should practice: self-
control, giving, compassion.”

And so, returning to the poem:

DA

Datta: what have we given?

My friend, blood shaking my heart

The awful daring of a moment’s surrender
Which an age of prudence can never retract
By this, and this only, we have existed
Which is not to be found in our obituaries
Or in memorics draped by the beneficent spider
Or under seals broken by the lean solicitor
In our empty rooms

DA

Dayadhvam: T have heard the key

Turn in the door once and turn once only *

* Eliot gives as reference here, Dante's Inferno XXXIII. 46: the horrible
story of the Guelph Count Ugolino della Gherardesca, who with his sons
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We think of the key, each in his prison

Thinking of the key, each confirms a prison

Only at nightfall, acthereal rumours

Revive for a moment a broken Coriolanus

DA

Damyata: The boat responded

Gaily, to the hand expert with sail and oar

The sea was calm, your heart would have
responded

Gaily, when invited, beating obedient

To controlling hands.%

In the light of all these documents, the meaning of the narrative
change from Figure 38 to 41 is manifest. The meeting of the eyes
of Figure 38 having communicated its import to the noble, ready
hearts (nobility being the import of the crowns), the left hands
—of the heart side—reached spontaneously forward, and the
right—of the spirit—crossed flowery tokens of the shared ideal to
be realized: not the common, of desire, but the noble, of the self-
loss of each in the identity that was theirs beyond space, beyond
time, beyond what Joyce in Ulysses terms “the modality of the
visible” and “modality of the audible,” or again, “the diaphane.” ®°

Having at first appeared to be separate from each other—
strangers, “poles apart” (to continue with Joyce’s terms) —the
two recognized their “consubstantiality” (again Joyce),% where-
upon all artifice fell away. For as we have read in the Rosarium:
in this art the substance to be employed is “not of the worker,”
i.e. of artifice, learning, civilization, but “venerable Nature: be-
cause from her and through her and in her is our art born and in
naught else.” t

In Figure 41 the protective, historically conditioned clothing of
the couple has been removed. They have cast aside, that is to say,
not only the social order of their time and place, but also all their
personal, individually developed, self-protective artifices of deco-
rum and disguise. And there is real danger here. For nature is not
all beauty, nor all gentleness and goodness. Venus, the Moon, and

and grandsons was by his pretended friend, the Ghibelline Archbishop Rug-
gieri degli Ubaldini, treacherously locked in a tower and left there to starve
to death: “And I heard the door of the horrible tower being locked.” Eliot
here adds the quotation from F.H. Bradley cited supra, pp. 89-90.

t Supra, p. 265.



286 CREATIVE MYTHOLOGY

ROSARIVM

arcemaliquid fieri poteft. Ratio elt quia ars pri
masdifpofitionesinducere non poteft, fed lapis
noftereftres mca"mpaﬁfh
J  corpora, & quod naturaipfaincepit hoc perar
ternad perfection deducitur.Si n'nl ipfo Mercu
rio operariinceperis vbi naturareliquitim
fc&ur’;,inucm'es ineo perfectionéet gaudebpi.:.r‘
Perfectum nonalteratur, fed corrumpitur.
Sedimperfectum bene alteratur , ergo corrup®

tio vniuseft generatio alcerius.
Y (e
oWy, ‘-' K
L Y &\
A S 7 e {
i, s
4 2 X
f/é_'“' (. ': ,3 R
73 = 7 53
qn N Lo £ 4 e
‘k\\\\\\l . —‘/;::?—. g
< —— ey ¢
ot "" ~
S alllie
NS
:;|\
Speculum

Figure 41. The Mercurial Bath

Mercury, too, have thcir dark as well as luminous sides: so
have we all. Protection gone, each is vulncrable to the whole
dark, as well as to the luminous, aspect of the other. That is the
meaning of the appearance here of the abyssal, watery element.
“The earth-spirit Mercurius in his watery form,” states Dr. Jung
in comment on this scenc, “now begins to attack the royal pair
from below, just as he had previously descended from above in
the shape of the dove. The contact of the left hands in Figure 38
has evidently roused the spirit of the deep and called up a rush of

water.” 68
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The scene suggests Tristan’s perilous moment in the bath, when
Isolt tore his disguise away and exposed him as he was: at which
instant her own dangerous, murderous “other side” also came to
view. Agamemnon, we have remembered, was murdered in his
bath. The danger illustrated is of death by drowning (*‘Fear death
by water,” Eliot’s seeress warned in The Waste Land): * drown-
ing in the ocean storms of uncontrolled and uncontrollable crude
emotion, or, in psychological terms, the engulfment of ego, the
principle of individuality, in instinctual compulsions and associ-
ated fantasies welling from the couple’s own unconscious share in
“venerable Nature.” For these can be aggressive, filthy, and cruel,
as well as of love and erotic bliss. Jung compares the scene to the
mythological “Night-Seca Journey” of the sun-god in the nether-
world, where unknown powers are encountered and overcome.

All the adventures in the Tristan legend following its hero’s in-
fection with the poison of Queen Isolt, and culminating in his
sharing of the potion with her daughter, match the symbolism of
this scene: the foul and stinking wound (putrefactio), night-sea
journey in the coracle, encounter with the dangerous yet healing
mother and daughter in the Land below Waves, and the engage-
ment there with a dragon; infection with its poison and then,
through the magic of the Queen, the purgation of this putrefaction
(separatio, divisio elementorum); the adventure of the bath; and
finally, wonderfully, the potion. . . . If we compare, further-
more, the place and function of the harp represented in Figure 25,
with the role and placement of the star, the dove, and the flowers
in Figure 38, and equate the force of the love potion with that of
the rising abyss of Figure 41, it will be evident enough that a sig-
nificant relationship existed between the lines of symbolism of
medieval alchemy and romance.

In the words of the Rosarium, “this stinking water contains
everything required.” ¢ However, as the operations displayed in
Figure 40 have already revealed, a clarification (diviso or sepa-
ratio) must occur before the gold-producing lapis can be born;
and this cannot be left to “venerable Nature,” but is the work and
virtue of this art. In the text above the picture it is stated that “art
is unable to establish the primary arrangements.” Art, that is to
say, cannot ‘begin its work ab initio, independently of nature.

* Supra, p. 277.
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*Our stone is something,” the text continues, “midway between
perfected and unperfected bodies; and what Nature herself initi-
ates, is by art carried to perfection. If you set to work on that
state of Mercurius where Nature has left imperfection, you will
arrive at its perfection and rejoice. What is perfect does not alter,
but is destroyed. However, what is imperfect does indeed alter.
Hence, the destruction of the one is the gencration of the other.”

We note in the picture that though the heavenly star has van-
ished, the dove and associated flowers still are present. However,
the queen has passed her flower from her right hand to her left,
thus breaking the circuit of the joined left paims; or rather, trans-
forming it into a floral circuit. For the king is now, with his freed
left hand, grasping the blossom of her stem, while she, conversely,
with her freed right, is grasping the blossom of his. And each
stem now bears but a single flower. That is to say, the queen her-
self has become the second flower on the king’s stem and he the
second on hers. Initially the floral signs of the one-that-is-two and
two-that-are-one had represented no tangible realization; they
were dreams in air, ideas: hence, properly of the right side only,
spirit. However, with the meeting of the eyes and joining of the
heart-side hands, the dreams began to come true. For each, the
idea of the other blossom had found embodiment. And simul-
taneously the dove’s second flower also vanished, to become the
rising water of the abyss. The entire setting had dropped one de-
gree: the star above was gone; the waters from beneath were in ris-
ing tide. The solar king and lunar queen were already on the left-
hand path of descent, from the great above to the great below.

The left, the side of the heart, the shield side, has been sym-
bolic, traditionally and everywhere, of feeling, mercy and love,
vulnerability and defenselessness, the feminine virtues and dan-
gers: mothering and seduction, the tidal powers of the moon and
substances of the body, the rhythms of the seasons: gestation,
birth, nourishment, and fosterage; yet equally malice and revenge,
unreason, dark and terrible wrath, black magic, poisons, sorcery,
and delusion; but also fair enchantment, beauty, rapture, and
bliss. And the right, thereby, is of the male: action, weapons,
hero-deeds, protection, brute force, and both cruel and benevolent
justice; the masculine virtues and dangers: egoism and aggression,
lucid luminous reason, sunlike creative power, but also cold
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unfeeling malice, abstract spirituality, blind courage, theoretical
dedication, sober, unplayful moral force. “The body,” states the
Rosarium, “is Venus and feminine, the spirit is Mercurius and
masculine.” 7® But the soul is of the two: Anima est Sol et Luna.
“The unrelated human being,” states Jung, “lacks wholeness, for
he can achieve wholeness only through the soul, and the soul
cannot exist without its other side, which is always found in a
‘You.’ ” 7!

The building of such a soul is what has here begun. From the
queen’s left hand, along her flower stem, the lunar current is pass-
ing to the left hand of the king, sublimated by the stem into a
spiritual, not dircctly physical force, while reciprocally the spiri-
tual solar current is passing from the king’s right hand, along the
stem of his flower, to the queen’s right. Direct physical contact
has been broken—at least above the water line, though apparently
not below, where their feet seem to be touching—and the pres-
ence of the dove assures us still of the spiritual character of the
relationship. The water presently will engulf the two, and the dove
and flowers then will disappear; for they are indeed descending
into the element of the left, the tides, the sea, and ultimately
chaos. Yet for the present, and for a season of uncertain length,
they are to remain, as here, in balanced “Platonic” interchange,
each integrating reciprocally the spiritual force of the other.

And so it was too in the twelfth-century springtime of the
chatelaines and their troubadours. Merci was not to be granted
the cavaliér servénte until a sufficient season had prepared him
for an experience of his lady’s love, not as “vulgar” but as “noble
gold.” In relation to suitors of low degree, cultivated merely for
their flattery, the ultimate boon granted, after a course even of
some years, might be nothing more than the allowance of a kiss,
once, upon the lady’s neck; and there were also, as we have seen,
stylish burlesques of the mysteries of amor, as well as cheatings,
this way and that. When, however, the knight was of high degree,
and his love, as represented in the paradigm of Lancelot and
Guinevere, legitimate, full, and true, the quality of his lady’s grace
was in accord.

In Figure 42 the descent toward primal chaos has proceeded
one stage futther. Dove and flowers have disappcared. Even the
manmade curbing of the well is gone. The scene suggests strongly
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Figure 42. The Maternal Sea

the start of Finnegans Wake: “riverrun, past Eve and Adam’s

. .” where the word “riverrun” refers not only to Dublin’s river
Anna Liffey, forever running through Phoenix Park to join her
father and lover, the sea, while she and her sinning spouse, the
city itself, support and feed the lives and dreams of their sinning
progeny; but also the river of the energy of life that is ever pour-
ing through us all and all things, on into the void from which it
simultaneously rises: both of which streams are, in turn, identified
by Joyce with the Indian concept of the energy of the world
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dream as Shakti-Maya, the great Goddess Mother of the universe,
who is the ultimate life and substance of us all, and whose womb,
wherein we dwell, is both unbounded space, out there, and the in-
nermost, dccpest ground of gently strcaming peace, in here—
where all her quarreling children come to rest in drcamless sleep.
There is a passage in the Indian Brihadaranyaka Upanishad appro-
priate to this point:

As a hawk, or other great bird, soaring in space, becomes
weary and, bending its wings, glides down to its place of rest,
even so does Purusha, the human spirit, glide to that state in
sleep where no desire whatsoever stirs and no dream is secn.
. . . And when it there feels itself to be a god as it were, a king
as it were, thinking “I am this, I am all,” that is its own best
world. That, verily, is its form beyond desire, untroubled, and
free of fear. As a man cmbraced fully by a loving woman knows
no distinction of other and self, so too this human spirit, em-
braced fully by that wisdom of absolute being knows no distinc-
tion of other and self. That, verily, is its form wherein—decsire
attained, Self alone desired, desireless—sorrows end.”

O Luna, folded in my sweet embrace/
Be you as strong as I, as fair of face.

O Sol, brightest of all lights, known to men/
And yet you need me, as the cock the hen.

So, approximately, the little German poem beneath the scenc of
Figure 42.7

Dove, flowers, and the manmade curbing gone, enveloped in
the ever-living waters of the timeless rapture of this wilderness,
before heaven and earth were parted, and with the moon as well
as sun shining full, the lunar queen, the solar king, and “vener-
able Nature” together have recomposed the image of the sixth
day of Creation. However, the trend of their achievement is not
forward in time, but back: they are riding the reversed stream,
the leftward-running stream, and they have farther still to go. As
the text of the Rosarium states in relation to this strange connu-
bium: “Then Beya [the maternal sea] rose up over Gabricus and
enclosed him in her womb, so that nothing more of him was to be
seen. And she embraced Gabricus with so much love that she ab-
sorbed him completely into her own nature, and dissclved him
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into atoms.” * There is a less gentle version of this event from
another, and older alchemical text known as “The Tumult of Phi-
losophers,” the Turba Philosophorum,™ as follows:

The Philosophers have put to the death the woman who slays
her husbands, for the body of that woman is full of weapons and
poison. Let a grave be dug for that dragon, and let that woman
be buried with him, he being chained fast to that woman; and
the more he winds and coils himself about her, the more will he
be cut to pieces by the female weapons which are fashioned in
the body of the woman. And when he sees that he is mingled
with the limbs of the woman, he will be certain of death, and
will be changed wholly into blood. But when the Philosophers
see him changed into blood, they leave him a few days in the
sun, until his softness is consumed, and the blood dries, and
they find that poison. What then appears is the hidden wind.”®

Obviously, the reference here is to cvents like those of the vas
at the left of our Figure 40. However, according to the notions of
the alchemists themselves, those events in the vas recapitulated
the processes by which the universe not only comes into being but
repeatedly destroys itself and is renewed. They were as aware as
Dr. Jung, though in a different way, of the psychological, theolog-
ical, mystical, and biological, chemical, historical, and erotic im-
plications of their operations.

In Figure 43, which is our last from this series, the two have
indeed become one. Furthermore, that one is dead; the watery
bed has become a sarcophagus.

Here King and Queen are lying dead/
In great distress the soul is sped.

So reads the first of a series of rhymes characterizing the stages of
the putrefactio of this strange dual being in whom the shape first
seen in the two-flowered stems of Figure 38 has become realized
as of the king and queen themselves. The scene suggests the crys-
talline bed of the lovers’ grotto in the wilderness of great danger,
of the two whose heart was one; but also the androgyne at Station
11 of the classical mystery illustrated in the golden sacramental
bowl of Figure 3—which series of initiations, viewed in the light
of what we now have learned, shows how far we have come, and
how far in this mystic round we have still to go.
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Figure 43. Mercurial Rain

Biologically this dual form can be compared to that stage in the
fertilization of an egg cell when the nuclear contents of the egg
and sperm commingle to constitute the new life. As separate units
of being, the egg and sperm cell no longer exist. And if the image
now be extended to include the begetting parents, they, in a sense,
no longer exist either as independent units; for their generation
has been surpassed, the new is now the living center, in relation to
which they ate to function as a protective husk, to be in due time
cast away. And so, likewise, when a psychological-spiritual fertil-



294 CREATIVE MYTHOLOGY

ization has occurred: this predicament is described in a second
rhyme:

Hcre is the division of the four elements/
As from the lifeless corpse the soul ascends.

“The decomposition of the clements,” Jung comments to this text,
“indicates dissociation and the collapse of the existing ego-con-
sciousness. It is closcly analogous to the schizophrenic state, and
it should be taken very seriously because this is the moment when
latent psychoses may become acute. . . . The ‘torments’ that
form part of the alchemist’s procedure,” he continues, “belong to
this stage of the iterum mori—the reiterated death.” And thesc
are described in the Rosarium as follows: “cutting up the limbs,
dividing them into smaller and smaller pieccs, mortifying the
parts, and changing them into the nature that is in the stone.” *
The Rosarium passage then goes on: “You must guard the water
and firc dwelling in the arcane substance and contain those watcrs
with the aqua permanens, even though this be no water, but the
fiery form of the true water.” " Which is another way of de-
scribing that disintegration of the dragon illustrated in thc womb-
shaped vas of Figure 40. The Mercurial water from clouds falls
here as well—to which there is another rhyme:

Here falls the heavenly dew, to lave/
The soiled black body in the grave.

“The falling dew,” comments Dr. Jung, “is a portent of the di-
vine birth now at hand. . . . The black or unconscious statc that
resulted from the union of opposites reaches the nadir and a
change sets in. The falling dew signals resuscitation and a new
light: the ever deeper descent into the unconscious suddenly be-
comes illumination from above.”

“Whiten the lato T and rend the books,” the Rosarium advises,
“lest your hearts be rent asunder. For this is the synthesis of the
wise and the third part of the whole opus. Join, therefore, as is
said in thc Turba, the dry to the moist, the black earth with its
water, and cook till it whitens. In this manner you will have the

* Compare the visions of dismemberment, etc., of the shaman-crisis de-
scribed in Primitive Mythology, pp. 251-67.

t Lato, the “black substance,” a mixture of copper, cadmium, and orichal-
cum. [Jung’s note.]
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essence of water and earth, having whitened the earth with wa-
ter: but that whiteness we call air.” ™

Thus, the long way round, we have come back to the sensc of
Joyce’s reference, Romans 11:32; and thercby also to a fresh ap-
preciation of the sensc of the coarscness of his imagery.

Again and again we note [states Jung] that the alchemist pro-
ceeds like the unconscious in the choice of his symbols: every
idea finds both a positive and a negative expression. Sometimes
he speaks of a royal pair, sometimes of dog and bitch; and the
water symbolism is likewise expressed in violent contrasts. We
read that the royal diadem appears “in menstruo meretricis (in
the menstruum of a whore),” or the following instructions are
given: “Takc the foul deposit [foecem] that remains in the
cooking-vessel and preserve it, for it is the crown of the heart.”
The deposit corresponds to the corpse in the sarcophagus, and
the sarcophagus corresponds in turn to the mercurial fountain
or the vas hermeticum *°

In the lewd brothels chapter of Ulysses, the length of which is
approximately one-quarter of the book, the turbulent mixture, on
one and the same plane, of hallucinated images and those of tang-
ible life corresponds perfectly (as Joyce shows that he knew) to
the condition of mind of the alchemist, who was himself under-
going a sort of transubstantiation along with the metals and filth
in his retort. The nigredo and putrefactio of both Bloom and Ste-
phen, “poles apart,” throughout this chapter, and the breaking
down particularly of Stephen’s flint-hard defense system, led the
latter, at the crisis of the book, to an experience that was for him
absolutely new, namely, of sympathy, compassion, a moment of
spontaneous identification—with Bloom, “poles apart.” #! And
the sense by which he was touched thereby actually resolved for
him a certain problem that had been nagging him all day, to wit,
the consubstantiality of the Father and the Son: of Stephen sitting
on the beach and the drowned man in the sea. And it was very
soon thercafter that THE END OF THE WORLD overtook him, ELi-
JAH brayed his message of Christ the One Being of All, and the
figure of MANANNAN appeared from a scuttle of black coal, after
which therc 6ccurred the following apothcosis of the dog—*dog
of my enemy”—in the midst of a hallucinatcd Black Mass:
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FATHER MALACHI O’FLYNN
Introibo ad altare diaboli.

THE REVEREND MR. HAINES LOVE
To the devil which hath made glad my young days.

FATHER MaLAcCHI O’FLYNN
(Takes from the chalice and elevates a blood dripping host.)
Corpus Meum.

THE REVEREND MR. HAINES LoVvE
(Raises high behind the celebrant’s petticoats, revealing his grey
bare hairy buttocks between which a carrot is stuck.) My body.

THE VOICE OF ALL THE DAMNED
Htengier Tnetopinmo Dog Drol eht rof, Aiulella!

(From on high the voice of Adonai calls.)
ADONAI
Dooooooooooog!

THE VOICE OF ALL THE BLESSED
Alleluia, for the Lord God Omnipotent reigneth!

(From on high the voice of Adonai calls.)
ADONAI
Goooooooooood!

(In strident discord peasants and townsmen of the Orange and
Green factions sing Kick the Pope and Daily, daily sing to
Mary.) 8

In accord with which, “poles apart,” there is the following les-
son to be read in The Vision of God of Nicolaus Cusanus
(1401-1464):

For God, being the Absolute Ground of all formal natures,
embraceth in Himself all natures. Whence, although we attribute
to God sight, hearing, taste, smell, touch, sense, reason and in-
tellect, and so forth, according to the divers significations of
each word, yet in Him sight is not other than hearing, or tasting,
or smelling, or touching, or feeling, or understanding. And so all
Theology is said to be stablished in a circle, because any one of
His attributes is affirmed of another, and to have is with God to
be, and to move is to stand, and to run is to rest, and so with the
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other attributes. Thus, although in one sense we attribute to
Him movement and in another rest, yet because He is Himself
the Absolute Ground, in which all otherness is unity, and all
diversity is identity, that diversity which is not identity proper,
to wit, diversity as we understand it, cannot cxist in God. . . .

Whence I begin, Lord, to behold Thee in the door of the co-
incidence of opposites, which the angel guardeth that is set over
the entrance into Paradise.®
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1. Honor against Love

For the absolute lover, as for the saint, the world with its values
of honor, justice, loyalty, and prudence is well lost in the realiza-
tion of desire. For the knight and lady of the world, however,
such a mystic end of all in ecstasy is not, and never has been, the
ideal of a noble life; and in twelfth- and thirteenth-century France
it was not even approximately thc courtly ideal of amor. As onc
of the most sensitive recent critics of this literature, the late Mmec.
Myrrha Lot-Borodine, has pointed out: “It was not the French
trouveres who conceived this type of ardent, blind, absolute pas-
sion: the disordering blast that blows from the Tristan pocms
hardly suggests the gentle fragrance of the sweet perfume of
French courtesy.” 1

It would seem, therefore, no more than appropriate, after all
the time wc have given to the secondary Continental tale, to
glance back to the old Irish of the “love-spot” of Diarmuid
O’Duibhne. For it is there that the primary clues appear to the
source not only of the love-magic and forest themcs, but also of
the boar’s wound on Tristan’s thigh and his relationship thereby
to the boar-slain god and hero-king of the old megalithic pig-god
complex: the cver-dying, cver-living son, consort, and lover of
the goddess-queen of the universe: Dumuzi-Osiris-Adonis. The
antiquity of this tale gocs back far beyond Celtic times; and thc
contrast, furthcrmore, of its Celtic version with the Greek of The-
seus, the Minotaur, and the signal of the black sails rcveals some-

298
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thing of considcrable intcrest concerning the balance of the north-
ern, “romantic” Cclto-Germanic element in our heritage, and the
southern, “classical” Greco-Roman.

So then, it was in the reign, as we arc told, of the carlicst
clearly historical High King of Ireland, Cormac son of Airt son
of Conn of thc Hundred Battles, who ruled in Tara two hundred
years before the advent of Saint Patrick and exactly one thousand
before the passing on of his daughter’s adventurc to Isolt. Her
name was Grianne. As daughter of the King, she had the privilege
of being present on the ficld of champions at the time of a great
goa]ing match. She was, moreover, the fairest of featurc and form
and speech of the women of the world. And it was then (as she
later confessed) that shc turned the light of her sight upon Diar-
muid O’Duibhne, the man of most extraordinary beauty in the
world; from which instant forward (as she averred) she never
gave such love to any other: nor would she, forever.

Then, however, as it happened, immediately following that
glance, Finn Mac Cumbhaill (Finn McCool) arrived to sue for the
princess’s hand and was himself a man of extraordinary bcauty.
Diarmuid was Finn’s sister’s son, as Tristan was to be Mark’s.
Further, Diarmuid had on his forehead a love spot that he kept
covered with his abundant wild Irish hair, lest women, beholding
it, should become infatuated; for such was the virtuc of that spot.
However, Grianne with that glance had seen it. And when all then
sat at tables, she filled a goiden, jewelled, chased goblet with a
drink sufficient for nine tim2s nine men, which she handed to
her handmaid. “Take the goblet first to Finn,” she said, “and tell
him it is T that sent it.”

Now this Finn Mac Cumtaill was the same who is fabled to
have guarded Dublin Bay for some two or three hundred years,
and is now believed to sleep, like Arthur, either in a hill or on an
isle somewhere, whence he will appear again with his giant fight-
ing men, the Fianna,? at some hour of Ircland’s need. The title
“Finn-again’s Wake” can be read to refer to this sccond coming;
and Joyce, in fact, is reported to have told a friend that his poly-
morphous work was “ ‘about’ Finn lying dying by the river Liffey
with the history of Ireland and the world cycling through his
mind” 3: anclrish fellow to William Blake’s English vision of
the fallen giant Albion. So this story is of threefold interest: in
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its own right, for its influence on Tristan, and for its place in
Finnegans Wake.

But, to get on: Finn received the goblet; and no sooner had he
drunk a draft than he fell into a stupor of deep sleep. King
Cormac took the next; and so all the rest. But the cup was not
passed to Diarmuid; and Grianne turned to him her face.

“Will you accept courtship from me, O son of O’Duibhne?” she
asked.

“I will not.”

“Then I put a geis on you,” she answered. A geis. that is to
say, a dare, magically enforced, that can be refused only at ex-
treme peril. “I put you under bonds of danger and destruction, if
you do not take me out of this houschold tonight, before Finn
Mac Cumbhaill and Cormac, King of all Erin, awake and rise from
that sleep. And I shall not part from you until death part me.”

“Then, O Grianne, go forward,” he answered. And Diarmuid
yoked two horses to a chariot.

However, beyond the ford of Athlone the couple fled afoot;
and that night, already in Galway, Diarmuid cleared the brush
from the midst of a grove, set seven doors of wattles around, and
in the center of that wood settled beneath Grianne a bed of tender
tips of the birch and of soft rush, but himself slept without.

Finn, Cormac, and the rest next morning woke to find Diar-
muid and Grianne gone; and Finn, seized with a burning jealousy
and rage, sent his trackers to follow the path. They lost it at the
ford, then discovered it and followed. Flight and pursuit continued
in this manner for some weeks with adventure, and Diarmuid all
the while preparing his bed apart from Grianne. But they also
sheltered in caves, and when forced by lack of space to bed beside
her, he placed a large rock between, or, others say, his sword.

Then of a day it chanced, when she was striding at his side,
that Grianne’s foot plashed in a puddle and a jet of water scat-
tered to her thigh. Softly, guardedly, she muttered to herself:

“A plague on thee, streaky splash!
Thou art bolder far than Diarmuid.”

“What is that you just said?” he asked.
“Oh, nothing at all,” she answered.
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“Not so!” hc said. “For I think I heard a part of it and won’t
rest till I hear all.”

“O Diarmuid,” she then said to him, very timidly and mod-
estly, “great is your bravery in war; but for encounters of another
kind, this splash has had more courage than yoursclf.”

He was ashamed. And it was then he first took her to a thicket.
And when they came that night into the forest, he made for them
a hunting booth; and whercas formerly their fare had been salmon
caught and broiled on a spit, that night Diarmuid slew a dcer, and
for the first time they enjoyed their fill together of clear water and
fresh meat.

But now, there was another geis upon him, of which Finn Mac
Cumbhaill was aware; and it was, namely, never to hear thc baying
of hunting hounds without following the sound. Morcover, therc
was a boar of terrible strength then ravaging the country, and
when Finn, one day out hunting, saw the whittlings of a stick
floating down the waters of a brook, he recognized the whittling
as of Diarmuid’s knife: for the spcal curled nine times, and there
was no one other in Ireland could do the like.

Finn, that night, relcased his hunting hounds, and Diarmuid
heard the voice of one of them in his sleep, out of which he
started. Grianne caught him, threw her two arms about him, and
asked what he had seen.

“It is the voice of a hound I have heard,” he said; “‘and I mar-
vel to hear it in the night.”

“It is the fairy people that are doing this to you,” shc replied,
and lulled him back to bed. Twice more he heard and started; and
the last time, at dawn, went forth with his favorite hound.

Now when he came, in Sligo, to the table-topped Mount Ben-
bulbin, up the face of it there came the wild boar at him and with
all the Fianna after. His hound took flight. He cast his javclin,
smote the beast in the fair middle of its face, without effect, then
drew his sword and struck fully on its back, which hcavy stroke
cut not a bristle from the boar, but made two pieces of the sword.
The animal tripped him and he fell astride its back, facing the
rear of the beast that ran down the fall of the hill, turned about,
ran up again, and, tossing Diarmuid, ripped him open with a tusk,
so that his enrails fell about his feet. Nonetheless, with a trium-
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phant cast of the hilt of his sword, he dashed out the brains of
that boar and it fell beside him, without life. Whereupon Finn
Mac Cumbhaill appeared.

“Well, it pleases me, O Diarmuid,” he said, “to see you in this
plight, and it grieves me only that all the women of Erin are not
now gazing upon you; for your extraordinary beauty is now ugli-
ness, and your choice form a deformity.”

“You might nevertheless heal me, O Finn, if you had a mind to
it,” said Diarmuid.

“In what way could I do that?”

“When as a lad you received the gift of knowledge,” Diarmuid
said, “from the salmon in the pool beneath the Tree of Knowl-
edge, you rcceived with it the gift that anyone to whom you
would give a drink from the palms of your hands would be young
and well again from any sickness.”

“I know of no well on this hill,” said Finn.

“That is not true,” Diarmuid answered. “For not nine footsteps
away from you is the well of the best fresh water in the world.”

Finn went to the well. He took up the full of his two hands of
water, and during the nine steps back let it trickle away through
his fingers. Again he went, and again let it go. And so again; at
the end of which third venture Diarmuid O’Duibhne was dead.
And when Grianne, pregnant, standing on the wall of her fort,
beheld the men of Finn’s hunt approaching without Diarmuid, she
fell from the wall and gave birth to three dead sons.

Finn with his eloquence, however, presently persuaded her to
his own fort and bed in peace; and they remained with one an-
other until death.*

Mme. Lot-Borodine was correct: “Ce ne sont pas les trouvéres
frangais qui ont créé ce type de la passion briilante, aveugle, ab-
solue.” Professor Roger S. Loomis, the leading recent authority
on this subject, held that it was in Wales that the Irish elopement
tale of Diarmuid and Grianne was joined to the Pictish-Cornish
composite of Tristan, Isolt, and King Mark; * whence the ampli-
fied composite, some time before the year 1000, passed to Brit-
tany. And there it chanced that a certain Lord Rivalon named a
son after its hero, with the curious effect that in later years this
son was thought to have been the hero Tristan himself; so that in-

* Cf. supra, p. 205.
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stead of the Pictish Drustan son of Talorc, it was a Breton Tris-
tan son of Rivalon that was sung by the Breton conteurs.

The earliest versions of the resultant Pictish-Welsh-Cornish-
Irish-Breton romance are forever lost. However, the best scholars
now believe that a period of largely oral development must be as-
sumed, ¢. 1066-1150, when both Welsh and Breton fabulators
were made welcome in the French and Norman courts. Thomas
of Britain credits his source, for instance, to a certain Welsh au-
thor, Bréri, whose name has been rendered by others, variously,
as Bledri, Bleheris, and Blihis.® Thomas declares that this Bréri
knew “all the feats and all the tales of all the kings and all the
courts who had lived in Britain.” 7 Another author states that he
possessed the knowledge of the secrct of the Grail.® A third de-
clares not only that he was “born and begotten in Wales,” but also
that it was he who introduced the legend of Gawain to the court
of the Count of Poiticrs "—that Count having been either Wil-
liam IX of Aquitaine or his son William X, respectively the
grandfather and the father of Quecn Eleanor: and that Provengal
court itself, at the very border of Spain, was precisely the first and
foremost province in the West to be touched by the influence of
the Moors. So that, no matter what the earlier relationship (if
any) of the Celtic tradition to Islam may have been,* we have
here, absolutely without question, a significant creative matrix,
where Islamic, Celtic, and classical lore, both esoteric and pop-
ular, came together and combined in a highly sophisticated cnvi-
ronment, to be carried then, in newly rendered forms, to all the
courts of the Western world.

Among the primary Celtic thcmes derived specifically from the
Diarmuid and Grianne romance, we may note the idea of a potion
(sleep-producing in the Irish tale), love-magic of irresistible force
(the love-spot), the flight and forest years, thc sword between,
and the nephew-uncle (i.e. matrilineal) rclationship. The detail of
the speal coming down the stream also is matched in the Tristan
tale by an cpisode in which the lover sends whittlings down a
stream to his lady, which arouse suspicions in Mark.t And fi-

* Cf. supra, pp. 62, 110-11, 130-36.

T It is interesting and puzzling to compare this Celtic complex with the
Japanese legend of the chopsticks floating down the stream, seen by Susano-

0, who ascends, to slay a dragon and win a wife. Oriental Mythology, pp.
471-72.
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nally, the detail of the bold splash appears in relation to the sec-
ond Isolt, who was riding beside her brother when her palfrey’s
hoof splashed in a puddie as she opened her legs to give spur; the
cold water splashed the inside of her thigh and she gave a startled
cry, but then, deep in her heart, thought of something, whereat
she laughed so hard that if threatened with a penancc of forty days
she could not have stopped. When her brother asked the reason,
she answered: “This splash has been more bold than ever was
Tristan.”

How soon or where the classical matter was brought into the
legend is not clear at all. The parallcls are many and so essential
both structurally and symbolically that the contact cannot have
been late. A case might even be made for direct derivation, some-
where, somehow, from the Minotaur and labyrinth legend, or some
other closcly related early Bronze Age mythic cycle; both the
northern and the southern tales then being interpreted as local
variants, reshaped by local manners, of a strain of ritual and
mythic lore stemming ultimately from that ageless, widely dissem-
inated, primitive planter complex dcfined and discussed in Primi-
tive Mythology in the chapters on “The Ritual Love-Death” and
“The Province of the Immolated Kings.” 1

The white-or-black-sail motive, which is, of course, the most
striking indicator, opens to many more parallels. We have al-
ready remarked the periodic tributes. Equally noteworthy is the
fact that in both legends the hero is the oppressed king’s heir, his
son (patrilineal tradition) or adopted nephew (matrilineal).
Theseus, setting forth, was provided by his father, King Aegeus,
with a black as well as a white set of sails, and, if the Minotaur
were slain, was to return with the white unfurled, if not, the
black. He was aided in Crete by Ariadne, daughter of King
Minos and half-sister of thc Minotaur: compare Isolt, daughter of
King Gurmun the Gay and niece of the dragon-knight. Having slain
the Minotaur, he took the princess with him, but on the
island of Dia abandoned her—as Tristan, after killing the dragon,
sailed away with Isolt, but then gave her to King Mark; at which
point, however, the tales appear to go apart. According to one
Greck version, the abandoned Ariadne hanged herself; according
to a second, she had remained behind because pregnant; according to
a third, however, the god Dionysus ravished her from Dia and car-
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ried her to Naxos, where first he, then she disappeared. In any case,
Theseus had lost her, and there was such confusion aboard when
his ship put out to sea again that the crew forgot the sails, and
King Aegcus, watching from a coastal cliff, supposing the black to
signify his son’s failure, flung himself from the cliff into the sea
that to this day bears his name. Thus the greeting of the hero
when he stepped ashore in the city, of which he now was king,
was equally mixed of jubilation and grief.!!

In the Greek legend the woman is abandoned and a throne
gained, as in the later Roman Virgilian legend of Dido and
Acneas; whereas in the Celtic, as a consequence of the fairy mag-
ic of the potion (which, as we have seen, was of Irish prove-
nance), the results are reversed. Also, the tragedy is reversed: in
the Greek legend the father dies when the wrong sail appears, in
the Celtic legend, the son.

But to glance now at the beginnings of these two hero lives:
Tristan as a child arrived unknown at the castle of his uncle; The-
seus likewisc at the palace of his father. For Aegecus had begotten
him out of wedlock, on the daughter of the governor of a city in
Argolis, and had left as tokens only a pair of shoes and a sword
beneath an extremecly hcavy stone, giving the mother to under-
stand that if the child she borec were a boy, he would be able, on
coming to manhood, to lift the stone (as in later romance the
young Arthur, also born out of wedlock, was to prove himsclf the
son of a king by drawing the sword Excalibur from its stonc).
The youngster was fostered by his grandfather, Pittheus, here in
the role played in the Tristan tale by Rivalin’s loyal marshal. He
was put to study under a tutor, Connidas, who is the counterpart
of Curvenal. And in due time he did lift the stone, after which he
came, unrecognized and unknown, to the palace of his father,
who was then living with the sorceress Medea.

For after begetting his only son, Acgeus had been rendered ster-
ile by a curse (a debility consistent with the bachelorhood of King
Mark), from which Medea had promised to relieve him by her
magic art: and her presence suggests a comparison of this palacc
rather with the perilous situation into which Tristan came at the
Irish court of Gurmun the Gay and the sorceress Queen Isolt,
than with his childhood arrival at Tintagel. For, according to Eu-
ripides, Medea had a chariot drawn by dragons. We have seen that
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the guardian of the Irish house, the brother of Queen Isolt, not
only bore the emblem of a dragon, but fought with a poisoned
blade, and in the second Irish adventure was supplanted by an
actual dragon, whose tongue infected Tristan with its poison. The
young Theseus, on arrival, did not reveal his identity, but Mcdea
knew who he was and sought to kill him at a banquet with a poisoned
cup of wine. However, the father, in the nick of time, recognizing
the token of the sword, struck the poisoned goblet to the floor.
There followed the adventure of the Minotaur, where—according
to Plutarch’s account—the protectress of the voyage was the god-
dess Aphrodite. On the Irish adventure, Tristan—in Gottfried’s
account—bore the arrow of love emblazoned on his helm. But in
both legends the goddess of love was ill served; for the maid, her
agent, through whom death was overcome, was in both adven-
tures abandoned. Whereupon the boon of Love was transformed,
became daemonic, diabolic, and the goddess took a terrible re-
venge.

She took revenge in Theseus’ case, first and almost immedi-
atcly, in the confusion aboard his ship, which eventuated in his
father’s death; but then, years later, in his maturity, more terribly
and with devastation to his whole life, through the fatal passion of
his queen, Phaedra, for Hippolytus, his son—to the destruction of
both. Which is again, essentially, the Tristan theme, but from an
alien point of view, with Theseus now in the place of Mark,
Phaedra’s nurse in that of Brangaene, and the moral, as chanted
by the chorus of Palace Women in the tragedy Hippolytus of Eu-
ripides, of love not as a boon but as a curse:

I pray that Love may never come to me
with murderous intent,
in rhythms measureless and wild.

Not fire nor stars have stronger bolts
than those of Aphrodite, sent
by the hand of Eros, Zeus’s child.

Love is like a flitting bee in the world’s garden
and for its flowers, destruction is in his breath.!?

That is hardly as Heloise would have sung; or Isolt, Tristan, or
Gottfried. For the Greek, in contrast to the Celtic-medieval ver-
sion of the shared theme and legend, has stressed the standpoint
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of the world, society and achicvement, ethical values and common
day, against the abyss of inwardness, erotic-personal values, and
the realization of rapture. As in Virgil’s legend of Aencas’s deser-
tion of Dido to assume manfully his epochal, hard historical role
as founder of mighty Rome, so here: it is ROMA against AMOR,
the task of the day against the mysteries of night; time and its call
against eviternity; the one that is two against the two that are one.

Yet in both versions of the legend the irony of the choice is rec-
ognized as tragic: an illustration of the intrinsic dissonance that is
the beginning and end of a properly human life, doomed in the
end, either way, to reversal. Thescus denicd Aphrodite in his de-
sertion of Ariadne, and his son, Hippolytus, a lover only of
horses, denied Aphrodite absolutely. As in Abelard’s case, so in
both of these, a world philosophy and associated ethical program,
formulated previously to the opening and offering of a new di-
mension of experience, was held to, when the time had come to
consider something elsc. And Tristan’s case was much the same.
He was so taken with the maid Isolt that when he returned from
his first visit he could talk of nothing else; yet his concept of his
place in the courtly world was such that he never thought of win-
ning her for himself.

However, in his case, when the new dimension could no longer
be denied, he gave in—with a will; and the old world of honor
and chivalrous decds fell away. Its heroic values lost force. And
yet—and here was the circumstance of his tragedy—the rest of
the world remained attached still to the old, and would have it
that way, and in fact had to. Nor, finally, were the claims of the
old completely wiped out of the lives and minds even of Isolt and
Tristan. That was the sense of the sword between them. For mys-
tic harmony, peace, and the idyll of the ideal realized, as in the
forest refuge of the grotto, do not yield a properly human life at
all. They arc of the womb, before—and of the tomb, hercafter
—and, -as such, are for the meditations of what Nietzsche called
“yonder-worldings.”

Yet they are also—and here is Gottfried’s point—of the ulti-
mate depth and very ground of our existence here and now, where
they can and must be found and affirmed along with the dis-
sonance, while the latter is sounded with all power, crescendo to
fortissimo. That is why Nietzsche wrote of man as “the sick ani-
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mal,” celebrating doubt, ill health, decay, and decadence—what
Thomas Mann in The Magic Mountain, writing in Nietzsche’s
spirit, has called “temperature”—as the cssential characteristics
of life in the process of alchemical transmutation, “surpassing it-
self,” becoming golden. That is the earthly way to the knowledge
of the secret of the “door of the concidencc of opposites” of
which Cusanus wrote, “which the angel guardeth that is sct over
the entrance into Paradise.” * And that is what Joyce is singing
about in every sentence of Finnegans Wake, where, as he states in
one of his key passages, joy and sorrow, violencc and love, male
and female, the sword and the pen, profit and loss, day and night,
“cumjustle” with each other “as neatly . . .” (but here let us set
the sentence apart a bit, for contemplation, like a poem):

as neatly . . . as were they isce et ille equals of opposites,
evolved by a onesame power of nature or of spirit, iste,

as the sole condition of its himunderher manifestation

and polarized for reunion by the symphysis of their
antipathies.’? }

In short, the choral chant of the Palace Women in Euripides’
Hippolytus, and the sudden tragedy of the socially oriented, sunny-
side-up personalities of the Greek plot, stand for the values, dan-
gers, and way of experiencing destiny of the people of this world
on the King Mark side of Gottfried’s piece, for whom duty and
honor, social ties and service, are the measures of personal merit;
whereas in the Celtic and medieval “‘romantic” works of the
northern poets, whom the mists of Gothic forests and the fogs of
coastal seas had seasoned with the inwardness of sweet melan-
choly, there is another song: a lyric learned in silence, alone, by
one, or by two together, of the “noble heart,” unafraid of the un-
marked way. “Lord,” sings Joyce, “heap miseries upon us yet en-
twine our arts with laughters low.” 14

11. The Individual and the State

Among the most important of those authors of the first half of
the present century who, together with James Joyce, transformed

* Supra, p. 297.

tisce et ille (Latin), “that there and that”; iste, “that (yonder).” Sym-
physis (Greek), “a growing together, a natural junction” (as of bones), as
being not mere contact but continuity of substance.
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the naturalistic nineteenth-century society novel into a secular vehi-
cle of mythological wisdom and symbolic initiations, Thomas Mann
(1875-1955) was perhaps the most ardently aware of the social
and pedagogical relevance, and consequent responsibilities, of his
profession. Contrary to the way of Joyce, whose point of con-
science it was to remain from first to last the artist, with the ab-
solutely impartial binocular vision of an Olympian—nonpartic-
ipant as partisan, omniparticipant as viewer and mover—Thomas
Mann, throughout his long, productive career, was always seri-
ously engaged, either covertly or explicitly, in delivering a soci-
ological, political—and, in his later years, mystagogic—message.

Now I do not wish to compare him in this point to such a soci-
alistic tub-thumper as Bernard Shaw, who himself declared that
the very long prefaces to his plays were as much to his purpose as
the plays themselves; however, it is a fact that as an essayist, elu-
cidating the philosophical and sociological backgrounds and im-
plications of his own creative achievements, Thomas Mann is
hardly matched in the history of letters. The essays, which are nu-
merous and as sedulously composed as the fictional works them-
selves, are among the most illuminating and important treatments
we possess of the relationships of modern literature to those
spheres of experience and symbolic communication that in the
past were the province of myth alone. And in relation to the study
of mythology itself—its sources, meanings, and moral implica-
tions for today—there have been no more sophisticated elucida-
tions.

For it is simply a fact (as I have already remarked in my Pro-
logue to the first volume of this tetralogy) that poets and artists,
who are dealing every day of their lives with the feeling- as well
as thought-values of their own imageries of communication, are
endowed with a developed organ for the understanding of myth
that is too often lacking in the merely learned; so that when the
artist or poet is also learned, he may be a more dependable guide
to the nuclear themes of a given mythic complex, and a much
more profound interpreter of their relevance to life, than even the
most respected of its specialized academic elucidators. And fi-
nally, since Mann, as I have just said, was concerned not simply
with the universal psychological and metaphysical implications of
his mythological symbols, but also with their practical, moral and
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political application, he was compelled, during the long and state-
ly course of his career in a period of catastrophic changes in the
character of European culture, to commit his art and sympathies
first to one extreme, then to the other, of the social-political spec-
trum, until in the end he found himself in such a whirlabout of
reversals that the magnificent ship of his art began to crack and to
leak Hermetic water at the seams. Thus the careful student of his
interpretations is provided not only with readings of equal perspi-
cacity from more than one point of view, but also with what my
grandmother would have called “a good object lesson” in the
mercurial naturc of mythological universals. And in addition,
since Mann knew exactly what he was doing—shutting first onc
eye, then the other—thcre is in that a further lesson for the stu-
dent of morality, as well as a corollary, touching the discipline of
the parallax, for the student of binocular vision.

Mann’s earliest schematic formulation of the contrasting terms
of the problem that he continued to revolve in his mind to the end
of his days was presented in a very early short story entitled
“Tristan” (1902), which, like his later masterpiece, The Magic
Mountain (1924), had for its setting a tuberculosis sanatorium,
and for its theme the counterplay and dialogue, in that setting, of
the will to freedom and peace against the will to life—twenty
years before Sigmund Freud’s Beyond the Pleasure Principle.'s
As its date reveals, at the time of the publication of this short
story, in which an astonishing number of those themes were an-
nounced that in the later novel were to be developed and ex-
panded to the magnitude of a symphony in honor of the Lord-and-
Lady Hermes-Aphrodite of the left-hand way to illumination, the
author was but twenty-seven years old. His novel Buddenbrooks
(1902) had already won renown; and two more short works,
“Tonio Kroger” (1903) and the play Fiorenza (1904), were
immediately to follow. Those were the critical years of his career,
during which his fundamental philosophical stance was being es-
tablished on a base principally of Goethe, Schopenhauer, Wagner,
and Nietzsche, with a touch, as well, of Dostoevski and Tolstoi.
The principal texts around which his cogitations revolved, besides
Goethe’s Faust and Wagner’s operas, were Nietzsche’s Birth of
Tragedy and Schopenhauer’s speculative essay “On an Apparent
Intention in the Fate of the Individual.” These works brought his
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thinking to focus almost compulsively on the enigma of death and
renewal, on the psychological factors contributing to both individ-
ual and social disintegration, and on those contrary factors that
might be counted on to withstand, or even overcome, the pro-
cesses of dissolution and death. In a letter “On Marriage,” sent to
Count Hermann Keyserling in the late nineteen-twenties, Mann
declared: “For me the concepts of death and individualism have
always coalesced. . . . and the concept of life, on the other
hand, has united with those of duty, service, social tics, and even
worth.” 1 However, things were not really quite as simple as
that in his mind. For in the course of his long career the various
elements of these opposecd combinations occasionally separated
from their fellows and changed sides. The series of cultural
shocks delivered by the cataclysms of his century (during the
rapid sequence of which the nation and folk of his first concern,
which in his earliest order of alignment had represented duty and
service to life, became for him the symbol of ultimate evil) left
him finally with no ground on carth on which to stand. In terms
of the basic philosophic position that he had made his own by
1902, this should not have greatly surprised or unsettled him.
However, he had also in those critical years given his heart, as he
declared in his novella “Tonio Kroger,” to the normal, usual, fair,
and living, happy, and commonplace human beings of this world,
and not even the power of his disengaged, sophisticated artist eye
and mind could accept with equanimity what they had done.

“I stand between two worlds,” his hero, Tonio, had written to
a young Russian intellectual, Lisabeta, in that work.

I am at home in neither, and I suffer in consequence. You artists
call me a bourgeois, and the bourgeois try to arrest me. . . . I
don’t know which makes me feel worse. The bourgeois are
stupid; but you adorers of the beautiful, who call me phlegmatic
and without aspirations, you ought to realize that there is a way
of being an artist that goes so deep and is so much a matter of
origins and destinies that no longing seems to it sweeter and
more worth knowing than longing after the bliss of the common-
place.

I admire those proud, cold beings who adventure upon the
paths of great and daemonic beauty and despise “mankind”; but
I do not envy them. For if anything is capable of making a poet
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of a literary man, it is my bourgeois love of the human, the liv-
ing and usual. It is the source of all warmth, goodness, and
humor; I even almost think it is itself that love of which it
stands written that one may speak with the tongues of men and
of angels and yet having it not be as sounding brass and tinkling

cymbals. . . .

Do not chide this love, Lisabeta; it is good and fruitful. There
is longing in it, and a gentle envy; a touch of contempt and no
little innocent bliss.1?

In his earlier short story, “Tristan,” the side of prosperous,
buoyant life is represented by a lusty, rather peasant-like red-
faced big-businessman, Herr Kloterjahn by name, of the firm
A. C. Kiéterjahn and Co., who arrived at the sanatorium Ein-
fried only to deposit there—with care and tender concern—his
exquisitely fragile young wife, who, since giving birth with ex-
treme difficulty to their vigorously blooming baby boy, had been
afflicted with a tracheal condition dangerously close to consump-
tion. She had been ordered to Einfried by her doctor to find rest,
repose from all agitation, release from duties for a while, and the
very best medical attention. While on the other side, the cause of
art, beauty, intellect, and the spirit was represented by an odd un-
social little person with very large feet, Detlev Spinell, in his early
thirties, yet graying already at the temples, and known to the wits
of the sanatorium as the moldy infant. He had once composed a
short novel, now in print in a large volume, every single letter of
the jacket of which had the look of a Gothic cathedral; and he
kept this on a table in his room, where he spent the days writing
letters. He was at Einfried, he would say, not for the cure, but be-
cause of the Empire style of the furniture; and on beholding any
sudden sight of beauty—two matching colors, mountains tinged
by a sunset—*“How beautiful!” he would exclaim in a paroxysm
of sensibility, pitching his head to one side, lifting his shoulders,
spreading out his hands, and distending lips and nostrils. “God!
just look! how beautiful!” he would cry and then fling his arms
about the neck of any person, male or female, at hand.

Well, to make an elegant short story very short indeed: To ev-
erybody’s amazement, for he had never sought company before,
this gift of the spirit to Einfried became, as soon as he beheld
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her, the solicitous, humble servant of the lovely Frau Kloterjahn’s
exquisite beauty. Then he did two things: he flattered her refine-
ment as too spiritual for this coarse world and for the husband
whose coarse name ill befitted her; then he induced her to play
again the piano, as she had played it in her childhood, when her
father had played the violin. “But the doctors have expressely for-
bidden it,” she said. “They are not here,” he answered; “we are
free. . . . Dear Madam, if you are afraid of doing yourself in-
jury, then let the beauty be dead and still that might have come
into being from the touch of your fingers. . . .”

She played. And it went from Chopin’s Nocturnes to Wagner’s
Tristan: Oh, the boundless, inexhaustible joy of that union eternal
beyond the bounds of time, et cetera. . . . Two days later there
was blood on her handkerchief, and not long thereafter Kléterjahn
was summoned to what proved to be her last hours. Spinell wrote
him a letter: a personally insulting presentation of his hate-filled
case against life; and the sturdy man of the world, in reply, simply
walked into the author’s room and told him to his face what he
was: an impotent clown, a coward, and a sneak, scared sick of
reality, and with beauty on his tongue that was nothing more than
hypocrisy and a fool’s grudge against life.

The radical opposition of the two hemispheres of cxperience
and value represented in this story, on one hand by the man of
business, healthy and socially at ease in his world of aggressive,
unselfcritical, lusty life, and on the other by Spinell in his favorite
sanatorium, with its pleasant grounds and garden, rambling walks,
grottoes, bowers, and little rustic pavilions, is matched in the
medieval legend by the contrast of the courtly world of King
Mark, with its uncritically accepted and enforced customs of both
courtesy and religious faith, and, on the other hand, the couple in
the wilderness and its timeless grotto. There is an Oriental anal-
ogy also intended; one suggested by the works of Schopenhauer
and their reflection in Wagner’s theme: namely of the contrast
recognized in India between the two worlds, on one hand of life in
the context of society, bound to the wheel of ignorance, suffering,
rebirth, old age, and death, and on the other of life in the for-
est, in the penitential groves, striving by all means to achieve re-
lease from“the senseless round. However, in India, in neither of
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these situations does the problem of individuality arise. For in the
social sphere one obeys—one is compelled to obey—the ritual
laws and disciplines of one’s caste, without resistance, without
question, whereas in the penitential groves the aim is not to real-
ize individuality but to erase it, to eliminate absolutely and for-
ever whatever taint or trace of ego, personal will, and individual-
ity may yet remain to one, even after a lifetime—yea, innumer-
able lifetimes—of the socially enforced, impersonal disciplines of
caste.!®

In our modern European West, on the other hand, largely as a
result of the forthright intransigency of a sufficient number of ac-
tually great, courageous individuals, the principle of individuality
and an appreciation of the worth of individuality have won
through—at least for the present. So that, properly, the forest
must have here an altogether different sense from that assigned to
it in any Indian code. “I will not serve that in which I no longer
believe,” declared Joyce’s hero, Stephen Dedalus, “whether it call
itself my home, my fatherland or my church; and I will try to ex-
press myself in some mode of life or art as freely as I can and as
wholly as I can, using for my defence the only arms I allow my-
self to use—silence, exile, and cunning.” '* That has a very
different ring from self-erasure. And so there is a new problem to
be faced here: onc that for the West and for the coming history
and character of civilization is to be decisive, cither as solved and
integrated socially in our institutions, or as lost—bencath the ris-
ing waves of Asia. For it has been in Europe and the European
sphere alone (which includes, for now at least, North America),
that this problem of the radical dissociation and collision of indi-
vidual and group values has emerged as the critical challenge of a
maturing humanistic civilization.

But the difficulties posed are great. Chiefly they derive from the
fact that the values of both of the opposed hemispheres, the indi-
vidual and the social, are positive; hence, by all the laws both of
physics and of biology, mutally repellent. That is to say, the par-
tisans of each banner view the values of the other side merely as
negative to their own and thercfore, in every attempt cither to at-
tack or to achieve concord, succeed only in dealing with their own
negative projections, giving battle to their own shadows on the
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walls of their own closed minds—which presents a fine circus of
clowns for the laughter of the gods, but for mankind, with in-
creasing danger, a turba philosophorum that is being reflected not
in a sealed retort but in the carnage of cxploded cities.

Somewhere about midway between the dates of his lctter to
Count Keyserling on marriage and his youthful composition of
“Tristan,” Thomas Mann, during the years of the First World
War, was revolving, from one viewpoint to another, his thoughts
on the counterplay of opposites that was at that time represented
to him by the contending ideals of Germany and the Western Al-
lies. And as he had already made things a little difficult for him-
self by associating individualism with death and submission to the
social order with life, so now he added to his philosophical stress
by linking radicalism with individualism and conservatism with
duty, associating the latter with German culture and the former
with the French Revolution, English economic materialism, inter-
national class socialism, and the ideals of a money-based luxury
civilization. He made a great many statements in this book that
he came later to regret, and retracted. However, it is the work out
of which The Magic Mountain came: a fearless, really extraordi-
nary work of self-scrutiny and analysis, a night-book of lightning
flashes bursting from dark impenctrable clouds; and is to be read
as a diary of such confusion as anyone of good will, condemned
by destiny to settle his own mind with respect to the values at
stake in a modern war of mighty nations, of which his own was
one, might, if he had the courage to do so, force himself to write.
The work, first published 1919, and then, abridged, in 1922, bore
the title Reflections of a Non-Political Man, and the following
brief sclection lets the reader know why.

Politics T hate, and the belicf in politics, because it makes
people arrogant, doctrinaire, harsh, and inhuman. I do not be-
lieve in the formulae of the anthill, the human bechive; do not
believe in the république démocratique, sociale et universelle;
do not believe that mankind was made for what is being called
“happiness,” or that it even wants this “happiness,”—do not be-
lieve in “belief,” but rather in despair, because it is this that
clears the way to deliverance; I believe in humility and work—
work omn oneself, and the highest, noblest, sternest, and most
joyous form of such work scems to me to be art.2
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In those days Mann identified this kind of work on oneself,
humility, and integrity, with what he termed at that time the “aris-
tocratic principle,” exemplified in Europe prec-eminently, in his
view, by the culture ideal and discipline of the Germans, in con-
trast not only to the highly emotional class revolution of the
French with its “Marseillaise” and guillotine, but also to the cold-
blooded, utilitarian, economic materialism of the Anglo-Saxon In-
dustrial Revolution, while Marxism he described as but “a fusion
of French revolutionary thought and English political economy.” 2!
“You party politicians,” he could at that time write, quoting
Strindberg, “are like one-eyed cats. Some of you see only with the
left eye, others only with the right, and for that reason you can
never see stereoscopically, but only one-sidedly and flat.” And
again, still quoting the Swedish author: “As poet, one has a right
to play with ideas, to experiment with standpoints, but not bind
oneself to anything: for freedom is the life breath of the poet.” 22
And the real good of humanity, as he then believed, was served in
art, not in manifestos; for the curse of politics, mass politics, so-
called democratic politics, derived from its reduction of all life,
art itself, and religion as well, to politics, the marketplace, news-
paper thinking. “No experience,” he wrote, “is more likely to put
politics out of mind, more thoroughly prove it irrelevant, and bet-
ter teach how to forget it, than the experience, through' art, of
what is everlasting in man. And at a time when world political
events of truly fearful force are involving all that is in us of indi-
dividual human worth in sympathetic participation, overwhelming
it and bearing it away—precisely at such a time it is fitting to
stand firm against the megalomaniacs of politics, in defense,
namely, of the truth that the essential thing in life, the true hu-
manity of life, never is even touched by political means.” 2
“Man is not only a social, but also a metaphysical being. In other
words, he is not merely a social individual, but also a personality.
Consequently, it is wrong to confuse what is above the individual
in us with society, to translate it completely into sociology. Doing
that, one leaves the metaphysical aspect of the person, what is
truly above the individual, out of account; for it is in the person-
ality, not the mass, that the actual superordinated principle is to
be found.” 24

So far, so good. No one who has ever understood or experi-
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enced anything either of art or of life—anything, that is to say,
beyond the sphere of sociology—would have much to say against
all that. However, the author, in addition, had involved himself in
this book (in spite of its nonpolitical title) in a political commit-
ment to the idea and cause of German culture, against what he
conceived to be the revolutionary internationalism of the bour-
geois (French, English, and incidentally American) democracies.
Moreover, by 1930, having made that first mistake, he had gone
on to the logical second. He had abandoned his carlicr distinction
between the personal and social spheres and had aligned himself
with the latter, in the currently fashionable way of Marxist so-
cialism—even to the point of identifying Marxism, in a manner
that was also fashionable at that time, with the progressive ideals
of bourgeois liberalism and democracy. But this identification he
had already made in his nonpolitical “Reflcctions”; so that he was
now simply shifting allegiance from one pole of his own dichot-
omy to the other. And to make matters even more confusing,
both for himself and for those still striving to admire him, he re-
fused to concede that in turning from one side of his ledger to the
other, he had left the values of the first bchind. What he had been
calling the “spiritual values” of the “aristocratic principle”—i.e.
(as he understood them) the personally responsible, dutiful, form-
conserving, humanistic ideals of a worthy people’s national heri-
tage—he now simply transferred to the workers’ class revolution,
reducing even the experience of God (in orthodox Lcvantine-
Marxist style) to a social occasion:

“The human race dwells on earth in communities,” he an-
nounced in a talk on “Culture and Socialism,” published in the
same volume, called The Challenge of the Day (1930), in which
the letter to Count Keyserling “On Marriage™ appears; “and there
is no sort of individual realization or direct relationship to God,
to which some form of association—of sociability—does not cor-
respond. The religious ‘T’ becomes corporative in the parish.”
[That is the Judas kiss.] “The cultural ‘I’ celebrates its festival in
the form and name of the community—which is a word that bears
in Germany strong religious and aristocratic associations, setting
the holiness of its idea of social life altogether apart from the
concept of “society of the democracies. . . . German socialism,
the invention of a Jewish social theorist trained in Western Eu-



318 CREATIVE MYTHOLOGY

rope, has always been felt by German cultural piety to be alien to
this land and contrary to the national heritage, indeed sheer dev-
ilry, and has been accordingly despised”—and now comes the
crucial gambit and the timely transfer of values:

and with full right; for it does indeed represent the dissolution of
the idea of a national culture and community, in the name of an
idea of social classes to which that of the nation and community
is opposed. However, the fact of the situation is, that this
process of dissolution has already progressed to such a degree
that the complex of German cultural ideas significd by the terms
“pation” and “community” can bc today dismissed as mere
romanticism; and life itself, with all its meaning for the present
and for the future is now, without doubt, on the side of social-
ism. . . . For although the spiritual significance of individ-
ualistic idealism derived originally from its connection with the
idea of a cultural heritage, whereas the socialistic class concept
has never denied its purcly economic origin, the latter never-
theless entertains today far friendlier relations with the sphere of
the spirit than does its romantically nationalistic middle-class
antagonist, the conservatism of which has clearly, for all to see,
lost touch and sympathy with the living spirit and its present-
day demands.

The author had spoken on other occasions of the discrepancy,
which others have also remarked, between the nobility and wis-
dom of the greatest men of our times and the lag in the public
domain of law and international affairs, and he recurs now to this
theme, to advance and settle his argument.

I have recently spoken elsewhere, of the unhealthy and dan-
gerous tension that has developed in our world between the state
of knowledge already attained and spiritually assimilated by those
who represent the summits of our humanity and the material
actualities of our present; pointing also to the dangers potential
in this tension. The socialistic class, the working class, shows an
unquestionably better and more vital will to overcome this
shameful and dangerous discrepancy than does its cultural ad-
versary, whether it be in matters of legislation, the rationaliza-
tion of public affairs, the international conception of Europe, or
what you will. It is indeed true that the socialistic class concept,
in contrast to the idea of a national culture, is in its economic
theory antagonistic to spiritual values; nevertheless in practice it
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favors them, and that, as things stand today, is what really
counts.25

Within a decade of the delivery of this talk, the world’s su-
preme model of the economically based but spiritually disposed
socialistic class-state joined hands with the nationally based, un-
spiritual socialistic state, to invade, dismember, and share Poland,
and so began the Second World War. Thomas Mann, in due time,
took flight, not to socialistic Russia but, by way of nonparticipant
Switzerland, first to Princeton, then to Hollywood, whence, from
the distant shores of the Pacific, a few hours before Pearl Harbor,
he sent off the following radio broadcast to the German pcople:

German listeners, he who speaks to you today was fortunate
enough to do something for the intellectual reputation of Ger-
many in the course of his long life. I am grateful for this, but I
have no right to pride myself for it, as it was destiny and did not
lie in my hand.

No artist accomplishes his work in order to increase the glory
of his country. The source of productivity is individual con-
science. You Germans are not allowed to thank me for my
work, even if you desired to do so. So be it. It was accomplished
not for your sake but from innermost need.

But there is one thing which has been done really for your
sake, which has developed from social and not private con-
science. With cvery day I am more and more certain that the
time will come, and, in fact, is already near at hand, when you
will thank me for it and rate it higher than my stories and
books. And this is, that I warned you, when it was not yet too
late, against the depraved powers under whose yoke you are
harnessed today and who lead you through innumecrable mis-
deeds to incredible misery. I knew them. I knew that nothing
but catastrophe and misery for Germany and for Europe would
grow from their unspeakably base naturc while the majority of
you were seeing in them the forces of order, beauty, and na-
tional dignity—blinded as you were to a degree which today has
unquestionably already become incredible to yoursclves. . . .

Collapse is near. Your troops in Russia lack doctors, nurses,
medical supplies. In German hospitals the severely wounded,
the old and feeble are killed with poison gas—in one single
institution, two to three thousand, a German doctor has
said. . . . Comparable to the mass poisoning is the compulsory
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copulation where soldiers on leave arc ordered to go like stud
horses to the young German girls in order to produce sons of the
State for the next war. Can a nation, can youth sink lower? Can
there be a greater blasphemy of humanity? . . . Three hundred
thousand Serbs were killed by you Germans at the order of the
villainous men who govern you, not during the war, but after the
war had ended in that country. Unspeakable are the deeds
against the Jews and the Poles. But you do not want to acknowl-
edge the ever-growing gigantic hatred which one day, when the
forces of your people finally weaken, is bound to engulf you all.

Yes, it is right to feel the horror of this day. And your leaders
know it. They who led you to commit all those horrible deeds
tell you that you are chained to them through these dceds and
that you must stand by them to the end; otherwise hell will come
over you. If you break with them you will still be able to be
saved, to gain freedom and peace.*®

Thus, in the end as in the beginning, under pressure, heat, and
horror sufficient to cffect a fermentatio, the artist again became
separate and rediscovered for himself in old age what both Scho-
penhauer and Nietzsche had taught him in his youth: that be-
tween the individual and the multitude, a man’s integrity and his
society, the inward and the outer, catcgorical and contingent
worlds of experience and commitment, there is indeed an opposi-
tion, as deep as to the ground of being. I have italicized the para-
graph that makes this point. It has the ring, a bit, of Detlev
Spinell. But in the following sentence we learn of something of
which Spinell seems not to have known, namely, a distinction be-
tween private and social conscience: and this we now must recog-
nize as posing a profound problem—the problem, I should say—
that from the period of the early Tristan pocts, when it first scri-
ously emerged in our literature in terms of the tragic tension be-
tween minne and ere, love and honor, has remained unresolved in
the West to the present.

Mann’s radio address was broadcast, we have said, but a few
hours before the Japanese dawn raid on Pecarl Harbor. Soon the
prophesied fire and brimstone were purging to rubble the culture-
cities of Central Europe: Munich, Dresden, Frankfurt, Marburg,
Cologne, Hamburg, Berlin. The monstrous empire of Hitler dis-
solved and the armies of Stalin’s no less monstrous slave state



THE BALANCE 321

moved supreme across the European heartland, across half the
European map. Within a dccade another Asian monster, its Chi-
nese counterpart, was standing back to back with it, also breath-
ing fire—a fire furnished to both, ironically, by the sciences of
the West—while the Dutch, Belgian, French, and British world
empires meanwhile went to pieces; so that by 1950 a scientifically
enforced Asiatization of world affairs was beginning to be evident,
which, as far at least as the politics of the free individual are con-
cerned, is the leading challenge of the present hour. The old
Bronze Age world image of an absolutely inexorable, mathemati-
cal cosmology of which the social order is but an aspect (which,
as we have seen, is at the base of both the Chinese and the Indian
world views),”” now supplemented by an equally inexorable
Marxian notion of the logic of history, and implemented in its in-
humanity by a modern mechanical technology of equivalent im-
personality, in the name of what Nietzsche with disdain prophe-
sied as “the new idol, the State,” bodes well, largely with Ameri-
can aid, to represent the future of man of the next millennium.
For as Aldous Huxley stated in the 1946 Foreword to his Uto-
pian novel Brave New World: “Without economic security, the
love of servitude cannot possibly come into existence.” ** And as
Nicolas Berdiaeff states in the passage quoted by Huxley on the
motto-page of that volume:

Les utopies apparaissent comme bien plus réalisables qu’on
ne le croyait autrefois. Et nous nous trouvons actuellement
devant une question bien autrement angoissante: Comment
éviter leur réalisation définitive? . . . Les utopies sont réalis-
ables. Le vie marche vers les utopies. Et peut-étre un siecle
nouveau commence-t-il, un siécle ou les intellectuels et la classe
cultivée réveront aux moyens d’éviter les utopies et de re-
tourner d une société non utopique, moins “parfaite” et plus libre.

1. Erotic Irony

In The Magic Mountain, the novel composed by its author in a
period of perfectly achieved balance at the noon of his carcer,
there is a pair of now famous political chatterboxes, Settembrini
and Naphta, whose amusingly counterpoised, ultimately self-de-
feating argirments form a substantial portion of the work. The set-
ting is again, as in the author’s youthful “Tristan,” a mountain
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sanatorium, to which an undistinguished German civilian comes
for a brief stay: in the present instance a young engineer, Hans
Castorp, for a three-week holiday visit with his afflicted cousin, a
youthful army officcr, Joachim Ziemssen, who, in spite of the
healthy look of his tan, is seriously ill. The steep train ride up the
mountain is described as a thrilling passage from thc flatland of
our normal, banal duties in life to a sphcre of timeless rest, above
the range of deciduous trees, where silent pcaks, cverlasting
snows, and evergreens speak of eternity; and, as thc litcrary man
Scttembrini tells the young voyager days later, in that ascent he
had passed from the land of the living to the land of the dead. He
had gone not upward but actually downward, to the netherworld:
he was in danger and, before tasting of its fruit, had better
leave.

There is a passage in Mann’s Reflections of a Non-Political
Man, telling of the conception of this novel, which apparently had
been incubating for years. “Beforc the war,” it states,

I had begun to write a brief novel, a sort of pedagogical fable, in
which a young man, trapped in a morally dangerous resort, to
which he had come for a brief stay, was to bc placed between
two cqually ludicrous educators, an Italian littérateur, human-
ist, rhetorician and progressive, and on the other side a rather
disreputable mystic, reactionary, and advocate of anti-reason:
the innocent young man was to be forced to choose between the
powers of virtue and seduction, the duties and service of life and
the fascination of corruption—to which latter he was not to
have been unsusceptible. And in this work an important the-
matic element of the composition was to have been the phrase:
“Sympathy with Death.” 2*

Not only in The Magic Mountain, but already in his “Tristan,”
as well as in the first of his novels, Buddenbrooks, that theme is
fundamental; and in a volume of his essays published in 1925, in
a paper “On the Spirit of Medicine,” he has rendered an elucida-
tion and moral as well as social evaluation of the force and im-
port of that sentiment.

“My novel, The Magic Mountain, presents in its foreground a
social-critical aspect,” he there states;

and since the foreground of this foreground is a medical envi-
ronment, namely the setting of a de luxe Alpine sanatorium in



THE BALANCE 323

which the capitalistic society of pre-war Europe is mirrored, it
was of course inevitable that certain professionally specialized
critics, hypnotized by the foremost foreground, should have been
able to see nothing in the book but a novel about a tuberculosis
sanatorium, and that these then should have been afraid lest its
effect should be that of a sensational exposé—a kind of medical
counterpart of Upton Sinclair’s Chicago stockyard exposure.
That, however, was an ironic misunderstanding indeed. For so-
cial criticism—as the company of the literary critics well knows
—is not one of my passions; nor is it one of my strong points. It
enters my works only accidentally and incidentally, taken in
only by the way. The real motivations of my authorship are of a
sinfully individualistic, that is to say, metaphysical, moral, ped-
agogical, in short, innerworldly kind; and as in my other works,
so too in The Magic Mountain. . . .

The book owes its success, in the first place, to what Dr. Mar-
garcthe Levy of Berlin has, without professional prejudice,
called the lifelikeness and vitality of its characters. And it owes
its success, in the second place, to its spiritual themes and prob-
lems, which are such that fifteen years ago in Germany would
not have tempted a dog from the stove, but today, thanks to the
uprooting cxperiences of our time, arc at the tips of everyone’s
fingers. It does not owe its success to the thrills of any scan-
dalous revelations of the “inside life” in Alpine sanatoriums.

Among these themes and problems there is what one critic
has called the web of ideas about life and death, health and dis-
ease—and I am permitting myself to speak of this because a
critic of mine in The Munich Medical Weekly has complained
that I have paintcd an Inferno, which, in contrast to that of my
great medieval predecessor, lacks all ethical pathos. Amazing! A
number of my literary critics have impatiently advised me
finally to get back to my art, instead of lashing around any
longer with the ethical problems of mankind—and now this
doctor can see nothing but cold-blooded artistic cruelty in the
work. He accuses me of a lack of respect and sympathy for ail-
ing life, a repulsive want of that “Christian reverence for suffer-
ing” of which [the book’s heroine] Frau Chauchat speaks: and
he is apparently completcly unaware that the attitude he thus
stigmatizes could not possibly have accommodated the actual
(though admittedly not too obvious) “cthical pathos” of the
work. Which again is strange! Thc whole educational process
through which the young hero of my story passes, this medical



324 CREATIVE MYTHOLOGY

reader has missed: he remains untouched. For it is a correcting
process, the process of the progressive disillusionment of a
pious, death-revering young man concerning sickness and death.
My critic disapproves of this course of education and its means
—and, finally, how could he not! Has it often happened in liter-
ature or in art—has it ever happened—that death has been
turned into a comic figure? In any case, here it has. For this
book, which has the ambition to be a European book, is a book
of good will and decision, a book of ideal renunciation of much
that is beloved, many dangerous sympathies, enchantments, and
seductions to which the European soul has been and is disposed
and which, all in all, has only one piously majestic namc—a
book of departure, I say, and pedagogical self-discipline; its ser-
vice is to life, its will is to health, its goal is the future. And in
that it is a work of healing. For to that variety of humanistic
science known as medicine, no matter how profoundly its
studies may pertain to sickness and death, the goal remains
health and humanity; its goal remains the restoration of the hu-
man idea in its purity.

Death as a comical figure. . . . Does it play only this role in
my novel? Does it not show in this role two faces, the one
laughable, the other grave? Schopenhauer has said that without
death on earth there could scarcely be philosophy. Also, there
could hardly be any “education’ on earth without it. Death and
disease arc not at all just romantic caricatures in my novel:—I
have been unjustly accused. They are there also as great teach-
ers, great leaders toward humanity, and the opinion of the con-
tributor to The Munich Medical Weekly that my intention, my
reprchensible, defamatory intention had obviously been “to
show that in the environment of a tuberculosis sanatorium the
character of a young, honorable, and well brought up young
man must necessarily degenerate”—this opinion is refuted to
the ground by the book itself. Did Hans Castorp degenerate?
Did he go under? He in fact improved! This “environment” is
actually the hermetic retort in which his simple primary material
is forcibly sublimated and purified to an unsuspected ennoblec-
ment. In this “environment,” which has been said to be defamed
in the book, its modest hero is brought to think about things and
matured to a sense of duty to his government in a way that in
the “flatland” (and do we not have an ear for the ironic ap-
praisal sounded in that word?) he would never have attained in
his whole life.
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“The Standard Dialogue of Disease,” somcone has called my
book—mnot exactly in the way of praisc, but I accept the judg-
ment. The disreputable aspect of disease is brought out in rela-
tion to the ideal; but it is represented also as a mighty medium
of knowledge and as the “genial” way to humanity and to love.
Through disease and death, through the fervid study of the or-
ganic, through a medical cxperience, that is to say, I let my hero
attain, as far as this was possible to his shrewd simplicity, to a
premonition of a new humanity. And in doing this T am sup-
posed to have maligned medicine and the medical profes-
sion? 3¢

The novel is much too rich in life and in closely interwoven
ideas to be summarized, or even adequately suggested; however, it
is such an important and illuminating landmark in the field of
mythological research, not only representing the passage of a
modern man, stage by stage, through initiations in effect cquiva-
lent to those of the ancient mysterics, but also revealing the
analogues of ancient mythic themes in the imageries of modern
science, that an attempt to mark the main course of its hero’s
development from health, through sickness, to a higher health is
not to be avoided.

The book appeared two years after Ulysses. The two master-
works were conccived and realized independently, yet were deal-
ing with equivalent problems in cquivalent—though contrasting
—terms. For in both the novelistic foreground is so contrived
that, throughout, mythological themes ccho and appear, re-echo
and rcappear, in such a way as to suggest that in our lives today,
largely unrecognized yct present, the archetypes of mythic revela-
tion are manifest and operative still. Schopenhauer’s figurc of the
anamorphoscope * can here be applied again. Chance occurrences
scattered through a lifetime, when viewed reflected in a mythic
form, come together and show an order in depth that is the order
of man everlasting; and to effect such ideated epiphanies, where
to the unassisted eye only disconnected fragments would appear,
both Joyce and Mann have employed the rhetorical device of the
Leitmotiv, the recurrent verbal constcllation, to bring together ap-
parently unrelated, widely scparated occurrences, persons, set-
tings, and experiences. Apparently independently, inspired each

* Supra, p. 194,
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by the art of music—Mann admittedly by Wagner, Joyce possibly
as well—these two authors of remarkably parallel courses and
aims made use of recurrent verbal figures to lead the mind not
only from point to point of the narrative, but also, and morc sig-
nificantly, backward, downward, into depths that in both cases
proved (as in Wagner) to be of mythic mystcrics: myth con-
ceived as referring, not as in archaic times and orthodox religious
life, directly to supernatural beings and miraculous occasions, but
as in poetry and depth psychology, symbolically, to the root and
seed potentials, structuring laws and forces, interior to the earthly
being that is man.

The Leitmotiv appears already in Homer in an elementary way
in the epic epithet: “wine-dark sea,” “rosy-fingered dawn,” and so
forth. In Mann’s first novel, Buddenbrooks, it is an immcdiatcly
recognizable coordinating device, employed principally to main-
tain the sense of a continuity of character through all the acts, de-
cisions, and appearances of each of the numerous personages of
the work; but serving also to establish and develop certain
thematic continuitics and contrasts: for instance, the call and de-
mands of duty represented to all true Buddenbrooks by the name
of the family firm, and the opposition to this sobering family sum-
mons represented by the romantic call to the individual of the
sea—romance—music—dream—and then slecp—metaphysics—
death. In Joyce’s Portrait (the first draft of which was finished in
the year of Mann’s short story “Tonio Kroger,” 1903), a like
building up of continuities and of counterpoised thematic aggre-
gates through verbal echoes and refrains can be recognized; and
in that case many of the motives announced were to be carried on
systematically to Ulysses and Finnegans Wake. In his short story
“Tonio Kroger,” however, Mann developed his use of the Leir-
motiv in a new, symphonic, musical way (a *“‘prose ballad,” hc
himself called the work);3! for in contrast to the novel Budden-
brooks, where a comparatively simple, sequential, epic technique
of repetition had been used (the firm—the firm—the firm, against
a cumulative aggregation of counterthemes: the sea—music—ro-
mance—dream and sleep—metaphysics—disengagement—death),
there is in this short story a musical development and unfolding of
the range of associations of cach of the motifs at each of its re-
statements. For example:
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The title of the work and the hero’s name, “Tonio Kroger,” al-
ready suggests a dichotomy: from the father’s side, northern
blood, and from the mother’s, Meditcrrancan. Among the blue-
eyed blonds of his school, Tonio is dark-haired and dark-eyed,
and the inward dissonance thus socially evident is again comple-
mented inwardly by the love, ycarning, and envy, mingled with a
certain strain of contempt, that Tonio feels for his companions.
For, inheriting his mother’s emotional temperament, he is morc
complex than they, indrawn, moody, and susceptible: to the
beauty of the walnut trec and the fountain, the comcly blue-eyed
girls and boys thcmselves, to music and the sea, to solitude, and
to experiences and readings of his own—such as of Schiller’s Don
Carlos, where he finds a counterpart of his own complicated case.
At partics he is inept, and the girls spontaneously drawn to him
are those who fall down when they dance; the lovely, competent,
blue-eyed blondes do not sensc and respond to his decper strain.
And now the ranges of association of these announccd motives
expand. Tonio is neglecting assigned schoolwork in favor of his
own findings, and his grades conscquently are suffering. His blue-
eyed father is angry, his dark mother, however, indifferent: she
has a temperament for disorder, which Tonio recognizes in him-
self. “What is the matter with me?” he muscs. “We are not gyp-
sies in a green wagon, but decent folk.” The gypsy-in-a-green-
wagon motif, now joining those of dark eyes and hair, sensibility,
and detachment, adds connotations of adventure, frecdom, and
disgrace, while the blue-cyed-blond theme acquires, in contrast,
the dignity of responsible respectability, social engagement, and
worth. Tonio departs to be a writer, and the final stand of the
motifs is that of the letter, already cited, that he writes to Lisa-
beta Ivanovna: * of the world of art and letters against life and
the simple heart, and with Tonio Kroger between.

“Whercas in Buddenbrooks,” wrotc the author himself in his
wartime book of reflections,

only the influence of Schopenhauer and Wagner, the pessimistic
ethical vein, the musical and the epical, found expression, in
‘Tonio Kroger’ the Nictzschean, pedagogical, life-fostering fac-
tor broke through that was to remain predominant in my later
works. In the experience and fceling that inspired this novelette,

* Supra, pp. 311-12.



328 CREATIVE MYTHOLOGY

the lyric philosopher Nietzsche’s conservative dithyrambic con-
ception of life, and his defensc of this against the moralizing ni-
hilistic spirit, became transformed into erotic irony: a loving
affirmation of all that is not intellectuality and art, but is in-
nocent, healthy, decently unproblematical and untouched by
spirituality. The name of Lifc, yea of Beauty, is attributed in
this work (scntimentally, it is true) to the world of burgher liv-
ing (Biirgerlichkeit), normality recognized as blessed, the an-
tithesis of intellectuality and art.

And no wonder this appealed to the younger generation! For
if “life” came off well here, the “spirit” came off still better,
since it was this that was the lover, and “the god” is in the one
who loves, not the beloved—which is somcthing the “spirit” in
this case well knew. What it did not yet know, or for the time
being was leaving aside, however, was the fact that not only
does the spirit yearn toward life, but also life yearns toward the
spirit, and that the requirement of life for salvation, its ycarning,
its scnse of beauty (for beauty is nothing but yearning) is per-
haps more serious, perhaps more “godly,” perhaps less arro-
gant, less haughty, than that of the spirit.

But irony is always irony in both directions, something in the
middle, a neither-nor and a both-and: as, indeed, Tonio Kroger
pictured himself—as something ironically in the middle, be-
twcen burgher life and life in art. In fact, his name itself is al-
ready a symbol for all kinds of problematical mixtures: not only
that of Latin and German blood, but also those of the middle
ground between hcalth and sophistication, respectability and
adventurousness, heart and temperament. The name thus sug-
gests the pathos of a dual position, which again is obviously in-
fluenced by Nietzsche, who declared that the clarifying force of
his philosophy resulted from the fact that he was at home in the
two worlds, of the decadence and of health. He stood, as he de-
clared, between the sctting and the rising. The whole of my story
was a mélange of elements apparently incompatible: melan-
choly and criticism, inwardness and skepticism, Theodor Storm
and Nietzsche, mood and intcllectuality. . . . No wonder, as |
say, that thc younger generation went for this and preferred
these mere ninety pages to the two thick volumes of the Bud-
denbrooks.3?

Erotic irony, then, or, as Mann also frequently termed it, plas-
tic irony, is the key to the aesthetic posture of his scriptural reve-



THE BALANCE 329

lation. It is the posturc of an artist not afraid to sce what is be-
fore him in its truth, its frailty, its inadequacy to the idcal, and
whose heart then goes out to it in affirmation of this frailty, as of
its life. For it is according to its imperfection that each existence
moves, acts, and becomces, perfection being not of this carth. Con-
sequently, it is in naming its imperfection that the artist gives to
each its life, its possibility; and this, be it said, is a crucl act—
though with ironic result.

The look that one dirccts at things, both outward and inward,
as an artist [our author states], is not the same as that with
which one would regard the same as a man, but at once colder
and more passionate. As a man, you might be well-disposed, pa-
tient, Joving, positive, and have a wholly uncritical inclination to
look upon everything as all right: but as artist, your dacmon
constrains you to “obscrve”: to take note, lightning fast and
with hurtful malice, of every detail that in the literary sense
would be characteristic, distinctive, significant, opening insights,
typifying the race, the social or the psychological mode; record-
ing all as mercilessly as though you had no human relationship
to the observed object whatsoever—and in the “work,” then,
everything comes to light. . . .

But besides this split betwcen the artist and the human being,
which can lead to the most serious outer and inner conflicts,
there is still another factor, it scems to me, on which the art of
authorship rests: a painful sensibility, of which the cxpression
and manifestation is a “critical force” or “cogency” in expres-
sion that I have found to be a source of misunderstanding. That
is to say, it is not to be supposed that the refincment and alert-
ness of the facultics of observation can be sharpened to an ex-
ceptional degree without having one’s susceptibility to pain
sharpened as well. And there is a degree in such susceptibility
that turns cvery expcricnce into an affliction. But the only
weapon given to the artist, with which to react to such things
and experiences, and to protect himsclf in his own fashion, is
that of expression, his power of denoting; and this reaction to
things by expressing himself about them with psychological de-
structiveness, which is the sublime revenge of the artist on his
experiences, will be the more violent, the greater the sensibility
of the center the experience has touched. This is the origin of
that cold and merciless accuracy in description: this, the tensely
drawn bow from which the word flies, the sharp, feathered



330 CREATIVE MYTHOLOGY

word, that whirs and hits and lodges quivering in its mark.
—And the stern bow: is it not, as well as the gentle lyre, an in-
strument of Apollo? [Figure 44, p. 360.]—Nothing would be
farther from the secret of art than the idea that coldness and pas-
sion exclude each other! Nothing more mistaken than to conclude
that critical force and cogency of expression are derived from
malice and animosity—in the human sense! . . . The accurate
expression always seems spiteful. The right word hurts.®3

So far, so good; we have read, and we have heard: the artist,
always a little sorry for himsclf, has experiences with pain and re-
plies with the arrow of a word, wcll made, well aimed. But to
what end? To kill?

The author has more to say:

The intellectual, the spiritual man has the choice (to this ex-
tent he can choosc) to work either with ironic or with radical
effect: a third possibility is not decently possible. And what he
manages to makc of himself in this regard depends on the final
point of his argument. It hangs on the question as to which of
the two arguments seems to him the final, decisive, absolute
one: that of Life, or that of the Spirit (the Spirit as Truth, or as
Righteousness, or as Purity). For the Radical, life is no argu-
ment. Fiat justitia, or veritas or libertas, fiat spiritus—pereat
mundus et vita! So speaks every form of radicalism. And on the
other hand: “Is then Truth an argument—when the question is
Life?” This question is the formula of irony.

Radicalism is nihilism. The ironic mood is conservative. A
conservatism is only then ironic, however, when it does not rep-
resent the voice of life speaking for itself, but the voice of the
spirit, speaking not for itself, but for life.

Here it is Eros that is in play. This love has been character-
ized as “the affirmation of an individual, regardless of his
worth.” Now that surely is not a very spiritual, not a very moral
affirmation, and indeed, the affirmation of life by the spirit is not
moral either. It is ironic. Eros ever was ironic. And irony is
crotic. . .

And this is what makes art so worth our love and worth our
practice, this wonderful contradiction, that it is—or at least
can be—simultaneously a refreshment and a judgment, a cele-
bration and reward of life through its delightful imitation, and at
the same time, a morally critical annihilation of lifc; that its
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effect is in equal degree an awakening of delight and of con-
science. The boon of art proceeds from the circumstance (to use
diplomatic terms) that it maintains equally good relationships
to life and to pure spirit, that it is simultaneously conscrvative
and radical; from the circumstance, that is to say, of its mediate
and mecdiating place between spirit and life. Which is the placc
of the source of irony itself.?*

Mann’s first formulation of this ironic principle appcared, as
we have scen, in “Tonio Kroger” (1903), immediately after com-
pletion of his *“Tristan” (1902), and thereby opened the way for
him to a mode of thought and fceling that should carry his craft
between the Scylla and Charybdis of thc hard sheer rock of
“truth,” on one hand, “perfection,” “justice,” “judgment,” and
“release from the prison of this flesh,” and on the other, the vortex
of involvement in the spirit-killing toils, banalities, lies, cheatings,
and blind passions of mere life for life: an answer, in other
words, to the basic Tristan problem, as he saw it, of exclusivism,
aesthetic snobbism, retreat from the fields of common life, and, as
he termed it, “sympathy with dcath.” The medieval poet Gott-
fried’s high disdain for those “who are unable to endure sorrow
and wish only to revel in bliss” * was here explicitly renounced,
and a mode of seeing and feeling proposed that should view with
equal eye and loving heart both the noble and the base, the wicked
and the just, transmuting all, through its art, its alchemy, into
“gold.”

Howcver, if we may be honest here for a moment—and not
again, immediately, ironic—this transmutation, to be realized,
must include all those whom we fear and hate, as wcll as those
whom we merely despise: the monsters, sadists, beasts, and de-
generates of our kind, in the all-embracing spirit of Christ’s own
fundamental word, “You have heard that it was said, ‘You shall
love your neighbor and hate your enemy,” but I say to you, Lovc
your enemies, and pray for those who persecute you.” * And
again: “Judge not, that you may not be judged.”*® Or in the
spirit of the Buddhist axiom: “All things are buddha-things.” 37
And indeed, Mann himself has said of his undiscriminating eros
—which in his definition, finally, is indistinguishable from the in-

* Supra, p. 38.
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discriminate agape of which we have already hcard—that in its
“affirmation of an individual, regardless of his worth,” it is “not a
very spiritual, not a very moral affirmation.”

This presents us with a multileveled, many-headed problem.

First, there is that which Mann recognized when he distin-
guished between the writer as artist and the writer as mere human
being. As an artist, the writer must be cruel and merciless in ob-
servation, even with pain to himsclf, and yet as a human being
may be gentle, cordial and unassuming; or, as we now have also
learned, as an artist he must be all-loving (in his own way), all-
understanding, and yet, as a mere man, may still be capable of
righteousness and even the use of brute force—as we hear, in-
deed, of Christ himself in that instance of the money-changers in
the temple. Thomas Mann returned to his own secular mode in
his self-exile from Hitler’s Reich and his address, then, from the
yonder shore—with the disembodied voice, as it were, of the
ghost of one they once knew—to the German people still en-
trapped in the maya of European history. And there is room here
for irony all round.

For no one in the history of thought has yet proposed a
formula sufficient to eradicate that “beveled edge” of phocnix fire
where the spiritual and the carthly, metaphysical and moral
planes intersect: the line or point of meeting symbolized in the
bed (the sweet-bitter altar) of the Cross. Not the voice of the
spirit speaking for itself, but the voice of the spirit speaking for
life: that is the self-crucifixion of the spirit (“who, though he was
in the form of God, did not count equality with God a thing to
be grasped, but emptied himself, taking the form of a servant,
being born in the likeness of men: and being found in human
form he humbled himsclf and became obedient unto death, even
death on a cross™).?® And on the other side: “Not the voice of life
speaking for life, but the yearning of life toward the spirit’; which
is the self-crucifixion of life (as again in Paul: “T have been cruci-
fied with Christ; it is no longer I who live, but Christ who lives in
me”).2® To all of which there is the corollary that “irony is
always irony in both directions, something in the middle, a
neither-nor and a both-and”—which last is a phrase that comes
marvelously close to sounding like an aphorism of the Mahayana
Buddhist teaching of the Middle Way, where compassion (karuna)
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is a function of the realization that all these suffering beings are
no-beings, but spirit, which neither is nor is not.** “When it is scen
that all form is no form, thc Buddha is recognized.” *! “It cannot
be called either void or not void, or both or ncither.” 4

The artist lives thus in two worlds—as do we all; but he, in so
far as he knows what he is doing, in a special state of conscious-
ness of this micromacrocosmic crucifixion that is life on earth and
is perhaps, also, the fire of the sun, stars, and galaxies beyond.

Which, however, is not all he has to endure. For in his special
sphere of irony there is another confrontation of opposites to be
resolved in the imbroglio of eros, agape, and amor: the first two,
as we have seen, being religious in the Dionysian-Orphic, Gnostic-
Christian ways of indiscriminate, all-embracing love, whereas
amor is aristocratic, discriminatory, and aesthetic: as defined in
the literature of the troubadours, by the Minnesingers, and by
Gottfried, an experience of the “noble hcart” and its scouts, the
eyes. But if the truth is to be told here again, as it was, I believe,
in “Tonio Kroger,” it was actually Tonio’s noble heart’s commit-
ment aesthetically to the pert little commonplace bluc-cyed Inge-
borg Holm (who did not fall down when she danced and so had
no sense of his own soul’s need) that had locked him in a sort of
troubadour’s lifetime of vassalage in poct’s service to the general
face of thosc simple folk (less simple, however, than he thought
they were) of this fair world—whom it is even God’s whole privi-
lege and function to love, to forgive, and to woo.

See again both Romans 11:32 and Figure 8.*

1v. Identity and Relationship

In the art of Thomas Mann, the principle of rapturc (eros-agape)
is representcd—following Nietzsche’s designation of music, the
dance, and lyric poetry as the arts specific to the Dionysian mode
—through the author’s craftsmanly concern for the musical effects
of his prose, its rhythms, verbal toncs, and spheres of emotional
association, as well as through his masterly employment of the
Leitmotiv. And on the other side, the side of the claims of the
unique, ephemeral, induplicable moment, sentiment, or individual
—the side of the principle of individuation (principium individua-
tionis), which Nietzsche assigned to Apollo as the lord of light

* Supra, pp. 259 and 18.
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and to the arts of sculpture and cpic poctry—Mann served in the
merciless accuracy of his almost incredibly alive, descriptive
style. The work of Nietzsche that most profoundly influenced him
in his fashioning of this style, and even came in The Magic
Mountain to a sort of novclized restatement, was the philoso-
pher’s youthful manifesto, The Birth of Tragedy (1872).

“A great deal will have becn won for the science of aesthetics,”
Nietzsche wrote in the opening, key passage of this work, “when
we shall have succeeded in not merely recognizing intellectually,
but directly and clearly secing, that the development of art de-
pends on the dual influence of Apollonian and Dionysian forces
—as reproduction depends on the sexes, in their unrelenting
conflict and only occasional—periodic—reconciliation.”

That is the basic, germinal idea. We come now to its elucida-
tion, the powers in question being those of Figurc 3, at Stations
16 and 10.

I have borrowed these two names [Nictzsche explains] from
the Greeks, who interpretcd the profound mysteries of their doc-
trines of art to those of adequatc understanding, not in concep-
tual terms, but through the cloquently impressive figures of their
pantheon. Hence it is through their two divinities of art, Apollo
and Dionysus, that we are led to recognize that in the Greek
world there existed a great division, with respect to both source
and aim, between the art of the sculptor, Apollonian art, and the
non-pictorial art, music, of Dionysus. The two impulses, differ-
ent as they are, were carried along side by side, generally in
open opposition, provoking each other to ever new, more
mighty births through which to perpetuate the war of a pair of
opposites that the shared word “art” only apparently over-
bridges; until at last, through a metaphysical miracle of the Hel-
lenic “will,” the two were united, and in that pairing generated
the art that was as Dionysian as Apollonian: Attic tragedy.

Nietzsche describes next, in contrast, the opposcd powers and
features of these two divine domains.

To familiarize ourselves more closely with these two forces,
let us begin, [hc suggests] by regarding them as the separate art
worlds of dream and intoxication, between which physiological
phenomena an opposition is to be remarked that is analogous to
that between the Apollonian and Dionysian spheres. It was in
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dream, according to Lucretius, that the forms of the gods ap-

ared before the souls of men; in dream the great sculptor saw
the enchanting bodily forms of supernatural beings; and if the
Hellenic poet had been asked concerning the secret of poetic in-
spiration, he too would have referred to dream, and proposed a
doctrine like that of Hans Sachs in The Meistersinger:

My friend, this is the poet’s task,

His dreams to mark, their sense to ask.
Man’s truest rapture, so I teach,

In dream is opened to his speech.

All poetic inspiration

Is but dream interpretation.

The fair illusion of the world of dream, in whose creation
everyone is a finished artist, is the precondition of all visual art
and, as we shall see, of an important half of poetry as well. We
enjoy in dream a direct comprehension of form, every figure
speaks to us, there is nothing indifferent or superfluous. And
even in moments of the greatest vividness of this dream-reality,
we have nevertheless the prevading sense of its illusion: or that,
at least, has been my experience, for the frequency, indeed nor-
mality, of which I could offer considerable evidence, and the
statements of the poets besides. Moreover, the philosophical
mind even has a prcmonition that beneath this other reality,
also, in which we live and have our being, a second, quite diff=r-
ent, lies concealed; in other words, that this too is an illusion:
and Schopenhauer even designates as the true sign of the philo-
sophical talent, just this susceptibility to the impression, at
times, of people and all things as an imagery of dream. And
now, much as the philosopher relates himself to the reality of
existence, so the artistically sensitive man to the reality of
dream: he observes it closely and with pleasure, since it is from
these images that he interprets life, and on thesc that he pre-
pares for life. Nor is it only thc pleasant and favorable images
that he expericnces this way, with ready understanding, but the
austerc, turbid, sorrowful, and dark, as well: abrupt frustra-
tions, the taunts of chance, frightful expectations, in short, the
entire “divine comedy”of life, along with its inferno, passes be-
fore him: not simply as a shadow play—for he lives and suffers
in these scenes—yet not without that ineffable sense, either, of
illusion. And therc may be others who, like myself, in the very
midst of tHe perils and terrors of a dream have reassured them-
selves by crying: “It is a dream! I want it to go on!” Also, I
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have hcard tell of those who havc been able to keep the circum-
stances of onc and thc same dream going on through a course of
threce or more successive nights. These are facts which clearly
testify that our innermost being, the common ground of us all,
experiences dream with deep delight and a joyous sensc of its
neccssity.

And this sense of joyous necessity in thc experience of dream
is what the Greeks likewisc cxpressed in their Apollo. Apollo is
the god of all visioning powers and at the same time the sooth-
saying god. He who at root is the “appearing” one, the divinity
of light, is the lord also of the fair “appearance” of the inward
world of fantasy. The higher sensc of validity, the wholeness, of
these conditions, in contrast to the incompletely comprehensible
realities of day, taken togethcr with the deep consciousness of
the healing and helping powers of Nature in sleep and drcam, is
symbolically analogous to the prophctic faculty and in general
to the arts, through which life is made possible and worth living.
But then also, that thin linc which thc dream image must not
cross, if it is not to work pathologically, in which case the ap-
pcarance would deceive us and be taken for crude reality: that
line of limitation, that freedom from th¢ more uncontrolled
emotions, that wisdom-filled reposc of the sculptor’s god, the
image of Apollo itself must also honor. His eye must be “sun-
like,” in accord with his origin: even when its glance is wrathful
and incensed, there dwells in it the benison of the fair illusion.
Hence, of Apollo onc can say, in an eccentric way, what Scho-
penhaucr, in Book Onc of The World as Will and Idea, says of
mankind caught in the net of mdyd: “As on a raging sea.
where, limitless in all directions, roaring mountains of water rise
and fall, a boatman sits in his skiff with trust in the fragile craft,
so in the midst of a world of torments, the individual calmly sits,
supported and trusting, upon the principium individuationis.”
Yes, it can be said of Apollo that in him the unshaken trust in
that principium, and the calm reposc in it of the being entrapped
in it, have reccived their most sublime expression; and onc
might even designate Apollo as the glorious divine image of the
principium individuationis itself, in whose gestures and glances
the whole delight and wisdom of the “world illusion” speaks to
us, together with its beauty.

But in the same passage Schopenhauer has pictured to us the
monstrous horror (das ungeheure Grausen) that takes hold of
the individual when he suddenly finds himself in error with re-
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spect to his interpretation of the forms of appearance—which is
what occurs when the logic of causality, in one or another of its
laws, seems to have been fractured by an exception. And if we
now add to this horror the rapturous transport that rises from
the innermost ground of the individual, yea from the ground of
Nature itself, at that shattering of the principium individu-
ationis, we shall gain an insight into the esscnce of that Dio-
nysian state, to which we are brought closest by the analogy of
intoxication. Through the influcnce either of thosc narcotic po-
tions to which all primitive men and peoples give praise in
hymns, or of the mighty approach of spring, suffusing delight-
fully all of Nature, those Dionysian motions awake that, when
heightened, erase all scnse of individuality in self-forgetfulness.
In the German Middle Ages, under the influence of just such a
Dionysian force, cver-growing hordes, singing and dancing, werc
sent swarming from place to place. In these St. John’s and St.
Vitus’ dancers we recognize again the Bacchic choruses of the
Greeks, with their predccessors in Asia Minor and on back to
Babylon, the orgiastic Scythians as well. There are those who,
either from lack of cxpericnce or from dullness of wit, turn
away from such phenomena with mockery or pity and a feeling
of their own health, as from ‘“‘endemic diseases”: poor chaps!
they have no idea how corpse-pale and ghostly this very “hcalth”
of theirs appears when the glowing life of the Dionysian revel
swarms past them.

Under the magic of the Dionysian force, not only docs the
bond between man and man again close together, but alienated,
hostile, or suppressed Nature celebrates her festival of reconcili-
ation with her lost son, man. Frecly, of herself, the carth be-
stows her boons, and, ready for pcacc, the beasts of prey, of the
rocks and deserts, draw nigh. [Figure 1.] With flowers and gar-
lands is the car all strewn of Dionysus: in its span stride panther
and tiger. Turn Beethovan’s “Paean to Joy” into a painting and
fill it with everything you can imagine, where the millions, in
awe, sink prostrate to the dust: that is the way to arrive at some
notion of the Dionysian. Now thc slave is a free man, now all
those hard, hostile boundaries shatter that misery, willfulness,
or “insolent custom” havc set up between man and man. Now
each, in thc Gospel of World Harmony, feels himsclf to be not
only united with his neighbor, reconciled and blended, but
one—as though the veil of maya had been rent apart and now
only fluttered in shreds around the mysterious primordial One.
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Mankind, singing, dancing, professes itself to be a member of a
higher commonalty. It has forgotten how to walk and speak, on
the point of flying, in dance, into the air. Enchantment speaks
through all its gestures. And as now the animals talk and the
earth yields milk and honey, so there resounds through all of
this, something supernatural. One feels oneself to be a god and
now strides in the same enraptured and exalted way as the gods
in dream were seen to stride. The man now is no longer an art-
ist, but himself a work of art. The art power of all Nature here
is manifesting itself in the thrill of intoxication, to the supremely
rapturous satisfaction of the primordial One. The noblest clay,
the most precious marble, namely man, is here kneaded and
hewn; and to chisel blows of the Dionysian world-artist, the cry
is heard sounding of the Eleusinian mysteries: “Are you pros-
trating yourselves, you millions? Do you not mark your creator,
the World?” #4

Taken for granted in this philosophy, as also in that of Scho-
penhauer and in the operatic world of thc young Nietzsche’s
adored friend Wagner, is the Kantian concept of all phenomenal-
ity as conditioned, through and through, by the organs through
which it is perceived—whether eyes be open, as by day, or shut,
by night. (Compare, in Figure 3, the dreamer, at the goddess’s
feet.) Also accepted is the recognition, which Schopenhauer
seems to have been the first to have realized, of this Kantian con-
cept of the a priori forms of sensibility and categories of logic as
practically identical with the Hindu-Buddhist philosophy of maya.*
And accordingly, as Vishnu is the lord of maya, the god whose
dream is the universe and in whom (as all figures in a dream
are actually but functions of the energy of the dreamer) all
things, all beings, of this mdya-world are but refractions of the
one substance, so also, in Hellenic mythology, is Apollo. Com-
paratively viewed, both as to character and as to sense, the classi-
cal Apollo, as interpreted by Nietzsche, and the Indian god
Vishnu as Narayana, floating on the Cosmic Sca, drcaming the
lotus-dream of the universe, are the same. And James Joyce also,
in Ulysses, takes this transcendental philosophy for his base; so
that in the Sandymount chapter, where Stephen Dedalus strolls
brooding by the sca, the very terms of Schopenhauer appear in
designation of the conditioning a priori forms of sensibility; i.e.



THE BALANCE 339

the Nebeneinander (the ficld of things “beside each other™),
namely Space; and the Nacheinander (“after each other”),
Time: ¢ following which, and still in Schopenhauer’s vein, Joyce
treats of the principle of causality, the chain of cause and effect,
in the amusing image of a telephone line of navel cords linking all
of us back to Edenville, each with his own navel as the phone
mouthpiece by which he might communicate with his first cause:
“The cords of all link back . . .” so we read: ‘“‘strandentwining
cable of all flesh. That is why mystic monks. Will you be as gods?
Gaze in your omphalos. Hello. Kinch here. Put me on to Eden-
ville. Aleph, alpha: nought, nought, one.—Spouse and helpmate of
Adam Kadmon: Heva, naked Eve. She had no navel.” " The
aim of this brooding hero, as we have secn, was to penetrate that
threefold veil of Space (the Nebeneinander), Time (the Nachei-
nander), and Causc-Effect (the Satz vom Grunde), and so to
come to the “Father,” “Drowned Man,” “Finn-again” (the Irish
word fionn, meaning “light”), who is lost to view in the deep,
dark “adiaphanc”: beyond and within the “diaphane” of this lim-
itless mothering sea of forms, rising, falling, roaring all around us,
like waves.

Immanuel Kant (1724-1804), in his Prolegomena to Every
Future System of Metaphysics that May Ever Arise in the Way of
a Science (1783) supplies an extraordinarily simple formula for
the metaphysical or mystical interpretation not only of mythic
metaphors, but also of the phenomenal world itself from which
such metaphors derive, the world of empirical fact, and the world
of dream as well. What he offers is a four-term analogy, a is to b
as ¢ is to x, which is to be interpreted as pointing not to an in-
complete resemblance of two things, but to a complete re-
semblance of two relationships betwcen quite dissimilar things
(“nicht etwa, eine unvollkommene Ahnlichkeit zweier Dinge,
sondern eine vollkommene Ahnlichkeit zweier Verhdaltnisse zwischen
ganz undhnlichen Dingen”): not “a somcwhat resembles b,” but
“the relationship of a to b perfectly resembles that of ¢ to x,”
where x represents a quantity that is not only unknown but abso-
lutely unknowable—which is to say, metaphysical.

Kant demonstrates this formula in two examples:

1. As the“promotion of the happiness of the children (a) is re-
lated to the parents’ love (b), so is the welfare of the human race
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(¢) to that unknown in God (x) which we call God’s love.
2. The causality of the highest cause (x) is precisely, in re-
spect to the world (¢), what human reason (b) is in respect to
the work of human art (a).
He then discusses the implication of the sccond of thcse exam-
ples, as follows:

Herewith the nature of the highest cause itself remains un-
known to me, I only compare its known effect (namely, the con-
stitution of the universe) and the rationality of this effect with
the known effects of human reason, and therefore I call that
highest cause a Reason, without thereby attributing to it as its
proper quality, either the thing that I understand by this term in
the case of man, or any other thing with which I am familiar.**

Mythological, theological, metaphysical analogies, in other
words, do not point indirectly to an only partially understood
“metaphysical” term (God, brahman, atman, the Self, the Abso-
lute, for example), but directly to a relationship between two
terms, the one empirical, the other metaphysical; the latter being
absolutely and forever and from every conceivable human stand-
point, unknowable: unconditioned as it is by Time, Space, Cau-
sality, and the categories of logic—and to such a degree that cven
to speak of it as unconditioned is to represent, and so to misrep-
resent, it, which cannot be represented and is no which. It is cvi-
dent that Kant’s metaphysical Ding-an-sich, therefore, is
equivalent (as far as it goes) to the brahman of the Upanishads,
the Void (Sunyata) of the Buddhists, and the “Nameless” of the
Tao Te Ching.

To which Schopenhauer added the complementary insight
(which completed the Oriental equivalence) that that which is
thus absolutely and forever and from every conceivable human
standpoint unknowable as the mctaphysical ground of all things is
accordingly, inevitably, the ground of being of each one of us,
and so our very self; and by analogy, as the figures of your dream
(a) are to you (b), so are the forms and creatures of this world
(¢), to that unknown (x) who, as Apollo-Vishnu, is called the
dreamer of the world illusion.

“Life,” Schopenhauer wrote in his paper already cited, “On an
Apparent Intention in the Fate of the Individual,” “has long been
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recognized and often declared to resemble dream. And indeed,
this comparison with dream permits us to perceive, even if only as
at a misty distance, how the hidden power that directs and moves
us toward its intended goals by means of the outward circum-
stances affecting us, might yet have its roots within the very
depths of our own unfathomable being.”

Schopenhauer is here continuing the argument, as the reader no
doubt has surmised, concerning the problem announced in his
title of this piece: of the curious sense that occasionally comes to
one, of an intention bchind those apparently chance events by
which one’s life has been shaped—and in certain lights even
appears to have been shaped by highly conscious art, as by the
plan of a creative author.

For in dreams too [he now goes on to suggest] the circum-
stances that motivate our acts seem to befall us from without, as
independent, often repulsive, completely accidental occurrences,
and yet there is a concealed, purposcful continuity throughout:
for there is a hidden power, to which all those accidents of the
dream conform, which is actually directing and coordinating its
incidents—and always with exclusive reference to ourselves.
But the most extraordinary thing is this: that this hidden power
can finally be nothing other than our own will—operating from
a standpoint, however, that is not embraced in the horizon of
our dreaming consciousness. That is why it happens that the oc-
currences in our dreams so often go completely against the
wishes of which we are aware in our dreams; surprise, depress,
and even frighten us nearly to death; while the dream-fate that
we ourselves are covertly directing sends us neither rescuer nor
relief. Or, comparably: we inquire eagerly about something, and
receive an answer that sets us in amazement. Or again: we our-
selves are being questioned, as though in an examination, and
are unable to find the reply, whereupon another, to our humili-
ation, answers perfectly. And in both of these cases the answer
can have come only from our own resources.

To clarify this mysterious guidance of dream events by the
dreamer himself, and to bring it a little closer to our under-
standing, there is still another available illustration; but it will
be unavoidably obscene, and so I must presuppose that a reader
worthy of my writing for him will neither take offence, nor con-
sider merely the comical aspect of the matter. As is well known,
certain dreams serve a material function, namely of emptying



342 CREATIVE MYTHOLOGY

the overfilled seminal glands. Dreams of this kind, naturally
enough, present indecent scenes; but other dreams, too, present
indecent scenes without serving the same material function.
Here, then, we find that in the first sort of dream opportunity
and the desired object favor thc dreamer and nature has its way,
whereas in dreams of the other sort, on the contrary, all kinds of
obstacles intervene between ourselves and the object so eagerly
desired. We strive and strive again to overcome them, without
success, and the goal is never attaincd.—But now, the power
that is erecting these obstacles, rendering all our dearest wishes
futile, is none other than our own individual will—however,
working here from a zone far outside the range of the perceiving
dream consciousness and hence experienced by the latter as piti-
less, inexorable Fate.

May it not be, now, that the Fate that appears in the world of
reality, the design that probably everyone has had occasion to
observe in the development of his own life, may have somcthing
about it analogous to the relationship here observed in the
dream?

Sometimes it happens that we draw up a plan and set our
hearts upon its accomplishment, until later it becomes apparent
that the plan was not for our true good at all. And in the mean-
time, trying our best to carry it out, we have found that Fate had
somehow cursed it, setting all its machinery into motion against
it; so that ultimately, entirely against our will, we find ourselves
pressed back into what for us is the better path. In the face of
such apparently intentional opposition, people are accustomed
to saying: “It wasn’t meant to be!” Some call it ominous, others
a sign from God; but all share the opinion that when Fate with
obvious determination thus sets itself against a project, we had
better give it up. The project being one that does not befit our
unconscious destiny, it will never be brought to fulfillment, and
in sticking to it stubbornly with stiff-necked persistence, we are
only inviting Fate to deal us stiffer and stiffer pokes in the ribs,
until finally we are got back into our proper channel. Or if, on
the other hand, we at last succeed in forcing the project through,
it will only redound to our injury and distress. In this, the above
quoted ducunt volentem fata, nolentem trahunt finds its ade-
quate justification.

Often it becomes apparent, after the struggle is over, that the
defeat was for our good. But is it not possible that the defeat may
have been for our good even when its benefits never become ap-
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parent—particularly when we consider our true good from the
metaphysical-moral point of view?

And if we look back now to the main conclusion of my entire
philosophy; namely, that what the phenomenon of the world
embodies and represents is the Will, the very same Will that
lives and struggles in each separate individual; and if we con-
sider the generally recognized similarity of life and dream; then,
summarlzmg our entire discussion, we may permit ourselves to
imagine that, just as each of us is the hidden director of his own
dreams, so, in analogous fashion, may the fate that governs each
of our lives proceed ultimately from that Will, which, though it
is our own, yet works its influence from a region far beyond the
horizon of our individual perceiving consciousness. Still, it is
this limited perceiving consciousness that furnishes the motives
to our empirically knowable, individual will. Naturally, then,
this latter must frequently come into violent conflict with that
other will of ours which appears to us as our Fate, as our guid-
ing genius, as our “Spirit, dwelling outside of us, his throne the
highest stars,” whose vision, far outdistancing that of the indi-
vidual consciousness, reveals itself as an inexorable outer coer-
cion, preparing and controlling what, though it cannot be re-
vealed to the individual, he must never get wrong.

To lessen the strangeness, yea, the exorbitance, of this bold
proposition, let me quote a passage from Scotus Erigena. His
“God,” it must be kept in mind, is without knowledge. Neither
time and space nor the ten Aristotelean categories can be pred-
icated to him. He has, in fact, only one predicate, and that is—
Will. Clearly then, he is nothing other than what I have been
terming the Will to Life. In Erigena’s words: “There is yet
another kind of ignorance in God, inasmuch as he may be said
not to know what things he foreknows and predestines until they
have appeared experientially in the course of created events.”
And directly thereafter: “There is a third kind of divine ignor-
ance, in that God may be said to be ignorant of things not yet
made manifest in their effects through experience of their action
and operation; of which, nevertheless, he holds the invisible
causes in himself, by himself created, and to himself known.” #°

But now, if, in order to make our point a bit more compre-
hensible, we have called upon the well-known similarity of the
individual life to dream, let it not be forgotten, on the other
hand, that in dreams the relationship is one-sided; that is to say,
that only dne ego actually wills and experiences while the others
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are nothing but phantoms, whereas in the great dream of lifc
there exists a reciprocal relationship: each not only appears in
the other’s dream precisely as there required, but also experi-
ences the other in a similar way in his own dream; so that, by
virtue of an actual harmonia praestabilita, cach dreams only
what is appropriatc to his own metaphysical guidance, and yet
all the life dreams are interwoven so artfully that, while each
experiences only what redounds to his own increase, he per-
forms what the others require. Hence, a vast world event con-
forms to the destiny-requirements of many thousands, befitting
each in his own way.

Every event in every individual life must then be implicated
in two fundamentally different orders of relationship: first, in
the objective, causal order of the course of nature, and second,
in a subjective order relevant only to the experiencing individual
himself and as subjective, consequently, as his dreams—where
the sequence and content of the occurrences are as predeter-
mined as the scenes of a drama, and, indced, in the same way,
namely, by plan of the author. However, that these two sorts of
relationship should exist together, and in such a way that every
event must be a link simultaneously in two completely different
chains with the two conjoining perfectly, the fate of each thus
harmonizing with the fate of every other, each the hero of his
own drama and yet an actor in all the rest: this is certainly
something that surpasscs our comprehension, and can bc ima-
gined as possible only in terms of the most miraculous harmonia
praestabilita.

But, on the other hand, would it not be an act of narrow-
minded cowardice to maintain that it would be impossible for
the life paths of all mankind in their complex interrelationships
to exhibit as much concert and harmony as a composer can
bring into the many apparently disconnected and haphazardly
turbulent voices of his symphony? Our timidity before this
colossal prospect may be allayed if we remind ourselves that the
Subject of this great dream of life is, in a certain sense, only one,
namely the Will to Life itself; and furthermore, that all this mul-
tiplicity of the phenomena is conditioned by time and space. It
is a vast dream, dreamed by a single being; but in such a way
that all the dream characters dream too. Hence, everything
interlocks and harmonizes with evcrything else.®®

It would be difficult to find a more exact statement than this of
the sense and plane of cxperience of Finnegans Wake, where the
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plunge, so to say, has actually been taken into those watcrs of the
sea that Stephen, in Ulysses, was considering from the point of
view only of the shore: the shore of waking consciousness, where
the knower and the known, the slayer and the slain, begetter and
begotten, subject and object, are set apart and distinguished from
each other. In sleep, the dreamer and the dream are one, though
seeming to be two, and a clue to the mystery has thus here been
found of that *“‘consubstantiality of the Father and Son” upon
which Stephen, throughout his day, was brooding. However,
with this image of the dreamer and analogy of sleep, a porten-
tous step has been taken away from the position assumed by
Kant toward all definitions of the metaphysical sphere.

Let us pause on this problem for a moment.

In the Kantian vein, it would not be suggested that God either
is or could be the sleeper—nor has Schopenhauer, indeed, said so
much, either. It is only “as if” (als ob) God were the sleeper: as a
dream (a) is to its dreamer (b), so is the manifold of this uni-
verse (c¢) to that unknown (x), which is called in our tradition
“God.” One might also say, however, without preference or
prejudice for any one mectaphor over another: as children (a')
from parents (b'), or as the work of art (a®) from the artist
(b?), as sparks (a*®) from a fire (b*), or as an idea (a*) from
the mind (b*), so is the manifold of this universe (c¢) derived
from that unknown (x) which is called in Buddhist texts “the
Void.” The term x, it is to be insisted, remains, through all this,
absolutely unknown and unknowable; and this being so, oneness
can no more be a quality of x than can love or reason, wrath,
personality, goodness, justice, mercy, being, or non-being. Athe-
ism, as well as theism, is but an optional way of thinking beyond
thought. As Kant has shown, it is only by analogy that we speak
of love or reason as of God: x remaining unknown, the nature of
its relationship to ¢ must likewise remain unknown. In fact—and
here, now, we come to our splitting of the ways—to speak in
terms of a relationship is itself entirely optional, since in the idea
of a relationship a duality is implied—a ¢ and an x,; whereas it is
also possible, as in Oriental thought, in Neoplatonic thought, and
as in this metaphor of dream, to speak of identity—and to mean it.

Let us usé’the simple sign R to signify relationship, a relation-
ship of any kind whatsoever; then let ¢, as above, stand for the
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manifold of the universe or any part of it, and x, as above, for the
unknown that is called “God” 1n our part of the world both by
those who think they know, and by those who know that
they do not know, what they are talking about when they use that
suggestive term. The popular, ecclesiastically authorized Occi-
dental manner of thinking about ¢ and x will then be represented
by the formula:

cRx

which means: this manifold of the universe and everything in it
(c) stands in some sort of relationship (R) to the unknown (x);
whereas, according to the basic Oriental formula (first pro-
nounced, as far as we know, by the Indian sage Aruni,
while instructing his son Shvetaketu, some six or eight centuries
B.C.): %

tat tvam asi, “thou, art that,” ¢ = x.

It is made clear in the Oriental texts, however, that the term
“thou” (c) here intended is not to be understood flat-footedly in
the way “common to all men” of experiencing the universe and
themselves. As we read in the Mandukya Upanishad, there are
four planes, or modes, or “quarters” of being:

1. The first is that “common to all men.” Its field is the waking
state. Its consciousness is outward-turncd. Here subject and ob-
ject are separate from each other, A is not B (A == B), and the
laws of Aristotelean logic prevail.

2. The second field or portion of being, called “the shining
one,” is of the dream state. Its consciousness is inward-turned.
Here subject and object are one yet scem to be two: the laws of
Aristotelean logic do not apply. This is the field of Finnegans
Wake, into which that of Ulysses dissolved when Stephen dis-
appeared into the night, Bloom fell asleep in Molly’s bed, and
Molly herself went off to sleep, musing “I said yes I will Yes.” 3
In Nietzsche’s Birth of Tragedy, it is the field called Apollonian.
In Schopenhauer’s World as Will and Idea, it is the field of Pla-
tonic ideas, and the visual arts.* It is the field of all mythic forms,
the gods, the demons, heavens and hells, and since the seer and
seen arc here one and the same, all the gods, demons, heavens

* Supra, pp. 33-36 and 80-83.
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and hells, whether of the Orient or of Dante, are to be rccognized
here as within us.

3. The third field and portion of being is of decp dreamless
sleep, where the sleeper neither desires anything desirable nor is
in fear of anything terrible. It is called the field of *“the knower”
(prajad), who is here undivided, as an “undifferentiated continu-
um” * of unconscious consciousness, consisting of bliss and feed-
ing on bliss, “its only mouth being spirit.” “This,” declares the
text, “is the Generative Womb of All, the Beginning and End of
Beings.” It is, in Gottfried’s Tristan, the state symbolized in the
love grotto, where the two, conjoined, lived on love and fed on
bliss; in alchemy, that symbolized in Figure 43 and by the dragon
in the vas, Figure 40: Ovid’s Chaos.

4. What is known as “thc Fourth,” the fourth portion of the
self, is silence unqualified: neither of any thing nor of no thing;
neither inward- nor outward-turned, nor the two together; neither
knowing nor unknowing—because invisible, ineffable, intangible,
devoid of characteristics, inconccivable, undefinable, the coming
to peaceful rest of all differentiated, relative cxistence: utterly
quiet, peaceful-blissful, without a second. “This,” we read, “is the
Self to be realized.” % A ground that is no ground: this, then, is
the ultimate ground of being.

The totality of being, however, is all four of thesc states, not
merely any one. Hence, while it is true that “thou art that”
(¢ = x), nevertheless, if by “thou” you understand only the person
and world of stage 1, then “thou art not that” (c < x). This
point is made in meditation disciplines through an exercise of the
realization neti neti, “not this, not this”: thou art not thy body,
but the witness, the consciousness, of the body; not any of thy
thoughts or feelings, but the witness, the consciousness of thy
thoughts,” and so forth; after which comes the realization ifi iti,
“it is this, it is this”: Sivo-’ham, “1 am myself the Blissful One.”
All of which yields the ultimate oxymoron:

c =x.
In Schopenhauer’s philosophy, as suggested by the title of his
major work, The World as Will and ldea, both ways of conceiv-

* This is Prefessor F.S. C. Northrup’s term for this field, translating the
Sanskrit, ghana, “homogeneous lump.”
¥ Supra, p. 279.
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ing of the inconceivable mystery are represented: the way of the
oxymoron ¢ == — x being that of “the world as will,” and the
way of relationship, cRx, that of “the world as idea”—which two,
in Nietzsche’s vocabulary, became respectively the Dionysian and
Apollonian modes—with these, in turn, corresponding to the con-
trasting Indian types of religion associated respectively with Shiva
and with Vishnu.

Glancing back, furthermore, to what we have learned of the
archaic beginnings of thesc mythic forms, we recall the carly
Osirian cult of the first four dynasties of Egypt: an awesome, ter-
ribly dark affair of massive suttee burials, which, with the coming
of the Fifth Dynasty (c. 2480-2350 B.c.), was supplanted by the
religion of light, of the god Re. The antecedents of the Osirian
cycle were developed, as we have seen in Oriental Mythology,™
in the nuclear Near East, possibly as early as the eighth millen-
nium B.C., during the critical epoch of the dawn of the arts and
cults of agriculture, and the reference of its mysteries was not
originally, as in later times, to the death and life immortal of in-
dividuals, but to the death and rebirth of that Being of beings,
that Lord of life and death, who puts on individuals and puts them
off as a man puts on and puts off clothes. The moon, ever waxing
and waning, is the celestial sign of this power, and on earth its chief
animal symbols are the serpent, the boar, and the bull (Figures 11
to 18), whereas the cult of Re was of the sun, the falcon, the lion,
and, in later times, the horse (Figures 26 and 27). Moreover, as
the blithe little legend of the birth of the first threc Fifth Dynasty
Pharaohs shows,5 the solar, in contrast to the somber lunar cult,
brought with it a spirit of just such delight and joyous grace as
Nietzsche assigns to the Apollonian sphere.

And so we are dealing here, actually, with two mythological
archetypes of immemorial age, going back, respectively (if my
surmise holds), to the primitive plant-environment of the tropics,
where from the death and rot of vegetation, life is seen to spring
ever anew and the individual counts for no more than a fallen
leaf; and, on the other hand, the primitive animal environment of
the Great Hunt of the paleolithic animal plains, where the in-
dividual and his hunting skill counted for a great deal indeed.—
But all this T have discussed already, at length.?¢
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v. Beauty Way

In Schopenhauer’s philosophy, which is generally taken to be
pessimistic, the path followed is neti neti, “not this, not this,” the
first stage of its passage to wisdom being marked by a radical tum
of interest from the crude struggle for existence to those arts that
Nietzsche terms Apollonian. Here empirical objects are beheld not
as things desirable or to be feared (i.e. in any biological, eco-
nomic, political, or moral relationship [R] to the subject), but as
objectifications of their own informing ideas,* objects in and for
themselves. And the sentiment characteristic of this stage is that
“enchantment of the heart” of which Joyce speaks in A Portrait
of the Artist as a Young Man, where his hero, Stephen Dedalus,
quotes Aquinas: Ad pulcritudinem tria requiruntur integritas,
consonantia, claritas: “Three things are needed for beauty,
wholeness, harmony and radiance”; and procceds, then, to an ex-
position of the basic aesthetic theory of his author, James Joyce.

Stephen was walking with his coarser-grained college com-
panion Lynch along a Dublin street, pointing to a basket that
a passing butcher’s boy had slung inverted on his head. The
clipped style of his discourse carries a mixture of dead serious-
ness and banter, while Lynch cooperatively clowns the role of
straight man:

—Look at that basket, Stephen said.

—I see it, said Lynch,

—1In order to see that basket, said Stephen, your mind first of
all separates the basket from the rest of the visible universe
which is not the basket. The first phase of apprehension is a
bounding line drawn about the object to be apprehended. An es-
thetic image is presented to us either in space or in time. What is
audible is presented in time, what is visible is presented in
space. But, temporal or spatial, the esthetic image is first lumi-
nously apprchended as selfbounded and selfcontained upon the
immeasurable background of space or time which is not it. You
apprehend it as one thing. You see it as one whole. You appre-
hend its wholeness. That is integritas.

—-Bull’s eye! said Lynch, laughing. Go on.

—Then, said Stephen, you pass from point to point, led by its
* Supra, pi;. 33-36 and 80-83.
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formal lines; you apprchend it as balanced part against part
within its limits; you fecl the rthythm of its structurc. In other
words, the synthesis of immediate perception is followed by the
analysis of apprehension. Having first felt that it is one thing
you fecl now that it is a thing. You apprehend it as complex,
multiple, divisible, separable, made up of its parts, the result of
its parts and their sum, harmonious. That is consonantia.

—Bull’s cye again! said Lynch wittily. Tell me now what is
claritas and you win the cigar.

—The connotation of the word, Stephen said, is rather vague.
Aquinas uses a term which seems to be inexact. It baffled me for
a long time. It would Icad you to believe that he had in mind
symbolism or idealism, the supremc quality of beauty bcing a
light from some other world, the idea of which the matter is but
a shadow, the reality of which it is but a symbol. T thought he
might mean that claritas is the artistic discovery and representa-
tion of the divine purpose in anything or a force of generalisa-
tion which would make the esthetic image a universal one, make
it outshinc its proper conditions. But that is literary talk. I un-
derstand it so. When you have apprehended that basket as one
thing and have then analysed it according to its form and appre-
hended it as a thing you make the only synthesis which is logi-
cally and esthetically pcrmissible. You sce that it is that thing
which it is and no other thing. The radiance of which he spcaks
is the scholastic quidditas, the whatness of a thing. This su-
preme quality is felt by the artist when the csthetic image is first
conccived in his imagination. The mind in that mysterious in-
stant Shelley likened beautifully to a fading coal. The instant
wherein that supremc quality of beauty, the clcar radiance of the
esthetic image, is apprehended luminously by the mind which
has been arrcsted by its wholeness and fascinated by its har-
mony is the luminous silent stasis of esthetic pleasurc, a spiritual
state very like to that cardiac condition which the Italian physi-
ologist Luigi Galvani, using a phrase almost as beautiful as Shel-
ley’s, called the ecnchantment of the heart.5*

Now the term “‘stasis,” of which Stephen has herc made use, is
of the very essence of Joyce’s thesis; for, as madec clear at the
opening of his argument: “‘proper” as opposed to “improper” art
(art serving ends,. that is to say, that are propcr to art itself) is
static—not kinetic.

“The feelings excited by improper art,” Stephen said, “are kin-
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etic, desire or loathing. Desire urges us to possess, to go to somc-
thing; loathing urges us to abandon, to go from something. The
arts which excite them, pornographical or didactic, are therefore
improper arts. The esthetic emotion . . . is therefore static. The
mind is arrested and raised above desire and loathing.” 58

Compare the state of the Buddha at the time of his awakening
on the “Immovable (i.e. Static) Spot,” moved neither by desire
nor by fear."

I call this parallel important.

Compare, also, the words of Schopenhauer on the mode of
vision proper to art, where the “Platonic Idea” (his equivalent of
Joyce’s quidditas) or “Thing-in-Itselfness” of an object is per-
ceived by an unselfconscious subject:

The shift from the usual way of perceiving individual objects
to their perception as Idea occurs abruptly [Schopenhauer de-
clares], when the act of perception has become dissociated from
the service of the will, because the seeing subject has ceased to
be merely ego-oriented and is now a pure, will-less subject of
knowledge, no longer attentive to relationships in a causal con-
text, but resting and fulfilling itself in fixed contemplation of the
presented object, out of all conncction with any other. .
When one is no longer concerned with the Where, the When, the
Why and the What-for of things, but only and alone with the
What, and lets go even of all abstract thoughts about them, in-
tellectual concepts and consciousness, but instead of all that,
gives over the whole force of one’s spirit to the act of perceiving,
becomes absorbed in it and lets every bit of one’s consciousness
be filled in the quict contemplation of the natural object imme-
diately prescnt—be it a landscape, a tree, a rock, a building, or
anything else at all; actually and fully, in the sense of a highly
meaningful manner of speech, losing oneself in the object: for-
getting one’s own individuality, on¢’s will, and remaining there
only as a pure subject, a clear mirror to thc object—so that it is
as though the object alone were there, without anyone regarding
it, and to such a degrce that one might no longer distinguish the
beholder from the act of beholding, the two having become one,
with the entire field of consciousness filled and taken in by that
single perceptible form; in sum: when the object has been to
that extent removed from all relationship to anything but itself,
and the subject out of all relation to the will, then what is beheld
and recognized is no longer that thing as commonly known, but
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the Idea, the timeless Form, an immediate, self-standing objecti-
fication of the will at this grade of being. And by the same
token, the person absorbed in this mode of seeing is no longer
an individual—the individual has lost himself in the perception
—but is a pure, will-less, painless, timeless, Subject of Appre-
hension. . . . And it was just this that was running in Spi-
noza’s mind when he wrote: mens aeterna est, quatenus res sub
aeternitatis specie concipit (“Mind is eternal, in so far as it ap-
prehends an object under the species of eternity”) .60

And there is, too, the poem *“Natural Music” of our own Cali-
fornian poet Robinson Jeffers:

The old voice of the ocean, the bird chatter of little rivers,

(Winter has given them gold for silver

To stain their water and bladed green for brown to line their banks)

From different throats intone one language.

So I believe if we were strong enough to listen without

Divisions of desire and terror

To the storm of the sick nations, the rage of the hunger-smitten
cities,

Those voices also would be found

Clean as a child’s; or like some girl’s breathing who dances alone

By the ocean-shore, dreaming of lovers.®!

The next stage or level in Schopenhauer’s understanding of the
order of depth experiences furnished by lifc itself is that of the
awe, mystic dread, or terror described in his passage cited by
Nietzsche: where the individual, feeling himself to be safc on the
raging sea in his little floatable craft, “suddenly finds himself in er-
ror with respect to his interpretation of the forms of appcarance.”
The transition then is from an aesthetic (Apollonian) to a prop-
erly religious dimension of experience (or, in Nietzsche’s termi-
nology, toward Dionysian rapture); and the sense of awe, dread,
or terror that is then experienced is something different altogether
from any “kinetic,” natural loathing or terror before an odious or
dangerous object. For the precipitating cause here is not an object.
It is the sense, rather, of a break in the tissue of temporal-spatial-
causal relationships by which objects are supported, by which the
subject too is supported: a chilling, stilling, indubitable sense of
the immediacy of something—there? here? where?—that is incon-
ceivable: a void perhaps, a god perhaps, or a ghost.

Professor Rudolf Otto, in his work on The Idea of the Holy,



THE BALANCE 353

cited to this point in Oriental Mythology,®? has identificd this ex-
perience of awe, of dread, as reciprocal to the Kantian x,* the
source and prime ingredient of religion—all religion: an experi-
ence sui generis, which is lost, however, when identified with the
Good, the True, Love, Mercy, the Law, this conceptualized deity
or that. No one can be taught it; nor can it be explained to anyone
who has not known it. Yet all religions, mythologies, and “proper”
works of art both derive from and refer to it, and so must re-
main, for all those inaccessible to the experience, mere shells to be
applied to other use: as, for instance, to magic, to pageantry, and
to the maintenance of fools in the seats of the wise, to consolation
(like the psalms), to the flattering of a race (like the Old Testa-
ment) or of an ecclesiastical social mission (like the New), to the
disciplining of youth, decorating of blank walls, or blank hours, or
to the preparation of old folk for approaching death.

The feeling of it [Professor Otto writes] may at times come
sweeping like a gentle tide, pervading the mind with a tranquil
mood of deepest worship. It may pass over into a more set and
lasting attitude of the soul, continuing, as it were, thrillingly vi-
brant and resonant, until at last it dies away and the soul re-
sumes its “profane,” non-religious mood of everyday experi-
ence. It may burst in sudden eruption up from the depths of the
soul with spasms and convulsions, or lead to the strangest ex-
citements, to intoxicated frenzy, to transport, and to ecstasy. It
has its wild and demonic forms and can sink to an almost grisly
horror and shuddering. It has its crude, barbaric antecedents
and early manifestations, and again it may be developed into
something beautiful and pure and glorious. It may become the
hushed, trembling, and specchless humility of the creature in the
presence of—whom or what? In the presence of that which is a
Mystery inexpressible and above all creatures.®

Joyce, in his discussion of aesthetics, writes of the same as the
“secrct cause” of the arresting (static) tragic emotion of terror,
the other face of which is tragic pity: so that here again, as in
Nietzsche’s view, the birth of tragedy as an art of the depth and
species of a religion is interpreted in terms of a simultancous
revelation of the powers of the two gods, respectively, of the abyss
and of individuation.

“Pity,” ‘Stephen said, “is the feeling which arrests the mind in

* See Kant’s formula, supra, p. 339. a:b::c:x.
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the presence of whatsoever is grave and constant in human suffer-
ings and unites it with the human sufferer. Terror is the feeling
which arrests the mind in the presence of whatsoever is grave and
constant in human sufferings and unites it with the secrct cause.” &

A properly tragic art, that is to say, points to what is grave and
constant in the lot of man: what cannot be donc away by any
alteration of social, political, or economic conditions, but, if life is
to be affirmed, must be included in the affirmation. What is secon-
dary and contingent, and so can perhaps be altered, is for the so-
cial critics and their kinetic—didactic—art. However, they mislead
and poison to the root the very lives and life they conceive them-
selves to be improving if, in a zeal for social-political change, they
attribute to thc mere conditions of the century those pains and
impulses that are actually of life itself and which, if life is to be
affirmed, must also be affirmed. For when these are impugned, life
is impugned and emptied—without, however, being honestly de-
nied, nor yet existentially affirmed; and as Schopenhauer alrcady
saw, this internally blind, externally deluded way of work is one of
the most dangerous, psychologically destructive forces of our
time.

Everywhere and in all ages [he wrote in the middle of the
nineteenth century], there has been great dissatisfaction with
governments, laws, and public institutions; mainly, however, be-
cause people are always ready to blame these for the misery that
inheres in human existence and is the curse, so to say, that
descended on Adam and his whole race. Never has there been a
more lying and impudent exploitation of this false projection,
however, than that of the demagogues of this “modern™ day.
These enemies of Christianity are optimists: the world, for
them, is an end in itself and in terms of its own crude conditions
available for conversion into a dwelling of perfect bliss. The
howling, colossal evils of our century they ascribe entirely to the
regimes, blame altogether and only on these; and without these,
there would be heaven on earth, i.e. all of us, set frec of toil and
pain, would be able, to'our hearts’ content, to feed and swill,
propagate and burst: for that is the paraphrase of this “‘end in
itself” and the goal of the “endless progress of mankind,” that
they tirelessly preach with their overblown clichés.®”

That is perhaps a bit strong. However, it makes the difficult
point: that if the truth of life is not recognized and faced where it
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is and as it is, either to be denied as saints deny it, or else to be
affirmed without shame in oneself, as in all, if life is to be affirmed,
then the fruit of the tree of this world can be only a brain-madden-
ing poison, causing each to ascribe to someone else—and to curse
there and to battle therc—the source of all pain, which is the mon-
strous thing that, in himself, is the very living of his life.

It is the function, the power and fascination of the tragic art, as
indeed of all art when turned to art’s proper task—which is
namely “de faire ressortir les grandes lignes de la nature” (to
quote again the words of the sculptor Antoine Bourdelle)—to
render an experience in affirmation of life as it is, in form and in
depth, in this vale of tears: over and above the terror, the pity, and
the pain, communicating an exhilaration of the will’s affirmation of
life in its being and becoming, here and now.

In order for art to exist, or indeed for any aesthetic doing or
seeing whatsoever to exist [Nietzsche wrote in one of his last
works, The Twilight of the Idols (1888)], “there is a physio-
logical prerequisite that is not to be avoided: intoxication. In-
toxication must first have heightened the sensibility of the whole
machine, before it can come to any art. And all kinds of special
varieties of intoxication have the power to work in this way:
above all, that of sexual excitement, which is the first and oldest
form of intoxication. And then, too, the intoxication that comes
with any great desire, any great emotion: the intoxication of the
festival, of a combat, bravado, victory, or of any extreme move-
ment; the intoxication of ferocity; the intoxication of destruc-
tion; intoxication under various sorts of meteorological influ-
ence, that of spring for example; or under the influence of nar-
cotics; or finally the intoxication sheerly of the will, of an over-
charged, inflated will.—The essential thing in all intoxication is
the feeling of heightened power and a fullness. With this feeling
one addresses oneself to things, compels them to receive what
one has to give, one overpowers them: and this procedure is
called idealization. But let us, right here, get rid of a preposses-
sion: idealization does not, as is generally thought, consist in a
leaving out, a subtraction of the insignificant, the incidental.
What is decisive, rather, is a tremendous exaggeration of the
main features, before which those others disappear.

In this condition, one cnriches everything out of one’s own
abundanee: whatever onc sees or desires, one sees swelling,
bursting, mighty, overladen with power. The individual in this
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condition changes things until they are mirrors of his own
energy—reflections of his own perfection. And this compulsion
to change things to perfection—is art. Everything, even what he
is not, becomes for such a one a delighting in himself: in art
man takes delight in himself as perfection.

The psychology of the orgiastic as of an overflowing feeling
of life and power in which even pain has the effect of a stim-
ulant, provided me with the key to the concept of the tragic feel-
ing, which has been misunderstood as well by Aristotle as, par-
ticularly, by our modern pessimists. Tragedy is so far from prov-
ing anything about the pessimism of the Hellenes that it may, on
the contrary, be takcn as its definitive rejection and antithesis.
Saying yes to life, even in its most inimical, hardest problems,
the will to life delighting even in the offering up of its highest
types to its own inexhaustibility—that is what I have called Di-
onysian, that is what I have divined to be the bridge to the psy-
chology of the tragic poet. Not to be unladen through pity and
terror, not to be purged by this vehement discharge of a danger-
ous emotion (as in Aristotlc’s view), but beyond terror and
pity, to be oneself identified with the everlasting joy of becom-
ing—that joy which includes in itself the joy in destruction as
well. . . %6

For Schopenhauer, on the other hand, all those were the faults,
not the virtues, of art.

The enjoyment of the beautiful, the consolation that art affords
[he declared from his own, more somber, tender, and more
solemn point of view], the enthusiasm of the artist, which al-
lows him to forget the pains of existence (such a faculty for en-
thusiasm being the only advantage of the genius over other men,
by which he is compensated for the intensified sorrow that he
will experience in proportion to the clarity of his consciousness,
as well as for the desert loneliness he experiences among people
of a different order of being), all this rests upon the fact that
while the very being of life, the will, our sheer existence, is an
unremitting agony, part pitiful, part terrible, nevertheless, when
viewed purely as Idea (as Image), and when reproduced thus in
art, free of its inherent torture, it affords a drama full of signifi-
cance. This purely knowable side of the world and its reproduc-
tion in art, one art or another, is the artist’s element. He is
locked to the contemplation of the drama of the objectification
of the will: with that he rests, and he never tires of regarding
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and reproducing it in pictures; and meanwhile, he himsclf bears
the costs of the production of that play, for he is himself the will
that is objectified that way, and so remains in constant pain.
That pure, true, and deep knowledge of the inward nature of the
world becomes for him an end in itself: he does not go past it.
Hence, it does not become for him, as for the saint who attains
to resignation, a quieter of the will; it does not release him from
life permanently, but only momentarily, and so is not for him
the way out of it but only an occasional consolation within it:
until his powers, increased by this contemplation, finally, be-
coming tired of the play, grasp the seriousncss of it all—for
which transition we may take the painting of St. Cecilia by
Raphael as our type.5" *

For in Schopenhauer’s view, the will, the will to life, which is
the very Being of beings, is a blind, insatiable drive, motivating all
and eventuating mainly in the sorrows and deaths of all—as any-
one can sce—yet willfully continued. The more strongly the will to
life is affirmed, the more painful are its effects, not only in the will-
ing subject, whose will for more is only enhanced by success, never
quelled; but also, and even more hurtfully, in those round about
him, whose equivalent wills he frustrates. For each of us in his
own way, as Schopenhauer tells, is mctaphysically and essentially
the entire world as will, and consequently can be satisfied with
nothing less than possession of the entire world as object, which,
since everyone would have it so, is not possible to any. Recog-
nizing this, and filled, like the Buddha, with compassion by the
spectacle of universal pain (the First Noble Truth: “All life is sor-
rowful”), the undcluded, really honest individual—in Schopen-
hauer’s view—can only conclude that life is the will’s (or God’s)
mistake, something that never should have been, and, renouncing
its dynamism in himself, achieve within—ironically—that abso-
lute peace sought by all: assisting others then, through example
and through teaching, to the same end—-the only end possible (cx-
cept the aggravation of pain) this side of death.

And as the philosopher tells in the last sentence of his major
work, The World as Will and Idea: “What then remains, after the
will has been extinguished utterly, is, in the view of all those still
full of the vg_;ll, nothing, to be sure. However, conversely, for those

* St. Cecilia, patroness of music, is there shown at the organ, gazing up-
ward to a light descending from aloft.
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in whom the will, turning, has denied itself, this our world, which
is so real, with all its suns and Milky Ways is—nothing.” And to
this he adds in his last footnote: “This precisely is the Prajia-
paramita, the ‘Yonderside of All Knowledge’ of the Buddhists,
where subject and object are no more.”

vi. The Altar and the Pulpit

In The Magic Mountain the musical device of the Leirmotiv car-
ries a Dionysian, oceanic sense of recurrences, ever returning like
waves, the same again, yet not the same: expanding, brcaking,
throwing spray in all directions, interpenetrating in the way of
the forms of life—which likewise arise, take shape, and, inter-
penetrating, dissolve into the substance of all. Schopenhauer had
written of music as an art corresponding in principle to the world
experienced as will, and this idea had excited Wagner.* The young
Nietzsche, then, taking Wagner’s music drama—and specifically
his Tristan—as example, wrote in The Birth of Tragedy of music,
on onc hand, and stage charactcrs, on the other, as representing
respectively the spheres of the universal and particular, the univer-
salia ante rem (the will) and the principium individuationis (the
individual), with the myth, the Dionysian legend, joining the two:
functioning in such a way that the music should not ravish us alto-
gether from this world of separate lives, nor, on the other hand,
our concern for the two individuals lead us to forget their immortal
ground. The myth, Nietzsche thus saw, is the Apollonian display
of what Joyce was to call the grave and constant in human suffer-
ings: a vision of enduring forms midway betwecen the passing
figures of day and the night of dreamless sleep. And, as the world
has ever known, it is exactly here, in this sphere of vision, that the
individual nightly meets the gods, those personifications of the
functioning of will by which his own destiny is controlled.

Thus mythology and the psychology of dream arc recognized as
related, even identical. And as Thomas Mann has pointed out in
his anniversary essay on “The Sorrows and Grandeur of Richard
Wagner” (February 10, 1933: fiftieth annivcrsary of Wagner’s
death), not only did that great master release opera from its
merely historical-anecdotal limitations by expanding it to myth
(and to such a dcgree that “as one listcns to him,” writes Mann,

* Supra, p. 83.
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“one can almost believe that music was created for nothing else,
and could never again submit to anything else, but to scrve the
myth”); but he also joined, to this synthesis of music and mythol-
ogy, psychology.

A book could be written [wrote Mann] on Wagner’s psy-
chology, and it would deal with the psychological art of the
musician as well as of the poct, in so far as thesc two powers in
him can be separated. The technical device of the *“recognition
theme” (Erinnerungsmotiv), already suggested in earlier
operas, became gradually devcloped in his work to a profoundly
mecaningful virtuosic system that converts music into an instru-
ment of psychological associations, deepenings, and references,
to a degrec never known before. The transformation, for ex-
ample, of the naive, cpic, magic theme of the “Love Potion”
into a mere device for releasing a passion already present (ac-
tually, it could have been pure water the lovers drank, and be-
lieving they had drunk dearh, thcy would have been released
psychologically from the moral laws of their day) is the poetic
inspiration of a great psychologist. And consider how, even
from the beginning, the poetic powers of Wagner transcended
the scope of mere libretto. . . .

Mann points to the words of the Flying Dutchman, sung to Senta
in their duet of Act II, where he asks whether love be really the
name for the glow that he feels burning in his breast, and replies to
himself, “Ah no! it is the yearning for release!” Relcase through
her from the curse that binds him to the world. “May it—through
such an angel as this—bc¢ mine!”

Die diistre Glut, die hier ich fiihle brennen,
Soll ich Unseliger sie Liebe nennen?

Ach nein, die Sehnsucht ist es nach dem Heil.
Wiird’ es durch solchen Engel mir zuteil!

“Simple, singable lines,” comments Mann, “but never before had
any such complicated, psychologically intricate thought been sung,
or even programmed to be sung.”” Pointing next to the case of the
dawning love-yearning of the boy Siegfried, as rendered by Wagner
in both words and music, as a complex of presentiments welling
from the unconscious, glowing with mother-associations, sexual
desire, and‘:"zinxiety; and then again to the scene where the dwarf
Mime is striving to teach fear to his young pupil, while in the or-
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chestra the motive sounds, in a darkly distorted way, of Briinnhilde
aslecp in her ring of flame: *“—that is Freud,” statcs Mann, “that
is Analysis, nothing clse. And we also recall,” he adds, “that in
Freud too (whose psychological root-research and depth-science
were anticipated in grand style by Nietzsche), the interest in myth-
ology, in the primitive and pre-cultural aspects of humanity, was in
the closest manner bound to his psychological interest.”

The figure of the lyre in Mann’s own monogram (Figurc 44) is

Figure 44. Monogram of Thomas Mann

the sign of his identification of himself with this tradition, wherein
music, myth, and depth psychology are onc and carried in the
Leitmotiv—which is a device that Mann even compares at one
point to a monstrance: the radiant golden receptacle in which, in
the Roman Catholic benediction service, the consecrated Host is
exposed to view and clevated by the priest for admiration, contem-
plation, and worship.®® Wagner’s music, as he points out, is no
longer properly music, but literature.

It is psychology, symbol, mythology, accent—everything; but
not music in the pure and full sense. . . . Nor arc the texts
around which it burgeons, fulfilling them as drama, properly lit-
erature—but music. Furthermore, even while gushing like a gey-
ser from prehistoric depths of myth (and not only seemingly,
but actually), this music is nevertheless thought up, calculated,
highly intelligent, pointedly clever, and no less literary in con-
ception than the texts are musical. Broken down to its prime
components, music is turned to the service of mythic ideas of
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philosophical purport, forcing them into high rclief. The disquiet
chromatic scale of the “Licbestod” is a litcrary idea. The ele-
mental flow of the Rhine; the seven primal blocks of accord that
build Valhalla: these too are literaturc. . . . These sequences
of symbolic motive-quotations, strewn about like fragments of
rock in the strcambed of an elementary musical torrent: to ask
that these should be experienced as music in the sense of Bach,
Mozart, and Beethoven, were to ask too much.?®

As in Ulysses, then, so here: the Leitmotiv serves both in Wag-
ner and in Mann to releasc in us recognitions of connection be-
tween moments, events, characters, and objects that arc apparently
separate from cach other, yet in depth of a single form—in the
manner, as we have alrcady said, of the coming together of the
scattered parts of an anamorphosis. And the memorics recalled,
furthermore, will meanwhile have become associated in our minds
with related matters of our own unconscious. “Music,” states
Thomas Mann, “is the language of ‘Once upon a time’ in its
double sense of ‘As all once was’ and ‘As all is to be.” ” ! And so
too, we know, is myth. So too is dream: so romance; so love: and
so too is night. Alpha and Omega: Beginning and End.

“With yearning,” Wagner wrote from Paris to Mathilde Wesen-
donck, March 3, 1860, “I frequently gaze toward the land Nir-
vana. But then, very soon, Nirvana becomes for me Tristan: you
know the Buddhist theory of the beginning of the world. A breath
disturbs heaven’s clarity . . .” and herc in his letter Wagner set
down the four notes, chromatically ascending, that open his meta-
physical score and bring it to its close (G sharp, A, A sharp, B);
after which his sentence continues, but referring now simulta-
neously to the turbulence of the world’s beginning, his score, and
his own spirit: “this swells, condenses, and finally in impenetrable
massiveness, the world again stands before me.” ™

“To link art and religion this way,” comments Mann, “through
a bold operatic treatment of sex, and to offer such a holy picce of
unholy artistry as a Lourdes-theater and miracle-grotto, catering to
the hankering for belief of a jaded fin de siécle public: that is sheer
romanticism; something absolutely unthinkable in the classically
humanistic, properly respectable sphere of art.” ™ “Romanti-
cism,” he states (and herc I want to place an accent), “is linked to
all those mythic mother and lunar cults that have flourished since

kA 2rd
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the earlier periods of the human race in opposition to solar wor-
ship, the religion of fatherly, masculine light: and it is under thc
spell of this general lunar world-view that Wagner's Tristan
stands.” 4

But Mann’s own work, for the most part, is under this spell as
well; and he points this out himself, both repeatedly and clearly,
throughout his mythological tetralogy of Joseph and His Brothers
—I. The Tales of Jacob (1933), 1I. Young Joseph (1934), Ill.
Joseph in Egypt (1935), and IV. Joseph the Provider (1944)
—where Jacob and Joseph, his heroes, are explicitly associated
with the ambiguous, neither-nor, both-and logic of what he calls,
“lunar syntax,” 7 in contrast to the uncomplicated, black-is-not-
white and white-is-not-black, sunny-sidc-up modec of flatland
thought of both Esau, the ruddy, hairy man, and the band of
Joseph’s warrior brothers. Moreover, the principle of crotic irony,
defined in “Tonio Krdger” as balanced betwecn the two worlds of
light and of night, is itself already of the lunar, Aphroditic-Her-
metic, musical mode of being, and nowhere is this balance of lifc,
and of the whole created world, between the two opposed simplic-
ities more amply and richly made manifest, in a veritable sym-
phony of echoing associations, than in the great work of this
author’s apogee in mid-carcer, The Magic Mountain.

The main lines of this novel, as already remarked, arc simple
enough; namely, of a young man who fares to an Alpine sanato-
rium for a visit of three weeks, develops there a fever, and, in-
stead of three weeks, spends an aeon of seven years, returning to
his homeland only when the First World War breaks out, to scrve
voluntarily his country’s flag. The adventure conforms, that is to
say, in both structure and sense, to a traditional rire de passage, or
mythological hero adventure, the archetypal course of which—as 1
have shown in my earlier work, The Hero with a Thousand Faces ¢
—universally follows a pattern of thrce stages: separation, initi-
ation, return, which 1 have called (using a term from Finnegans
Wake), the nuclear unit of The Monomyth.”™ (Compare, for ex-
ample, the cycle of the'mystery-cult initiation illustratcd in the
bowl of Figure 3.)

In The Magic Mountain the absolutely indispensable brcak from
the world of common day—from those duties, thoughts, feelings,
and highest concerns “common to all men” which are dictated not
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by one’s own cxperiences and discoverics but by others—is repre-
sented dircctly at the opening, in the steep climb of the narrow-
gauge Alpinc train to its almost inaccessible destination aloft.
Mann compares the clear sky, the sight of timeless snow-capped
peaks, and the heart-accelerating thin air up there to a potion, a
magic drink, as of the river Lethe; and the mountaintop itsclf he
compares to the summit of the Brocken, where the gods of pre-
Christian Europe annually celcbrate Walpurgisnacht—to which
saturnalia of devils, witches, and the dead, Mephistopheles guided
Faust. An equivalent association (already cvident in the title) is
with the legendary Venus Mountain, where the Minnesinger Tann-
hiuser, as celebrated by Wagner, was supposed to have dwelt in
love with the Lady Venus. And still another is with the night-sca
voyage of Odysseus to Circe’s isle and to the underworld (to
which she introduced him) of Persephone, Queen of the Dead.
Mann compares the sealed-off situation of his hero in the sanato-
rium with that of the primal matter in the alchemist’s vas Hermet-
icum, undergoing fermentation for sublimation into philosophical
gold.

Thus in Mann’s ostensibly naturalistic novel, as in Joyce’s of
approximately thc same date (Ulysses, 1922; The Magic Moun-
tain, 1924), there is an intended, scrupulously controlled opening
downward of associations—largely through a skillful use of the
Leitmotiv—to the timeless, “grave and constant” archetypes of
myth; and in cach instance, furthermore, the author’s subsequent
work (Finnegans Wake, 1939; Joseph and His Brothers, 1934-
1944) dropped into the spherc of myth altogether. Essentially, the
problem that both faced and resolved was the same on at least
three levels: first, on the personal level of the artist dwelling in a
world of people (as Schopenhauer phrased it) of another race,
another order of expericnce and expression; next on the aesthetic
level of twentieth-century novelists, who had inherited from their
forebears an essentially rationalistic, naturalistic, anecdotal-
historical narrative art, inadequate to their understanding of
psychology in its universal, mythological, as well as individual,
biographically conditioned aspects; and then, thirdly, on the re-
ligious level, the related problem of an inherited ecclesiastical tra-
dition of publicly professed beliefs, altogether incongruent not
only to the sciences but also to the actual moral order and hu-
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manistic conscience of the secularized “Christian™ nations of this
modern world.

James Joyce had been born a Catholic; Thomas Mann, a Prot-
estant. Both had broken from their family spheres of belicf in the
ways fictionized in their first novels and short stories (“Stephen
Hero,” 1903, and A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, 1916;
Buddenbrooks, 1902 and “Tonio Kroger,” 1903); and each then
cleared the way for himself—along parallel courses, at about the
same pace, date for date—to an art of the most sophisticated psy-
chologico-mythological ambiguities. Mann developed his position
toward myth from Luther and Goethe, Schopenhauer, Wagner,
and Nietzsche; Joyce, on the other hand, from the Middle Ages,
Dante and Aquinas, Shakespeare, Blake, and then Ibsen. Conse-
quently, although they were indeed on parallcl courses, there were
great differences between them in approach and aim as well as
background, and with significant contrasts in result.

Joyce, for instance, as a Catholic, had been at home in the
sphere of religious myth from infancy and, as hc shows in A Por-
trait of the Artist as a Young Man, was already at a very tender
age interpreting his experiences in mythological terms and his
mythology in terms of what he saw, felt, and was able to think. As
we rcad of the little schoolboy sitting brooding at his classroom
desk:

He turned to the flyleaf of the gcography and read what he
had written: himself, his name and where he was.

Stephen Dedalus

Class of Elements
Clongowes Wood College
Sallins

County Kildare

Ireland

Europe

The World

The Universe

That was in his writing: and Fleming one night for a cod had
written on the opposite page:

Stephen Dedalus is my name,
Ireland is my nation.
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Clongowes is my dwellingplace
And heaven my expectation.

He read the verses backwards but then they were not poetry.
Then he read the flyleaf from the bottom to the top till he came
to his own name. That was he: and he read down the page
again. What was after the universe? Nothing. But was there any-
thing round the universe to show where it stopped beforc the
nothing place began? It could not be a wall; * but there could
be a thin thin line there all round everything and everywhere.
Only God could do that. He tried to think what a big thought
that must be; but he could only think of God. God was God’s
name just as his name was Stephen. Dieu was the French for
God and that was God’s name too; and when any one prayed
to God and said Dieu then God knew at once that it was a
French person that was praying. But, though there were different
names for God in all the different languages in the world and
God understood what all the people who prayed said in their
differcnt languages, still God remained always the same God
and God’s real name was God.

It made him very tired to think that way.

A little later, another set of religious problems arose to occupy
his thought:

The protestants used to make fun of the litany of the Blessed
Virgin. Tower of Ivory, they used to say, House of Gold! How
could a woman be a tower of ivory or a house of gold? Who was
right then? . . . '

Eileen had long white hands. One evening when playing tig
she had put her hands over her eyes: long and white and thin
and cold and soft. That was ivory: a cold white thing. That
was the meaning of Tower of Ivory. . . .

One day he had stood beside her looking into the hotel

ounds. A waiter was running up a trail of bunting on the flag-
staff and a fox terricr was scampering to and fro on the sunny
lawn. She had put her hand into his pocket where his hand was
and he had felt how cool and thin and soft her hand was. She
had said that pockets were funny things to have: and then all of
a sudden she had broken away and had run laughing down the
sloping curye of the path. Her fair hair had streamed out behind

* Here is the source of the “wall” theme in Finnegans Wake.
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her like gold in the sun. Tower of Ivory. House of Gold. By
thinking of things you could understand them.™® *

Moreover, Joyce to the end retaincd an essentially priestly atti-
tude toward the practice and function of his art; whercas Mann,
the German Protestant, had the attitude, rather, of the preaching
parson. The priest, saying Mass with his back to the congrcgation,
is performing a miracle at his altar, much like that of the alchem-
ist, bringing God himself into presence in the bread and wine, out
of the nowhcre into the here: and it matters not, to either God, the
priest, the bread, or the wine, whether any congregation is present
or not. The miracle takes place, and that is what the Mass, the
opus, the act, is all about. Its effect is the salvation of the world.
Whereas the preacher in his pulpit is addressing himsclf to pcople,
to persuade them to some sort of life way, and if no one is present
there is no event. Mann, accordingly, is writing to persuade. He
explains, intcrprets, and evaluates discursively the symbols of his
art, whcreas Joyce simply presents, without author’s comment.
Furthermore, in his approach to symbols Mann comes to them
from the sccular world, through literature and art, not by way of
the ingraining from childhood of thc iconography of a seriously
accepted, ritually ordered rcligion. Not the altar but the pulpit is
the center of his mysterium, and where symbols arc involved, they
are associated in his mind rather with a family cult of household
events and ancestral personages, leading back through time, than
with timeless visionary personifications of cosmological, metaphys-
ical import: which, by the way, is perhaps one of thc great reasons
why Protestant versions of the Christian faith tend to lean morc
hcavily than the Catholic on the family-cult theology of the Old
Testament, which when seriously considered as an appropriatc
base for a proper world religion is constitutionally ineligible, since
it is finally but the overinterpreted parochial history and manufac-
tured genealogy of a single sub-race of a southwest Asian Semitic
strain, late to appear and, though of great and noblc influence, by
no means what its own version of the history of thc human race
sets it up to be. Nor was the ancestral line of the Buddenbrooks.
the Krogers, or the Castorps quite comparable in import or in

* There is an echo of this little moment too in Finnegans Wake, p. 327:
“playing house of ivary dower of gould. . . .”
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force to the metaphysical mysteries symbolized in the Trinity, the
Word Made Flesh, and the sacrament of the Mass.

Carl Jung has well described the contrast of the Catholic and
Protestant psychological states in relation to their understanding of

symbols:

The history of Protestantism [he writes|] has been one of
chronic iconoclasm. Onc wall after another fell. And the work
of destruction was not too difficult once the authority of the
Church had been shattered. We all know how, in large things as
in small, in general as well as in particular, piece after picce col-
lapsed, and how the alarming poverty of symbols that is now the
condition of our life came about. With that the power of the
Church has vanished too—a fortress robbed of its bastions and
casemates, a house whosc walls have been plucked away, ex-

scd to all the winds of the world and to all dangers.

Although this is, properly speaking, a lamcntable collapse
that offends our sense of history, the disintegration of Protes-
tantism into nearly four hundred denominations is yet a sure
sign that the restlessness continues. The Protestant is cast out
into a state of defenselessness that might well make the natural
man shudder. His enlightened consciousness, of course, refuses to
take cognizance of this fact, and is quietly looking elsewhere for
what has been lost to Europe. We seek the effective images, the
thought-forms that satisfy the restlessness of heart and mind,
and we find the treasures of the East. . . .

Shall we be able to put on, likc a new suit of clothes, ready-
made symbols grown on foreign soil, saturated with foreign
blood, spoken in a foreign tongue, nourished by a foreign cul-
ture, interwoven with foreign history, and so rescmblc a beggar
who wraps himself in kingly raiment, a king who disguiscs him-
self as a beggar? No doubt this is possible. Or is there some-
thing in ourselves that commands us to go in for no mummeries,
but perhaps even to sew our garment ourselves?

I am convinced [Jung continues] that the growing impover-
ishment of symbols has a meaning. It is a development that has
an inner consistency. Everything that we have not thought
about, and that has therefore been deprived of a meaningful
connection with our developing consciousness, has got lost. If
we now try to cover our nakedness with the gorgeous trappings
of the East, as the theosophists do, we would be playing our
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own history false. A man does not sink down to beggary only to
posc afterwards as an Indian potentate. It seems to me that it
would be far better stoutly to avow our spiritual poverty, our
symbol-lessness, instead of feigning a legacy to which we are not
the legitimate heirs at all. We are, surely, the rightful heirs of
Christian symbolism, but somehow we have squandercd this
heritage. We have let the house our fathers built fall into decay,
and now we try to break into Oriental palaces that our fathers
never knew. Anyone who has lost the historical symbols and
cannot be satisfied with substitutes is certainly in a very diffi-
cult position today: before him there yawns the void, and he
turns away from it in horror. What is worse, the vacuum gets
filled with absurd political and social ideas, which one and all
are distinguished by their spiritual bleakness. But if he cannot
get along with those pedantic dogmatisms, he sees himsclf
forced to be serious for once with his alleged trust in God,
though it usually turns out that his fear of things going wrong if
he did so is even more persuasive. This fear is far from unjusti-
fied, for where God is closest the danger scems greatest. It is
dangerous to avow spiritual poverty, for the poor man has de-
sires, and whocver has desires calls down some fatality on him-
self. A Swiss proverb puts it drastically: “Behind every rich man
stands a devil, and behind every poor man two.”

Just as in Christianity the vow of worldly poverty turned the
mind away from the riches of this earth, so spiritual poverty
secks to renounce the false riches of the spirit in order to with-
draw not only from the sorry remnants—which today call them-
selves the Protestant church—of a great past, but also from all
the allurements of the odorous East; in order, finally, to dwell
with itself alone, where, in the cold light of consciousness, the
blank barrenness of the world reaches to the very stars.

We have inherited this poverty from our fathers. . . .7

The plight of the Catholic, on the other hand, is today precisely
the opposite. For he is not deprived; he is overladen with symbols
which have been built into his very nerves but have no relevance to
modern life; and his dangerous exposure, therefore, is not to a void
within, but, as a kind of Rip van Winkle or perennial Don Quix-
ote, to an alien world without, which in his heart is dogmatically
denied and is yet, to his cycs, visibly before him. If he has luck
(shall we call it luck?), he may live to the end cncapsulated in his
Niccne Creed (of the date 325 A.D.) and die, so to say, as yet un-
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born from the womb of Holy Mother Church. But if the walls of
his Church break apart—as they had for many alrcady in the mid-
dle of the Middle Ages—he has literally Hell to pay. His problem
then is either to liquidate in himself the structuring mythology of
his mythologically structured life, or else somehow to unbind its
archetypal symbols from their provincial Christian, pseudo-historic
references and restorc to them their primary force and value as
mythological-psychological universals—which in fact has been the
typical effort of unorthodox Catholic thinkers in the West ever
since the military victory of Constantine and the enforccment,
then, by Theodosius the Great (r. 379-395 A.D.) of one incred-
ible credo for the Western world.

Dogma [states Jung], takes the place of the collective uncon-
scious by formulating its contents on a grand scale. The Cath-
olic way of life is completely unaware of psychological problems
in the Protestant sensc. Almost the entirc life of the collective
unconscious has been channcled into the dogmatic archetypal
ideas and flows along like a well-controlled strcam in thc sym-
bolism of creed and ritual. Tt manifests itself in the inwardness
of the Catholic psyche. The collective unconscious as we under-
stand it today was never before a matter of “psychology™; for
before the Christian Church existed there were the antique mys-
teries, and these rcach back into the gray mists of neolithic pre-
history. Mankind has never lacked powerful images to lend
magical aid against all the uncanny things that live in the depths
of the psyche. Always the figures of the unconscious were cx-
pressed in protecting and healing images and in this way were
expelled from the psyche into cosmic space.

The iconoclasm of the Reformation, however, quite literally
made a breach in the protective wall of sacred images, and since
then one image after another has crumbled away. They became
dubious, for they conflicted with awakening reason. Besides,
people had long since forgotten what they mcant. Or had they
really forgotten? Could it be that men had never rcally known
what they meant, and that only in recent times did it occur to
the Protestant part of mankind that actually we haven’t the re-
motest conception of what is mcant by the Virgin Birth, the di-
vinity of Christ, and the complexities of the Trinity? 1t almost
seems as if these images had just lived, and as if their living exis-
tence had’simply been accepted without question and without
reflection, much as everyone decorates Christmas trees or hides
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Easter eggs without ever knowing what these customs mean.
The fact is that archetypal images are so packed with meaning
in themselves that people never think of asking what they really
do mean. That the gods die from time to time is due to man’s
sudden discovery that they do not mean anything, that they are
made by human hands, useless idols of wood and stone. In real-
ity, however, he has merely discovered that up till then he has
never thought about his images at all. And when he starts think-
ing about them, he does so with the help of what he calls “rea-
son”—which in point of fact is nothing more than the sum-total
of all his prejudices and myopic views.*

James Joyce opened his Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man
with a motto taken from Ovid’s Metamorphoses (Book VIII, linc
188), “Et ignotas animum dimittit in artes; And his mind he ad-
dresses to unknown arts.” The verse refers to the artist-craftsman
Daedalus in Crete, at the moment when he determined to escape
and turned his mind to the task of inventing wings, wings of art, by
which to fly to the mainland. In Joyce’s mind the immediate ref-
erence of this image, allegorically, was to his own (his hero
Stephen Dcdalus’s) decision to fly from the little world of Ireland
to the larger of the European mainland. But there was also in his
mind the idea of flying from the lesser horizon, the mythological
province so to say, of the Roman Catholic version of Christianity,
and even the Christian version of the mythological archetypes, to
the larger—if possible, largest—human view: not by way of a
conversion of any kind to some other communal order of so-called
belief, but by way of art.

When his friend Cranly asked Stephen Dedalus whether he was
thinking now of becoming a Protestant: “I said that I had lost the
faith,” Stephen answered, “but not that I had lost selfrespect.
What kind of liberation would that be to forsake an absurdity
which is logical and coherent and to embrace one which is illogical
and incoherent?” 8

The structure of any completely unfolded, well-considered
mythological system—be it Byzantine or Gothic, Hindu, Buddhist,
Polynesian, or Navaho—is harmoniously bcautiful and of Apol-
lonian clarity, and at the same time fully electrificd with experi-
enced (though not necessarily rationalized) lifc significance and
radiance. The Roman Catholic linkage to myth, therefore, is not
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“romantic” in the yearning Protestant sense, as to a void of un-
known purport, but is firm and solid and clear. For the Catholic it
is rather the outside, non-Catholic, non-mythological world that
has been handed over to the Devil and is chaotic, daemonic, and
void. “History,” statcs Stephen, in the course of his long hell-
journey of Ulysses in a world of living man, “is a nightmare from
which I am trying to awake.” 82 And in the late afternoon of that
same day the great thunderclap resounds, announcing rain—the
break in the sterile Waste Land spell of dissociation between the
inward, sense-giving structure and the outward context of his life;
after which, in the Walpurgisnacht of the brothels chapter, there
follows the regencrating interplay between thc two undcniable
worlds of inward symbolic imagery and outward literal fact, which
is to lead directly to the purgatorial dream of Finnegans Wake.
There the optically present but spiritually uninterpreted, unassim-
ilated, hence alien, deracinated Waste Land of a world of merely
waking consciousness, separately self-defensive personalities, sepa-
rated religions, scparate national histories, even scparate scholar-
specialists, gives way to the principle of the “consubstantiality” of
myth in dream. The meaningless nightmare of history is disinte-
grated and significantly recomposed in the mythological image of
the ever-revolving cycle of four world ages. All becomes radiant
with thc omnipresent, all-suffusing, polarized image of that “one-
same power of nature or of spirit” that is simultaneously and
everywhere at serious war and humorous peace with itself, “as the
sole condition and means of its himundher manifestation.” * And
there resounds through all the outside world, thereby, the ccho of
that yea which is the undismayed, inward, world-asserting and
-maintaining creative principle in all: as the Hindus say, “from the
Being of beings to the blade of grass.”

But in The Magic Mountain, also, something similar occurs. Tt
is amazing, in fact, how many themes and symbols these two inde-
pendently working contemporary novelists shared; in Ulysses and
The Magic Mountain, for instance: the symbolism of a land of the
dead, with a brooding, questing youth searching for an attitude to
life; a naturalistic setting, structured in such a way as to include
significantly, on one hand, a hospital and mcdical environment
and, on the“other, a library and atmosphere of study, affording

* Supra, p. 308.
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pedagogical influcnces from the sphercs both of literature and of
science, all with bearing on the grave and constant themes of dcath
and love; an emergent mythological underpainting, which assimi-
lates the fields of modern life-experience to those of traditional
humanity and is musically suggested through an echoing Leitmotiv
technique; a sexual strain, culminating in a chapter conceived as a
Walpurgisnachit adventure; and cven, indeed, a thunderclap to mark
the moment of transformation, when the hero’s life in the land of
the dead turns to life, and he is seriously confronted with the task
of integrating substantially his two worlds. Howcver, and here is
the contrast, whereas in Ulysses the voice of thunder is heard be-
fore the Walpurgisnacht of hallucinatory inward-outward inter-
plays, in The Magic Mountain the chapter entitled “The Thundcr-
bolt” is the last of the novel and follows all the great revelatory
scenes. Moreover, it leads the young hero mot further into sleep,
but back to the field of history. It is the ncws of the start of the
First World War which bursts “like a thunderpeal” and brings
Hans Castorp, “the Seven Sleeper,” voluntarily, and even grate-
fully for his awakening to life, into the nightmarc of the trenches
—and not on the side of the political dream of his Mcditerranean,
Francophile, literary friend and mentor, Settembrini, but on the
home side, “there where blood called,” of his kindred.

Thus on the Irish—-Catholic side the call of thunder had come
from within, from the ingrained mythic world of timcless univer-
sals to which the particulars of the world without were now to be
integrated, while on the German-Protestant side the call came, on
the contrary, from without, from the field of specifically European
history—homeland, parochial family history, and partisan com-
mitment—which in fact, however, had been made interior to the
soul of this particular German youth by the family-oriented Chris-
tianity of his reverent paternal homc. Yet the two adventures,
though historically opposite, were in depth equivalent, having to
do alike with the onc task of integrating the temporal and timeless
aspects of existence.

A practical rclationship to the temporal-historical order of his
century had been well establishcd in childhood in Hans Castorp,
whereas with the timeless world of universals he became familiar
only during those seven yecars of meditation (ages twenty-three to
thirty) on the summit of the Magic Mountain. Stephen Dedalus,
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on the other hand, had been brought up not on family Bibles and
heirlooms, but on the mystery of transubstantiation, and when the
call of the temporal world came to him in the lovely form of that
girl who stood before him in midstrcam, “like one whom magic
had changed into the likeness of a strange and beautiful seabird,”
what he encountered when he went forth, in answer to her call, ‘““to
live, to err, to fall, to triumph, to recreate lifc out of life,” * was a
nightmare vision of Hell, which it required the whole mighty work
of Finnegans Wake to sublimate into philosophical gold.

The same mythological themes, thc same depths, are thus
sounded in thesc two contrasting works by two very different art-
ists: men, however, of equivalent profundity of experience, breadth
of learning, and skill in communication. And they will scrve, there-
fore, to make my point—or rather, Nietzsche’s point—of the myth
as the revelatory factor by which the incidents of the daylight
world are discovered linked to that ground which is the ground of
all and gives to everything its life. However, to be known as such,
the myth cannot be thought of as fixed, once and for all, dogmat-
ically defined. Rather it is to be rediscovered by thc artist eye,
fresh and alive, as the form of this event and that: as a pattern that
is no pattern, but in each thing uniquely present as ncver before.

vil. Democracy and the Terror

What, then, is the Waste Land?

It is the land where the myth is patterned by authority, not
emergent from life; where therc is no poet’s eye to see, no adven-
ture to be lived, where all is set for all and forever: Utopia! Again,
it is the land where poets languish and priestly spirits thrive, whose
task it is only to repeat, enforce, and elucidate clichés. And this
blight of the soul extends today from the cathedral close to the
university campus. Nictzsche made the point almost a century ago.

Here and there I come in touch with German universities [he
wrote in his Twilight of the Idols, 1888]: what an atmosphere
prevails among the scholars, what a spiritual desert, how luke-
warm and complacent! It would be a profound "misunder-
standing to bring up German science against me on this point
—and a proof, besides, that not a single word I have written
had been.read. For I have been calling attention for the past

* Supra, p. 69.
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seventeen years, untiringly, to the despiritualizing influence of
our present-day science industry. The hard helotism to which
the prodigious range of the contemporary sciences condemns
every individual scholar is the main reason why the fuller,
richer, more profoundly endowed of our students can no longer
find appropriate education or educators. There is nothing from
which this culturc suffers morc than from superabundance of
pretentious corner-watchers and fragments of humanity; and the
universities, against their will, are the real hothouses of this kind
of stunting of the spiritual instincts. All of Europe has already a
realization of this: no onc is fooled by our high politics. . .

Germany is rcgarded, more and more, as Europe’s Flatland

The only correction I can find necded for a translation of this
murderous criticism to our own mid-twentieth century would be a
change of the word “against” to “with all.” First, a religious
training in coined platitudes from a world as far from the modern
as any could possibly bc; next, a so-called liberal-arts education,
by way of lecture courses, seminars and quizzes, week by week:
“great books” summarized and evaluated, stuffed into cmpticd
heads as autherized information, to be signaled back, for grades;
and then the sciences—at the outer reaches of thought!—all taught
by sterilized authorities who, in those unrccapturable years of their
own youth, when the cars, eyes, and heart of the spirit open to thc
marvel of oneself and the universe, were condemned to that same
hard hclotism of which Nietzsche writes. There is no time, no place,
no permission—Ilet alone encouragement—for experience. And to
make things even worse, along now come those posscssed socio-
political maniacs with their campus rallies, picket-line slogans,
journalistic ballyhoo, and summonses to action in the name of
causes of which their callow flocks had scarcely hcard six months
before—and cven those marginal hours that might have been left
from study for inward growth arc invaded, wrecked, and strewn
with daily rubbish. It is hardly to be wondered if the young people
of the world today look a bit like rubbish-strewn rooms themselves
and in their Dionysiac “trips” and “happenings” promisc to match
the agapes of the early Christian Church.

Thomas Mann in The Magic Mountain makes a good deal of
the term “hermctic pedagogy.” The idea suggested is of a sealing-
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off from historical time and an inward-turning to inward time: ac-
tivation of the mind through appropriate influences from without,
but then a response in terms of one’s own readiness and pace of
growth, not the needs, ideals, and expectations of anyone clse, any
group, or any so-called world. On the flatland life is reaction,
whereas on the timcless mountaintop—as in the alchemist’s vas
Hermeticum—there can be fermentation, spontaneity, action as op-
posed to reaction: truly what is meant by the term “cducation”
(e-ducere, *to lead or draw forth”) as opposed to “inculcation” (in-
culcare, “to stamp in with the heel”). And absolutely indispens-
able for any such development is that separation from the demands
of the day which all educators—until recently—understood to be
the first requirement for anything approaching a spiritual lifc.

In The Magic Mountain the figure most strongly opposed to
Hans Castorp’s separation from history and surrender to the lux-
ury of self- and world-discovery is the first of those two ludicrous
pedagogues between whom the author placed his hero: the deli-
cate, graceful, black-mustached Italian humanist and journalist,
Settembrini, who reminds Hans not a little of an organ-grinder.
Mann introduces him as Satana, Mephistophelcs, a personification
of the intellect striving to gain control over life: the pied piper of
rhetorical progressivism, Mcditerranean clarity, reason, and grace
of form, whose name, however, suggests the ominous verb seprem-
briser, “to massacre in cold blood” (from the noun septern-
brisades, referring to the massacre in Paris prisons of the royalists,
September 2-6, 1792). Seedy yet elegant in his frayed jacket and
black-and-white-checked trousers, which, though threadbare (like
his ideas), were always neatly pressed, this mellifluous encyclo-
pedist of the political school of Mazzini plays the role in relation
to Hans of Mephistopheles to Faust: able to furnish advice and
aid, with an aim to winning his charge’s soul, but unable either to
understand or to gain control over his will.

“When I want to read something to turn my insides upside
down,” wrote Mann in his volume of unpolitical reflections,

something at which every bit of me roils in opposition (and such
reading can at times be useful), I open the volume of Mazzini
that one day, without any merit or effort of my own, came, as
though sént from heaven, into my hands, and to which I owe not
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only the beginnings of my bit of insight into the nature of polit-
ical virtue, but also my understanding of the background from
which the German civilisation-littérateur has derived the style,
posture, intonation, and passion of his political manifesto. Here
I have in hand the Latin Freemason, Democrat, literary revolu-
tionary, and progressive rhetorician in pure culture and full
bloom. Here 1 learn to think of the spirit as something between
the spirit of the deep Orient and the spirit of the Jacobin Club,
which indeed is how it has to be understood today, now that
“virtue” [in the sensc of Marat and Robespierre] has been re-
habilitated. Here I can admirc a spectacle of activism stopping
at nothing, untouched by any blemish of doubt, onc moment
standing before its people, eyes lifted to heaven, declaiming with
broadest gesture, and the next, fists clenched and with hissing
breath, leaping about, inciting, agitating, goading to rebellion.
Here the barricades are called “the people’s throne.” Here I
hear a man who can say: “morality and technology!” “Christ
and the Press!” 8¢ )

This type of champion of the light of reason, in thc sense of
liberté, egalité, fraternité—or death, is a late stereotyped and vul-
garized, so to say priestly, reduction of the great Renaissance type
of the free spirit; and Mann has succeeded marvclously in com-
municating to his trite pedagogue an afterglow of the nobility of
those great humanists in whose light he abides: Virgil himself, as
well as Petrarch, Lorenzo and Politian, Machiavelli, and Castig-
lione, on to the French Enlightenment in Diderot and Voltaire.
The purifying, consecrating influence of literature, the destruction
of the passions through knowledge and the word; the idea of litera-
ture as the highway to understanding, to forgiveness, and to love;
the saving power of speech; the literary spirit as the noblest mani-
festation of the human spirit altogether; the literary man as man
fulfilled, as saint: it was to this luminous tune that Settembrini’s
apologia was ever sung.

But in Nietzsche’s terminology, as announced in The Birth of
Tragedy, this precisely was the character of Socrates, Socratic
man, as prototype and protagonist of “the Decadence,” in the
sense of the intellect subduing, disorienting, and dissolving life,
unloving of its imperfection, sterilized to its mystery; the type, in
other words, that Schopenhauer had denounced in his paragraph,
above cited, on those who attributc to local, temporal conditions
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the ills inherent in life itself, and, in their zeal to correct, discom-
pose the life they would save.*

A key is offered to the character of Socrates [wrote Nietz-
sche] in that remarkable phenomenon known as “the daemon
of Socrates.” When in certain situations his prodigious intellect
began to vacillate, he would recover assurance from a divine
voice that addressed him only at such times. And whenever this
voice was heard, it warned against. That is to say, in the case of
this altogether abnormal character, instinctive wisdom asserted
itself only occasionally, and then, in restraint of his conscious
judgment. Whereas in all productive people it is preciscly in-
stinct that is the creative, urging force and the conscious mind
that plays the critical, warning role, in the case of Socrates,
instinct is the critic and consciousness the creator—which is
truly a monstrosity per defectum! Moreover, what his case in
fact represents is a monstrous occultation of the mystical
faculty; so that Socrates must be viewed as the specific pattern
of the non-mystic, in whom the logical faculty has become as
exorbitantly developed by superfetation as instinctive wisdom in
the mystic. Furthermore, for the logical talent of Socrates to
turn against itself was altogether impossible. In that unbridled
verbal torrent of his there is manifest such a power of nature as
we otherwise encounter with awestruck amazement only in the
most grandiose manifestations of instinct. Whoever, while read-
ing the Platonic dialogues, has received any impression at all of
the divine simplicity and assurance of Socrates’ way of life, must
also have gotten a sense of the way the prodigious driving wheel
of logical Socratism is revolving, as it were, behind Socrates and
is to be seen through Socrates as through a shadow. And that he
himself had some suspicion of this is evident in the noble
earnestness with which he everywhere avouched his divine call-
ing, even before his final judges. To confute him in this was
ultimately as impossible as to call his disintegrating influence on
the instincts good.®

As the proclaimed antagonist of instinct and the self-appointed
corrector of those unconsidered modes of life that are inspired not
by intellect but by impulse (in Tonio Kroger’s terms, not by “spir-
it” but by “nature”) Socratic man appears and becomes dominant
at the end, not the beginning, of a culture. Oswald Spengler, in The
Decline of the West (1923), following Nietzsche in this observa-

* Supra, p. 354.
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tion, compared the courses of eight high culture histories (Egyp-
tian, Sumero-Babylonian, Greco-Roman, Indian, Chinese, Maya-
Aztec, Levantine, and West European; with the Russian, in his
view, at about the stage today of the West European in the period
of Charlemagne), and demonstrated, with supporting cvidence
enough to persuade anyone who would take pains to check fully
and carefully on his data, that in each of these great superindivid-
ual life courses a moment did indeed inevitably arise when the crit-
ical-intellectual faculties gained ascendancy over the lyric-instinc-
tual, at which point a brief period of enlightened creativity un-
folded that always ended, however, in exhaustion, sterility, and
mechanical repetition. Goethe (who, with Nietzsche, was Speng-
ler’s leading inspiration, as he was also Thomas Mann’s) in a brief
study called “Epochs of the Spirit” had outlined, already at the
opening of the nineteenth century (1817), a sequence of four
stages normal to all culture cycles, whether of mankind in general,
a civilization, or a nation, which he then summarized in the follow-
ing diagram:
Beginnings

deeply experienced perceptions: aptly named

I Poetry Folk Belief Hearty Imagination
II  Theology Idealizing Holy Reason
Exaltation (Vernunft)
IIT  Philosophy Clarifying Wise Understanding
Devaluation (Verstand)
IV Prose Dissolution Vulgar  Sensuality
in Banality

Confusion, Resistance, Dissolution

It is in the passage from Stage II to Stage III that mentality
gains the upper hand and reductive criticism begins to deval-
uate and, where possible, even eradicate the instinctual impulses to
life. As Goethe states the problem:

The man of understanding trics to appropriate cverything ima-
ginable to his own sphere of clarity and even to interpret rea-
sonably the most mysterious phenomena. Popular and ecclesi-
astical beliefs, consequently, are not rejected, but behind them a
comprehensible, worthy, useful component is assumed, its
meaning is sought, the particular is transformed into the general,
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and from everything national, regional, and even individual,
something valid for mankind as a whole is extracted. We cannot
deny to this epoch the credit of a noble, pure, and wise en-
deavor; however, its appeal is rather to the unique, highly tal-
ented individual than to an entire folk.

For, no sooner does this type of thought become gencral than
the final epoch immediately follows, which we may term the
prosaic, since it has no interest in humanizing the heritage from
earlier periods, adapting it to a clarified human understanding
and to general domestic usage, but drags even the most vener-
able out into the light of common day and in this way destroys
completely all solemn feelings, popular and ecclesiastical be-
liefs, and even the beliefs of the enlightened understanding it-
self—which might yet suspect behind what is exceptional some
respectable context of associations.

This epoch cannot last long. Human need, aggravated by the
course of history, leaps backward over intelligent leadership,
confuses priestly, folk, and primitive beliefs, grabs now here,
now there, at traditions, submerges itself in mysteries, sets fairy-
tales in the place of poetry, and elevates these to articles of be-
lief. Instead of intelligently instructing and quickly influencing,
people now strew secds and weeds together indiscriminately on
all sides; no central point is offered any more on which to con-
centrate, but every-odd individual steps forward as leader and
teacher, and gives forth his perfect folly as a perfected whole.

And so, the force of every mystery is undone, the people’s re-
ligion itself profaned; distinctions that formerly grew from each
other in natural development now work against each other as
contradictory elements, and thus we have the Tohu-wa-Bohu
chaos again: but not the first, gravid, fruitful one; rather, a dy-
ing one running to decay, from which not even the spirit of God
could create for itself a worthy world.8¢

Thomas Mann presents Settembrini as the paradigmatic master
of Stage III, surviving, however, only as an invalid in a world that
is at the opening of Stage IV, where an apparently new, but actu-
ally harshly medieval, reactionary type of self-appointed peda-
gogue is emerging as both teacher of youth and adviser to the
leaders of state. In The Magic Mountain this second, altogether
ambiguous type of spiritual mentor is represented by the small,
haggard, clean-shaven, expensively tailored little figure of a man
named Naphta, who comes into the novel just halfway through: an
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aggressive, well-rchearsed debater of almost corrosive ugliness,
whose thin, pursed, disdainful lips arc surmounted by a vast hooked
nose, and this, in turn, by thick glasses framing a pair of
pale gray eyes. Settembrini teasingly refers to him as princeps
scholasticorum; he to Settembrini, in turn, as the Master Mason,
“Master of the Lodge”; and with every phrase, every word, on
every conceivable subject, the two clash blades in endless verbal
combat, flashing and splitting definitions. One is defcnding the
glory of man and the spirit as revealed in the faculty of reason; the
other, God and the spirit transcendent, absolutely apart from and
against fallen, natural man, his instincts, reason, pretensions to
freedom, progress, science, rights, and all the rest. Naphta charges
Settembrini with the heresy of monism; Settembrini, Naphta with
dualism and world-splitting. Both pretend to stand for the individ-
ual; Naphta, however, for his eternal soul, not his rights or powers
here on earth. Both stand for man’s zeal for truth; however, truth,
according to Naphta, is inaccessible to reason, its sole authority
being revelation; nor is the formulation of laws and customs prop-
erly a function of human councils, since there is but one law eter-
nal, that of God, the ius divinum, which is to be enforced—
enforced—by those anointed in authority:

“That the Renaissance brought all those things into the world
that are called liberalism, individualism, humanistic citizenship, I
am well aware,” said the acrid Naphta to his humanist antagonist:
“but the striving, heroic age of your ideals already is long past.
Those ideals are dead; or, at least, they lie today gasping their
last, and the feet of those who will deal the finishing kicks are al-
ready at the door. If I am not mistaken, you call yourself a revolu-
tionary. But if you think freedom is to be the issue of future revo-
lutions, you are wrong. The principle of freedom has, in the past
five hundred years, fulfilled its course and outlived itself. Any
method of pedagogy that still considers itself to be a child of the
Enlightenment and regards as proper aims for itself a develop-
ment of the critical faculties, liberation and cultivation of the in-
dividual, and thereby the dissolution of modes of life eternally
fixed—may still enjoy for a while an apparent rhetorical success:
but to those who know, the reactionary character of such tcaching
is beyond question. All truly serious educational orders have
known forever what the one and only possible principle of all ped-
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agogy must be: namely the absolute command, the iron bond, in
the name of discipline, sacrifice, denial of ego, subjugation of the
personality. And finally. it is an unloving misunderstanding of youth
to suppose that it finds its pleasure in freedom. Its deepest pleasure
is obedience. . . .

“No!” he continued. “Not liberation and development of the in-
dividual are the secret and requirement of this age. What it needs,
what it yearns for, and what it will create for itself is—the Terror.”

The expensively tailored little talker had, for that final word,
lowered his voice; he uttered it without move or gesturc. Only his
glasses briefly flashed. And the auditors, Hans and his military
cousin, as well as Settembrini, were appalled. The cloquent
humanist, recovering howcver, asked with assumed levity whence
the Terror, then, was to arrive.

“Is your English economic liberalism unaware of the existence
of a school of social thought,” the other disdainfully replied,
“which represents the human victory over economic thinking, and
of which both the fundamentals and the aims correspond precisely
to those of the Christian City of God? The Church Fathers called
‘mine’ and ‘thine’ pernicious words, and private property, theft and
usurpation. They repudiated personal possessions because, accord-
ing to the God-given Law of Nature, this earth is common to all
men and brings forth its fruits for the general use. They taught that
it is only avarice, a consequence of the Fall, which has put forward
the rights of property and created private ownership. They were
humane enough, anti-commercial enough, to call economic ac-
tivity of any sort whatsoever a danger to the soul’s salvation—
which is to say: a danger to humanity. They hated money and
finance, and called capitalistic wealth the burning point of the
fire of Hell. . . . And now: after centuries of disregard, all these
economic principles and criterions are being resurrected in the
modern movement of Communism. The agreement is complete,
even to the point of the claim to world dominion made by In-
ternational Labor against intcrnational busincss and finance; the
world proletariat is today opposing to the capitalistic corruption
of the bourgcoisie the idcal of humanity and criterion of the
City of God. The Dictatorship of the Proletariat, this politico-
economic rheans to salvation proper to our age, docs not intend
to dominate for its own sake and for all time, but only in the
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way of a temporary annulment of the opposition of Spirit and
Force in the Sign of the Cross: in the scnse of overcoming the
World by the means of World Mastery, in the sense of transition,
transcendence, the Kingdom. The Proletariat has taken up again
the work of Gregory the Great, his zeal for God dwells in it, and
no less than he will it withhold its hand from blood. Its task is to
strike fear into hearts for the redemption of the world and the
gaining, at last, of thc Redecmer’s goal, the stateless, classless
condition of man as the child of God.” ¥

The little vehicle of cynical hate giving utterance to this apoca-
lyptic vision of the Day of God was an ordained Jesuit, born a Jew:
a full Judco-Christian! but developing idcas just a bit ahead of
those conventional to cither of his successive Testaments, and so,
running a temperature, residing on the Magic Mountain with a
touch of death in his lung. “Ein joli jésuite,” thought Hans, “mit
einer petite tache humide.” “All his thoughts,” said Settembrini,
“are lascivious: they are under the sign of Dcath.” 8 And indeed,
in his luxurious, silk-upholstered apartment, a fourtcenth-century
pieta proposed an ideal of ugly beauty that was altogether in con-
trast to that of Settembrini’s Renaissance bellezza. It was a work
(as he cxplained to Hans) conceived in the ascetic spirit of a witty
piece of writing by Innocent III, bearing the title De miseria
humanae conditionis: not the prettified production of any Monsieur
This or Monsieur That, but anonymous, impersonal, a radical
revelation, sub signo mortificationis, of the knowledge of sorrow
and frailty of the flesh.®

The young engincer was able to recognize in this impressive
work, and in the arguments of Naphta, a depth of insight into the
woes of the world that went beyond that of his other mentor, Set-
tembrini. However, the separation by Naphta of the values of the
spirit from thosc of living in this world with love for it as it is, left
him unconvinced. Pain, sickness, death and corruption, indeed:
but were thesc a refutation of life? Mann has managed to bring
to focus in Naphta, this little monster, the whole historic sweep
of Levantine spirituality, in irreconcilable opposition to the na-
tive humanistic individualism of Europe.

Behold, the Lord will lay waste the carth and make it deso-
late, and he will twist its surface and scatter its inhabitants. And
it shall be, as with the people, so with the priest; as with the



THE BALANCE 383

slave, so with his master; as with the maid, so with her mistress;
as with the buyer, so with the seller; as with the lender, so with
the borrower; as with the creditor, so with the debtor. The carth
shall be utterly laid waste and utterly despoiled; for the Lord
has spoken this word.

The earth mourns and withers, the world languishes and
withers; the heavens languish together with the carth. The earth
lies polluted under its inhabitants; for they have transgressed the
laws, violated thc statutes, broken the everlasting covenant.
Therefore a curse devours the earth, and its inhabitants suffer
for their guilt; therefore the inhabitants of the earth are
scorched, and few men arc left.?°

There is no need to ask or to wonder what the new world is to
be like; for we have read of it in the annals of the past and see its
latter form before us, even now, in the People’s Paradise of the
U.S.S.R., China, Eastern Europe, and Tibet, leaking refugees at
every unwalled, unwired, unmachinc-gunned rathole.”!

They found a man gathering sticks on the sabbath day. And
those who found him gathering sticks brought him to Moses and
Aaron, and to all the congregation. They put him in custody,
because it had not been made plain what should be done to
him. And the Lord said to Moses, “The man shall be put to
death; all the congrcgation shall stone him with stones outside
the camp.” And all the congregation brought him outside the
camp, and stoned him to death with stoncs, as thc Lord com-
manded Moses.®2

Society everywhere [states Emerson] is in conspiracy against

the manhood of every one of its members. . . . It loves not
realities and creators, but names and customs. . . . Nothing is
at last sacred but the integrity of your own mind.®
And Goethe:
The Godhead is effective in the living and not in the dead, in the
becoming and the changing, not in the become and the set-fast;
and therefore, accordingly, reason (Vernunft) is concerned only
to strive toward the divine through the becoming and the living,
and the understanding (Verstand) only to make use of the be-
come and sct-fast.%*

viii. The Amfortas Wound

vy N
In Primitive Mythology it has been pointed out that there is no
such thing as man qua man. The young of the species Homo sapi-
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ens arc born too soon, absolutely helpless, and acquire their
specifically human faculties of speech, thought, and a symbolizing
imagination, as well as crect posture and ability to use tools, under
the tutelage of the particular social body into which they are
adopted. They grow up to its style and world, imprinted with its
signature, molded to its limitations; and the first function of the
myths and rites of each group is simply to bring this specialized
development to pass. The earliest social units, furthermore, were
hardly greater than large familics, of which every adult member
was in posscssion of the entire cultural heritage. The myths em-
bodied the substance of this heritage and the rites were the means
by which it was both communicated to the young and maintained
in force among the old. The myths and rites, that is to say, served
a fostering, educative function, bearing the unfinished nature prod-
uct to full, harmonious unfoldment as amn adult specifically
adapted for survival in a certain specific cnvironment, as a fully
participating member of a specific social group; and apart from
that group he would neither have come to maturity nor have becn
able to survive.

In our present world we have such family rites as well, and as
long as it is this psychological, educative function that they serve,
as rites of passage, fostering the young to a maturity fit for this
day and age, there can be little quarrel either with them or with
thosc by whom they are administered. However, the world today
is not as it was in the paleolithic ages, when the roving family
hordes of mankind were rare and scattered companies on this carth,
foraging as newcomers in a perilous environment of beasts.
Nature was then very hard; society, therefore, too. Youngsters
found to be intractable were simply wiped away. Conformity in
the narrowest sense was an absolute necessity. And yet even then
there was an allowance made for a certain type of deviant, the
visionary, the shaman: the one who had died and come back to
life, the one who had met and talked with spirit powers, the one
whose great dreams and vivid hallucinations told effectively of
forces deeper and more essential than the normally visible surface
of things. And it was, in fact, from the insights of just these
strangely gifted ones that the myths and rites of the primitive
communities were in largest part derived.®> They were the first
finders and exposers of those inner realities that are recognized
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today as of the psyche. Hence the myths and rites, of which they
were the masters, served not only the outward (supposed) func-
tion of influencing nature, causing game to appear, illness to
abate, foes to fall, and friends to flourish, but also the inward
(actual) work of touching and awakening the deep strata and
springs of thc human imagination; so that the practical necds
of living in a certain specific geographical environment—in the
arctic, tropics, desert, grassy plains, on a mountain peak or
on a coral isle—should be fulfilled, as it were, in play: all
the world and its features, and the deeds of man within it, being
rendered luminous by participation in the plot and fabulous setting
of a grandiose thcater picce.

The animal slain for food, for example, which had been sum-
moned by a rite, had appeared as a willing sacrifice, self-offercd,
with the understanding that through a second rite its lifc would be
returned for rebirth to the sourcec. And among planting folk, in the
same way of make-believe, the work of gardening, tilling and har-
vesting, was likencd to the mysteries of begetting and of birth.
Very much like a boy galloping with all his might as a mustang
down a street, where he would have gone bored and weary at a
walk, so primitive man, from the first we know of him, through his
myths and rites turned every aspect of his work into a festival.
These gave to everything a meaning not there in any practical, eco-
nomic sense, but only as play, enacted dream: a grave, yct joyous,
tragicomic play, to the grave and constant roles of which the young
were introduced and trained by the elders of their world. To say
with Emerson that a society of this type was in conspiracy against
the manhood of every one of its members would be absolutely in-
correct.

However, as we have already amply scen in the earlier volumcs
of this survey, a totally new situation developed in the suddenly
ﬂowering village world of the nuclear Near East, immediately fol-
lowing the introduction there of the arts of grain agriculture and
stock-breeding, c¢. 7500 B.c. No longer forced to forage for their
food, people settled in established villages, thc number and size of
which grew; and when the richly fertile mudlands of the lower Ti-
Sﬁs-Euphrates were entered ¢, 4000 B.C., the rate of increase ac-
celerated. Villages became towns; towns, cities: the first cities in
the history of the world. And no longer were the functioning social
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units simple groups, of the order of large families, but compound,
complexly functioning organisms of variously specialized classes:
tillers of the soil, tradespeople, governors and the governed, crafts-
men of various kinds, and professional priests. And as we have
seen,” it was precisely at this point of space and time, in the Near
East, and specifically Sumer, c. 3500-3000 B.c., that the cvidence
first appears among the ruins of thosc earliest city-states—Kish,
Uruk, Ur, Lagash, Larsa, and the rest—first, of a disciplined social
order imposed from above by force, and next, of deliberate expedi-
tions of military conquest against neighbors: not the mere annihi-
lation raids of one tribe or village horde against another, in a spirit
of plunder, malice, or revenge, but deliberately progressed cam-
paigns of systematic conquest and subjugation.

In the words of a great Orientalist, the late Professor Hans
Heinrich Schaeder (1896-1957) of the Universities of Konigs-
berg, Berlin, and Gottingen, it was exactly here, with this cpochal
crisis in the history of mankind, that the world-historical process
of which we ourselves are a part took its rise, its spccial theme,
and its characteristic being: the programmatic exercise of power
by men over men.

And this development took place [states Professor Schaeder],
not in the way of a gradual evolution, but abruptly, in a brief
span, with the coming into being of the carliest form of the
state, or of anything eligible to such a name. It appears in the
city-states and their rapid combinations into territorial states of
the lower Tigris-Euphrates and Nile, after which, likewisc, on
the rivers Indus, third millennium B.c., and Hwang Ho, second
millennium. All of which state foundings derived from one and
thc same historic process, namely, the overrunning and subju-
gation of earlier, locally settled tillers of the soil by conquering
warrior herdsmen from Central Asia. .

Now the exercise of power is governed everywhere by the
law of intensification, or as the Grecks would say, wAeoveiia,
“greed for more than one’s share.” There is within it no prin-
ciple of measure; mcasure is brought to it only from without, by
counterforces that restrict it. So that history is the interaction of
power, on one hand—its establishment, maintenance, and in-
creasc—and those counterforces, on the other. Various names
have becn given to the latter—of which the simplest and most
inclusive is love. They are released when doubts arise (generally
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among the governed, but occasionally, also, in circles of the rul-
ing class) conducing to a criticism of the power principle. And
this criticism may develop to the radical point of an absolute re-
nunciation of power, generating then the idea and realization of
an order of lifc based on brotherly love and mutual aid. Self-
confidence, and thereby the strength to influence others, accrues
to those in this position from their belief that only in this, and
not in power, which they reject, can the meaning of human exis-
tence be fulfilled. Meaning is then sought no longer in the organ-
ized powers of a state, the domination of the governed by their
masters, but in individuals, giving and welcoming love.

When such an order prospers in its conversion of people,
guiding them to a new life, it may bring into being a spiritual
movement that nothing can stop. This is passed on, from one
generation to the next, and spreads from the narrow circle of its
origin over lands and contincnts. It succeeds, along the way, in
persuading even the holders of worldly power to concede recog-
nition—either actually or ostensibly—to its truth and obliga-
tions, and lays restraints on their will to power that are not
an effect of that will itself. Twice in the history of the world, in
Buddhism and in Christianity, such movements have acquired
the character of world-historical powers; and in the course of
their development they have themsclves become infected by the
will to power and mastery, which has at times even darkened
them to the core. Yet both are such that they can be restored to
their pristine character, in the sensc of the life and teaching of
their foundcrs. Of all the spiritual movements in the history of
Eurasia, it is these two that, even to our own day, offer the most
abiding and dependable guarantees against that soul-destruction
and degradation which the man beset by the Will to Power can
rendcr both to others and to himself.

The sequence of the periods of world-history was not pro-
duced, however, by love, but by an expansion of the power field,
which in the course of a development of more than three mil-
lenniums finally brought the whole of Eurasia into its sphere,
divided into separate states. This occurrcd by way of an inter-
action between thc ecarlicr city states and later conquering
hordes, who either seized the mastery and cxtended it, or clse
set up new states of their own ncarby on the pattern of the
old. . . .7

As we have seen throughout the volumes of this study, it has
been the chief concern of all these power groups, in their interpre-
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tation, formulation, and enforcement then of their rites, not so
much to foster the growth of young individuals to maturity as to
validate supernaturally, and to render religiously unchallengeable,
their own otherwise questionable authority, whether as dynasty, as
tribe, or as churchly sect. The timeless symbols, taken over and re-
combined, are applied systematically, and with full intent, to the
aims of subjugation through indoctrination. A totally new order of
state beliefs and rites, to the glory of some name or other, is super-
imposed upon the old life-fostering order of the family and spir-
itual nites of passage and initiation: a “faith,” as it is called, is
proposed for belief.

The Waste Land, let us say then, is any world in which (to state
the problem pedagogically) force and not love, indoctrination, not
education, authority, not experience, prevail in the ordering of
lives, and where the myths and rites ecnforced and received are
consequently unrelated to the actual inward realizations, needs,
and potentialities of those upon whom thcy are impressed. It
would be ridiculous to arguc that such reigns of force never should
have been. In the first place, here they are. In the second place,
they have been the givers of everything good and great beyond the
range of thought, vision, art, and civilization of Shakespeare’s ape-
man Caliban. And in the third place, for those caught up in the
creative labor and exhilaration of their development—whether as
members themselves of the creative ¢lite by whom the new forms
are advanced, or as mere hands, willing contributors, whose lives
are given meaning through association—the privilege of partici-
pating in the great creative moments of world history is hardly a
grant of life to be despised.

However, as Spengler has well shown in his own creative
masterwork, there are moments of climacteric when the culture
forms thus brought into being attain and pass their apogee.
Furthermore—but here is a point for which Spengler had little
sympathy—there are those, as Schaeder has pointed out, generally
among the governed, but occasionally also in circles of the ruling
class itself, who begin to fecl uneasy about, and so to criticize, the
power experience and power task of the day as the proper, sole,
and highest human experience and concern. Jean Jacques Rous-
seau (1712-1778) was such a critic at the moment of the height
of glory of the eighteenth-century Enlightenment. And a like figure
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in the Middle Ages was the poet Jean dc Meung (1240?-1305?),
whose celebration of Dame Nature in his long concluding portion
of the Roman de la Rose (c. 1277) corresponds curiously to the
celebrated argument of Rousscau in his Discours sur les arts et sci-
ences (1749), that the savage statc (back to naturc: the Noble
Savage) is superior to that of civilized man. In Greece, at the time
of the apogee of Athenian power and light, the cynic Diogencs
(4127-323 B.C.) was such a rebel; in India the Buddha (563—
483 B.C.), rejecting caste and the rules of Brahminical social life,
as well as the authority of thc Vedas, stands for an identical crisis;
while in China we find the Tao Te Ching (fourth century B.C.),
with its summons of the spirit to “return to the root.” ®® There is
in all these voices a common call—away from the fixed and the sct-
fast to the as yet unformed potential, the “remainder” so to say,
which the rites and myths and special aims of the local group, the
“collective faith,” have left unmet, untouchcd, and unconvinced.
In the words again of Emerson:

There is one mind common to all individual men. . . . Of
the works of this mind history is the record. . . . Without
hurry, without rest, the human spirit goes forth from the begin-
ning to cmbody cvery faculty, cvery thought, cvery emotion
which belongs to it, in appropriate events. But thc thought is
always prior to the fact; all the facts of history preéxist in the
mind as laws.*

The wicked thing about both the little and the great “collective
faiths,” prehistoric and historic, is that they all, without exception,
pretend to hold encompasscd in their ritualized mythologics all of
the truth ever to bc known. They arc therefore cursed, and they
curse all who accept them, with what I shall call the “error of the
found truth,” or, in mythological language, the sin against the Holy
Ghost. They set up against the revelations of the spirit the barriers
of their own petrified belicf, and thcrefore, within the ban of their
control, mythology, as they shape it, serves the end only of binding
potential individuals to whatever system of sentiments may have
seemed to the shapers of the past (now sanctified as saints, sages,
ancestors, or even gods) to be appropriatc to their concept of a
great society. Thus, even a period of civilization that from without,
and in the historian’s view, would appear to be a golden age, might
be a waste when viewed from within. To quote Ortega y Gassct:
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Every culture that has triumphed and succeeded turns into a
topic and a phrasc. A topic is an idea that is used, not because it
is evident, but because people say it. A phrase is that which is
not thought out cvery time, but is simply said, repeated. . . .
The culture, which in its origin, in its own moment of genuine-
ness was simple, becomes complicated. And this complicating of
the inherited culturc thickens the screcn between each man’s selt
and the things that surround him. Bit by bit his life becomes less
his own and more the collective life. His individual, effective
and always primitive “I” is replaced by the “I” which is “peco-
ple,” by the conventional, complicated, cultivated “I.” The so-
called cultivated man always appears in periods of a very ad-
vanced culture which arc already made up of purc topics and

phrases.

This is an incxorable process. Culture, the purest product of
the live and the genuine, since it comes out of the fact that man
fecls with an awful anguish and a burning enthusiasm the relent-
less needs of which his life is made up, ends by becoming a fal-
sification of that life. Man’s genuinc sclf is swallowed up by his
cultured, conventional, social self. Every culture or cvery great
phase of culturc ends in man’s socialization, and vice versa; so-
cialization pulls man out of his life of solitude, which is his real
and authentic life.'”

There is no doubt that in the twelfth and thirteenth centurics a
major threshold of cultural change had been attained. The aims of
the Christian conquest of Europe had becn accomplished—Ilargely
by force; the power of the papacy was at its height; the crusades
were in full career; and yet from every side sounds and alarms of
heresy were beginning to arise and to spread. The whole structurc
was cracking. For the cathedral of God’s love, the Church, and the
chalice of his divine blood—the vas of his sclf-giving on its altar
—had been turned frankly and openly to sheer force: the Church
was a power-state, a super power-state, and its Pope—as well as
its image of God—was a Levantine King of Kings in the perfect
style of an Achaemenian Darius.

But there was a new strong wine in ferment, which the golden
chalicc in the priestly hands, elevated at the altar, to the pungency
of incense and the chime of altar bells, the bowed heads of multi-
tudes and the silence of angelic choirs, could no longer hold. In a
sense, that age, like our own, and like the grcat Hellenistic age,
was onc in which a cross-fertilization of cultures, Oriental and Eu-



THE BALANCE 391

ropean, had unscttled all local dogmas and the claims thereby of
power-élites to authority from aloft. Like cells relcased from an
organism in decay, individuals, unbound, spontancously trans-
ferred allegiances to new, unforcseen combinations. And so it is
that we find in all three of these periods of crisis analogous erup-
tions of pathological social phenomena, symptomatic of what Jung
(following Heraclitus) had called enantiodromia: i.c., a “conver-
sion into opposite,” a “crossing over,” a compulsive “running the
other way”; which is to say, a loss of control on the part of the
conscious facultics, and exactly such an overpowcring upsurge of
instinctual impulsc as occurred in the casc of Tristan and Isolt
when they drank the potion.

Certainly that was not the ideal of moraliteit that the poet Gott-
fried, and Tristan himself, had celebrated.* It was an overwhelm-
ing, irresistible, daemonic invasion, beyond control of the active
will, and its force, finally, was as baneful in effect as any force ap-
plied in the name of king, god, or civilization from above. This was
the point that Wagner recognized cven at the opening of his labors
on the Tristan, when he had just been overwhclmed by his dis-
covery of the philosophy of Schopenhauer. On the surge of that in-
spiration, he was at work on the music of Die Walkiire, in the fall
of 1854, when the conception of a Tristan opera occurred to him,
and, as he tells in his autobiography:

Returning, onc day, from a walk, T outlined for mysclf the
contents of its three acts in a summary way, to servc as a base
for the development of the material later on. And in the last act
I introduced at that time an cpisode. which., finally, I did not in-
clude: namely, a visit to Tristan’s sickbed by the Grail-questing.
wandering Parzival. For in my thoughts, I had identified Tris-
tan, languishing from the wound he had received and yet not
able to die of it, with Amfortas of the Grail romance.!*!

That was another of those brilliant psychological insights. such
as Mann remarked in Wagner. For the wound of the Maimed King
in the Castle of the Grail, as the reader perhaps recalls, was in a
magical way associated with the waste and sorrow of his land. In
the various versions of the legend his reception of the wound has
been cxplained in various ways. According to the oldest extant
text—the Perceval, or, as it is also called, Li Contes del Graal, of

* Supra, p. 230.
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the French court poct Chrétiecn de Troyes (11407-1191?)
—he had been wounded in a battle by a javclin thrust through
both thighs, and was still in such pain that he could not mount a
horse. Hence, when he desired distraction, he would have himsclf
carried to a boat, to be rowed fishing on a river; whence he was
known as the Fisher King.!"? Wagner’s source, however, was not
this old French version of the romance, which remained unfinished
at the time of its author’s dcath, but the Middle High German Par-
zival of Wolfram von Eschenbach (c. 1170-1230), where a
deeply perceived sociological and psychological significance is rec-
ognized both in the wound itself and in the circumstances of the
wounding of the king.

For it had been at a tender age that the Grail King Anfortas
had been appointed to his sacred office. Thc carlier king, his
father, had been slain; and he, the eldest son, a mcre boy, had
been chosen to succeed. Thus he was king not by virtue of his
character and personal realization, but by inheritance, per-
force: the role was to him (in Ortega’s terms) a topic, a phrase:
unearned, unrelated to his nature. And so, as we rcad in Wolfram’s
words:

He reached the years when his beard began to grow, the age
when Love turns her malice upon youth. She then urges her be-
loved so compellingly that onc can only say of her that she lacks
honor. However, if a Lord of the Grail craves for love in a man-
ner otherwisc than prescribed, he will endure trials and most
piteous anguish.!*

The young Grail King, coming of age, rode forth therefore
on adventure, like any young knight of his day, and his battle-
cry was Amor.

But that cry [we read] was not at all appropriate to the spirit
[required of thc Grail King] of gentleness and humility. The
King farcd forth alone that day (which was'to prove a great sor-
row to his people), riding in quest of adventure, steered along
by his joy in love: for love’s zeal so compelled him. And he was
pierced, wounded in a joust, by a poisoncd spear through his
testicles, so severely he could not be healed.

A hcathen it was who had there engaged him and delivered
that stroke: one born in the land Ethnise, where the river Tigris
flows from Paradise: one who had been confident that his battle-
courage would gain the Grail for him. Its name was engraved on
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his heathen spear, and in quest of knightly deeds afar, he was
wandering over land and sea, only for the power of the Grail.

That hcathen was there slain by the King; and for him too we
may somewhat lament. However, when the King returned to
us so pale and empty of strength, a doctor’s hand searched the
wound, found the iron spearhcad therein, a splinter of the shaft as
well, and removed them. . . . Whercupon, he was immedi-
ately borne, through God’s help, to the Grail: but when he looked
upon it his torture only increased, for he now was unable to
die.104

Note the irony here and compare Mann: The heathen child of
nature, born near the Earthly Paradise, rides in quest of the su-
preme symbol of the spirit while the authorized guardian of that
symbol goes the opposite way.* The young king’s name, Anfortas,
from the old French Enfertez (Enfermetez), means “Infir-
mity.” 1% Its prophecy is fulfilled (as though by chance) when
the two riders collide, to the ruin of both. Nature is then dis-
patched, and the guardian of the symbol of the spirit, though
emptied of his virtue, is ncvertheless retained by his sorrowing
people in his spiritual role, ever in hope of healing, but without
event.

The life-desolating effects of this separation of the reigns
of naturc (the Earthly Paradise) and the spirit (the Castle of thc
Grail) in such a way that neither touches the other but destruc-
tively, remains to this day an cssential psychological problem of
the Christianized Western world; and since it is at root a conse-
quence of the basic biblical doctrine of an ontological distinction
between God and his universe, creator and creature, spirit and
matter, T it is a problem that was hardly altered since it first became
intolerably evident at the climax of the Middle Ages. In briefest
restatcment: The Christian is taught that divinity is transcendent:
not within himself and his world, but “out there.” I call this
mythic dissociation.’*® Turning inward, hc would find not di-
vinity within, but only his own created soul, which might or might
not be in proper relationship to its supposed Creator. The Old
Testament doctrine held that God (x) had concluded a Cove-
nant (R) with a certain peoplc (c¢). None other enjoyed this

* Supra, p.'§32.
t Supra, figure 8 and pp. 18-21.
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privilege; it was unique. A relationship (R) to God was possible,
consequently, only through membership in this group, this peo-
ple: cRx. To which the New Testament adds that in the fullness
of time a child, Jesus, begotten of God, was born of that holy
race, in whom humanity (¢) and divinity (x) were miraculously
joined. All of us in our humanity (¢) are related to that of Jesus,
who in his divinity relates us to God (x). However, participation
in this relationship (R) can be only by way of the Church that he
founded (once thought to be single, but now of a million dif-
fering sects, any one of which might be truc or false). Conse-
quently, just as in the Old Testament view a relationship to God
could be achieved only through physical birth as a member of the
Holy Race, so in the New, only through baptism (spiritual birth)
into membership in Christ’s Church; i.e., participation, in cither
case, in a specific social group. I call this the way of social identi-
fication. One equates the rcalm of value with one’s social affilia-
tion, and extra ecclesiam nulla salus.

Unhappily, however, in the light of what is now known, not only
of the history of the Bible and the Church, but also of thc universc
and evolution of species, a suspicion has been confirmed that was
already dawning in thc Middle Ages; namely, that the biblical
myth of Creation, Fall, and Redemption is historically untrue.
Hence, there has now sprcad throughout the Christian world a des-
olating sensc not only of no divinity within (mythic dissociation).
but also of no participation in divinity without (social identifi-
cation dissolved): and that, in short, is the mythological basc of
the Waste Land of the modern soul, or, as it is being called thesc
days, our “alicnation.”

The sense of desolation is expericnced on two levels: first the so-
cial, in a loss of identification with any spiritually compelling, struc-
turing group; and, beyond that, the metaphysical, in a loss of any
sense either of identity or of relationship with a dimension of ex-
perience, being, and rapturc any more awcsome than that provided
by an empirically classifiable conglomerate of self-enclosed, sepa-
rate, mutually irritating organisms held together only by lust
(crude or sublimated) and fear (of pain and death or of bore-
dom).

It has become fashionable to write of this broken image of a
world as though it were a function of some new social construct,
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brought about by a combination of recent cconomic, scientific, and
political developments: the industrial revolution, capitalism, colo-
nialism, atom bombs, high or low taxes, or what not. In the broad
prospect of our present, nearly concluded survey of the cpochs of
mankind, however, it can be seen that the actual nuclear problem
was already present, and recognized by many, at the very peak of
that great period of burgeoning French cathedrals (1150-1250)
which Henry Adams characterized as representing the highest con-
centration of moral fervor in the history of the West. As the rav-
aged lives of Abelard and Heloise already had foretold as early as
the first years of the twelfth century, neithcr human love nor hu-
man reason could much longer support the imposed irrational or-
deals of an imported mythic order, out of touch with cvery move-
ment of the native mind, as well as hcart, and held in force only by
a reign of terror. The cathedral-building passion itself, it would
even seem, was but a compensatory, desperate screening effort to
deny and nullify the increasingly obvious fact that the mighty im-
age from Asia had begun to crack, disintegrate, and go asunder.
In the hcart of Heloisc the boon, the blessing from within—
bitter-sweet—of nature’s goddess Love, had rendered the mythic
threat of the fires of Hell indifferent: her love was, for Hcloise, the
Real. And Gottfried’s celebration, a century later, of Tristan’s will-
ing challenge cven of “an eternal death” * gives further cvidence
of the trend in thosc years to accept the judgment of one’s own
experience against the authority of Scripture and the Church.
On the side of Heloise’s beloved, Abelard, however—as of the
young Grail King Anfortas—an altogether different order of mind
was brought under pressure from the urge of the goddess within.
For, as in the casc of the unreadied youth whose beard had begun
to grow, so in that of the middle-aged celibatc theologian, the im-
pulse to love had not been inspired by a message from the eyes to
a readied “noble heart”; as his confessional letter itsclf declares: at
the age of about thirty-six, “having hitherto lived continently,” he
was “casting his cyes about.” And they lit upon a girl of eighteen,
innocent, aware of his greatness, and available, as would the cyes
of a wolf on a lamb.+t
The real greatness of Abclard, where he stands in majesty un-

* Supra, pp "244-45.
¥ Supra, pp. 53-54.
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surpassed in his time, as Heloise in the courage of her heart, was in
the kingdom, rather, of reason. For it is from the period of his sen-
sational lectures in Paris, the first years of the twelfth century, that
the beginning is dated of the end of the rcign in Europe of that
order of unreason, unreasoning submission to the dicta of author-
ity, that is epitomized in the formula of the early Church Father
Tertullian (1607-230?): “Credo quia ineptum: 1 believe be-
cause it is absurd.” “The son of God died; it is by all means to be
believed,” Tertullian had written, “because it is absurd. And Hec
was buried and rose again; the fact is certain, because it is impos-
sible.” 17 And before that Saint Paul himself had opened the
door to such impudent idiocies when he had written: “For since,
in the wisdom of God, the world did not know God through
wisdom, it pleased God through the folly of what we preach to
save thosc who believe.” 198

Abelard, in his early thirties, still a student under Anselm of
Laon, had shocked his fellows by suggesting that one should be
able to study scripture for oneself, and at their urging demon-
strated his point by giving, without previous training, a series of
lectures on Ezekiel that proved more popular than the master’'s—
for which indiscrction he was expelled. In Paris he resumed the
lecturces, and the fame that there accrued to him as philosopher and
theologian, poet and musician (a veritable Tristan of Brittany
incarnate) gained for him—alas for both!-—his Heloise and their
destiny of calamity.

The most dangerous part of Abelard’s message, both for the
faith which he held sincerely, and for his own personal safecty, lay
in his conviction that a knowledge of God can be attained by rea-
son—as it had been by thc Greeks—and that such knowledge.
consequently, is not confined to the Christian world. At the hour of
his death he was at work on a Dialogue between a Philosopher, a
Jew, and a Christian %% wherein this point was to be made and
Christianity represented not as a mythology of incredible tcnets,
but as “the total verity, which includes all others within it.” '?
The approach to God by reason implicd the rcasonablencss of
God and that what reason cannot accept need not, and indeed
cannot, be believed. “He that is hasty to trust,” Abclard oncc had
written, “is light-minded.” Further: “The doctors of the Church



THE BALANCE 397

ghould be read, not with the necessity to believe, but with liberty to

' judge-”“l And to drive this last point home, in his important
work Sic et Non (“Yes and No”), he presented a series of con-
trary opinions, drawn from the Fathers, on all the leading disputes
of the theology of his time. “By doubting we are led to inquire, by
inquiry we perceive the truth,” he wrote; and of those who argued
that we are not to reason in matters of faith, he asked, with a cut
that could not be answered:

How, then, is the faith of any people, however false, to be re-
futed, though it may have arrived at such a pitch of blindness as
to confess some idol to be the creator both of heaven and of
earth? As, according to your own admission, you cannot reason
upon matters of faith, you have no right to attack others upon a
matter with regard to which you think you ought yourself to be
unassailed.!!?

Abelard was harried from pillar to post for his views, driven
throughout his mutilated life from one monastic haven to another.
On one occasion he was compelled to burn his own book with
his own hands (“So it was burnt,” he wrote of this brutal event,
“amid general silence”); and to read aloud then the Athanasian
Creed (“the which I read amid sobs and tears as well as 1
might”). He was sent to a convent ncar Soissons, which had ac-
quired the reputation of a penitentiary through the stern dis-
cipline of its abbot Geoffrey and his frequent use of the whip,
from which he was presently released, only to fall into more
trouble, and then more, until at one point he fled to a forest her-
mitage, to which, when it was found, students flocked, and it be-
came itself a monastery; from which, however, he then took flight
again for fcar of the fierce power of that saintly lover of God’s
love and singer of the Song of Songs, Saint Bernard of Clair-
vaux. “God knows,” he wrote of those terrible ycars, “that at
times I fell into such despair that 1 proposed to myself to go off
and live the life of a Christian among the enemies of Christ.” 113
Abelard was indeed Tristan as the mutilated Grail King, and he
stands symbolic for his time and for the sterilization of heart, body,
and mind that the Waste Land theme represents.

And yet the schoolrooms in Paris in which he had lectured be-
came, within'a generation, largely through his influence, the lead-
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ing university of Europe; and it was chiefly there that the great
scholastic movement came into being, of which Aquinas was to be
the culminating master. The Church today is rightly proud of the
intellectual splendor of this movement, which, however, in its own
time, as a flowering of free creative thought, was greatly fearcd
and finally broken. So that actually the fate of its initiator, Abc-
lard—the Waste Land theme of the agony of his life—had been
the announccment, as in a symphony, of all the passages to follow,
through which, in amplification, demonstration, variation, culmin-
ation, and dénouement, the same dreadful murder of light and lifc
by grim power (the art of the systematic exercise of power by men
over mcn) was to be rehearsed.

The optimistic aim of this movement had been to prove that
Greek philosophy and biblical supernaturalism, reason and reve-
lation, are not absolutely incompatible, but, as far as rcason
rcaches, in accord; revelation extending, however, beyond. For ex-
ample, in Aquinas's words, from his Summa Theologica:

To know in a general and confused way that God exists is im-
planted in us by nature, inasmuch as God is man’s beatitude.
For man naturally desires happiness, and what is naturally de-
sired by man is naturally known by him. This, however, is not to
know absolutely that God exists; just as to know that someonc
is approaching is not thc same as to know that Peter is ap-
proaching, even though it is Pcter who is approaching; for there
arc many who imaginc that man’s perfect good, which is happi-
ness, consists in riches, and others in plcasures, and others in
somcthing else.!'*

The Greek philosophers, most notably Aristotle, had gonc.
according to the schoolmen, as far as natural reason could in dem-
onstrating questions of this kind; however, that God was a Trinity,
of which Jesus Christ was the Second Person, who, furthcrmore.
had been begotten by the Third, to be born then of a Virgin, cru-
cified, and buried, only to rise again three days later and ascend to
Heaven, where he sits now at the right hand of the First Pcrson. no
ignorant Greek, not even Aristotle, could ever have come to
know—opartly, of course, because nothing of the kind had yet oc-
curred in the fourth century B.C.; but also because that is not the
kind of truth to be arrived at by syllogism.
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That which is proposed to be belicved equally by all is
equally unknown by all as an object of science [states Aquinas].
Such are the things that are of faith absolutely. Consequently,
faith and science are not about the same things.

Unbelievers are in ignorance of things that are of faith, for
neither do they see or know them in themselves, nor do they
know them to be credible. The faithful, on the other hand, know
them, not as by demonstration, but by the light of faith which
makes them see that they ought to believe them.—The argu-
ments employed by holy men to prove things that are of faith
are not demonstrations; they are cither persuasive arguments
showing that what is proposed to our faith is not impossible, or
else they are proofs drawn from the principles of faith, i.e., from
the authority of Holy Scripturc. Whatever is based on these
principles is as well proved in the eyes of the faithful as a con-
clusion drawn from self-cvident principles is in the eyes of all.
Hence, theology is a science. . . .19

Dante in his Divina Commedia, half a century aftcr Aquinas’s
Summa, represented the logic of this hicrarchy of truths—natural
and supernatural, reasonablc and rcvcaled—in his imagery of the
two guides of his soul, Virgil and Beatricc. The first, the pagan
poet, conducts the confuscd Christian out of the dangerous “dark
wood,” * safely past the pits of Hell and up the World Mountain
of Purgatory, to the Earthly Paradise on its summit. There, how-
ever, Beatrice greets him, to become his guide aloft, in Christian
charity and faith, to the beatific vision of God.

Not all, however, nor even a majority, of the creative spirits of
those centuries, striving to bring Moses, Paul, and Aristotle to
- their knces togcther before the tabernacle of the consecrated Host,
were found by the authorities to be facing in the right dircction.
Creativity, after all, is not conformity, and there was a lot going on
in the young universities of those days that could not be brought
into fellowship with the Athanasian Creed. For instance, the most
celebrated Averroist of Aquinas’s time, the Master Siger of Bra-
bant—who had the luck to have left France before the French in-
quisitor Simon du Val arrived, November 23, 1277, to apprchend
and question him—is reported to have put forward, if not actually
to have held, such vicws (suggesting Asia) as the following: That
the created world is eternal and that, since the world is eternal, the

* Supra, pp. 106-107.
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same species of crcatures arc bound to reappear, so to spcak in 3
circular way, succeeding cach other in the same order as before,
and so on indefinitely. Further, that the supreme felicity of man in
this life formally consists in the intellectual act by which his intel-
lect understands the essence of the intcllect that is God; and
moreover, that for the human intellect the intellection by which
God is understood is God himself.11¢

On January 18, 1277, therefore, three ycars after Aquinas’s
death, Pope John XXI wrote to the Bishop of Paris, Etienne Tem-
pier, to ascertain the number, nature, and sourccs of the reported
“errors” then being circulated in his precinct; and on March 7 of
the same fatcful year the bishop, accordingly, issued a stunning
condemnation of no less than two hundred and nincteen philosoph-
ical propositions, which delivered the coup de grdce to philosophy
as an exercise within the sanctuary of the Church. A few days later
the Archbishop of Canterbury endorsed this so-called Condemna-
tion of 1277, and on April 28 a second lettcr of Pope John pre-
scribed measures for its implementation. Among the propositions
scored were the following (and what is most remarkable and sig-
nificant here is the fact that we do not possess thc books or even
know the names of the authors of any of these thoughts; so that
were it not for their mention in this condemnation, we should not
have known that such thoughts arose and were taught in the Mid-
dle Ages):

That the Christian religion hinders cducation. That there arc
falsehoods and errors in the Christian religion as in all others. That
one does not know more for knowing theology. That what the thco-
logians say rests upon myths. That true wisdom is the wisdom of
the philosophers, not of theologians, and that therefore there is no
state superior to the practice of philosophy. That man’s good is in
the rational sciences, from which knowledge flow the natural moral
virtues described by Aristotle, these making up all the happiness
accessible to man in this life, after which there is no other. That
there are no other virtues possible, none supernaturally infused:
and that we should therefore return to thosc virtues that Aristotle
reserves for an élite and which are not made for the poor. That if
the world is eternal, it is because God cannot not producc it, and if
the world is such as it is, it is because God cannot produce it other
than it is. For from the first principle, which is one, there can come
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only 2 single effect, which is similar to it; God, therefore, cannot
jmmediately and frecly produce a plurality of effects, but the mul-
tiplicity of things presupposcs a multiplicity of intermediary causes
whose existence is necessarily required for their own.

This 28th condemned proposition is to be carefully noted
[comments Professor Gilson], for it is of capital importance for
the understanding of the subsequent history of medieval philos-
ophy and theology: the Primary Principle can be the cause of
different effects here below only through the medium of other
causes, because nothing which transmutes can effect transmuta-
tions of several sorts, without itsclf being transmuted. To main-
tain this principle was radically to deny the liberty and omnipo-
tence of the Christian God. The Jewish and Christian God was
not only able to create at a single stroke the world with the mul-
tiplicity of beings it holds, he still could intervene in it freely at
any instant, cither directly to create in it human souls or to act
miraculously and without the intervention of sccondary causes;
between Yahweh and the Greco-Arabian god * from whom
effects proceed onc by one and according to a necessary order
no conciliation was possible. Before the condemnation, Philip
the Chanccllor, William of Auvergne, Bonaventure, and others
had already perceived their incompatibility; from 1277 on, all
the theologians knew it. The condemnation of 1277 is a land-
mark in the history of mediaeval philosophy and theology.
. . . Instead of carrying on its effort to conquer philosophy by
renovating it, scholasticism acted on the defcnsive. At that very
moment, its golden age came to an end.!?

And at that very moment, also, institutional Christianity was fin-
_ ished as a creative force in Europcan life. For not only had its God
dropped back once more into the Bible, but there were prescntly
two popes, then threce (the Great Schism 1377-1417); after
which, two Christianities, then a hundred (Martin Luther, 1483—
1546). And meanwhilc the new theological tone had becn set by
the powerful chancellor of the still supreme University of Paris,
John Gerson (d. 1429), the pious power-man chiefly responsible
for the exccution of John Huss,'® the whole sense of whose influ-

ential work entitled Against Vain Curiosity in Matters of Faith

* N.B. The Greco-Arabian god here meant is not the god of the Koran,
but the god described by the philosophers and already condemned by Mos-
lem orthodoxy a century and a half before the blast from Paris.
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(1402, 1403) he himself epitomized in the words from the Gos-
pel according to Mark 1:15: “Repent and belicve the gospel.”
That, for him, was thc whole of Christianity. And from there
to our contemporary great Protestant, Karl Barth, with his
“leap of faith,” or back the other way to Paul and Tertullian—
credo quia ineptum—where (exactly where?) is creative thought?
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1. The Turning Wheel of Terror-Joy

Ihe origins of Arthurian romance

were Celtic.! However, beneath and behind the Celtic stratum lay
the widely disseminated neolithic and Bronze Age mythic and ritual
heritage, which had originated in great stages, c. 7500-2500 B.c.,
in the earliest agricultural and city-state communities of the nu-
clear Near East and represents finally the fundamental spiritual
heritage of all higher civilization whatsoever.? Its diffusion from
the matrix—the mythogenetic zone, as I have termed it—where it
first took form as a profoundly inspired intuition of an all-governing
cosmic order, carried its heavily charged imagery to every quarter
of the cultivated earth. Hence the Celtic myths of the Great God-
dess and her consort dwelling in the fairy hills, Land under Waves,
Land of Youth, or Isle of Women (Arthurian Avalon), participate
in a world tradition, of which they represent the remotest north-
westward extension.

Moreover, the later, Iron Age features of the popular Celtic
legends of the chariot-warriors of King Conchobar and giant-men of
Finn Mac Cumbhaill likewise are of the widest distribution. Stem-
ming from a second mythogenetic zone, the broad grasslands of
Eastern Europe and Southwest Asia, the matrix of the Aryan races,
they belong to the brilliant hunting-herding-fighting complex of
male-oriented patriarchal legendry that was carried by tough, war-
loving, widely ranging nomads—masters of the horsec and inven-
tors of the war chariot—westward as far as to Ireland, eastward
even to China, and southward to Italy, Greece, Anatolia, India,
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and Egypt; so that the chariots, battle hymns, and battle-rcady
gods of the Vedas, Homer, and the Irish epics arc akin, as variant
developments of this single Aryan, Indo-Celtic, Indo-Germanic,
or, as it is now commonly called, Indo-European complex.
Furthermore, the interactions of the conquering gods and heroes
of this later, patriarchal mythology, on one hand, and the local,
earth-bound, earth-fructifying goddesses and thcir consorts—
guardians of the order of mother-right—on the other, cxhibit
analogous features wherever the two contrary systems came to-
gether, clashed, and finally, perforce, amalgamated. In some areas
—India and Ireland, for example—the point of view and mythic
order of the earlicr Bronze Age civilization held its own, absorbed
the other, and finally bccamc dominant in the combination, where-
as in others—most notably in Continental Europe, the classic land
of the palcolithic hunt, to which the art of the great caves of
Altamira, Lascaux, Trois Freres, Tuc d’Audoubert, and the rest,
bears a testimony of some thirty thousand years—the moral and
spiritual order represented by the Aryan battle-gods prevailed.
Neverthcless, in the main, like features are evident everywhere,
here stressing one, there the other side of the interaction. And as
we have seen, it was out of one such arena of mythogenic super-
fetation—the well-named “fertile crescent,” again, of thc nuclear
Near East—that the late classical, Hellenistic, and Roman mystery
cults developed, of which the Christian sect was a popular, non-
esoteric, politically manageable, state-supported variant, wherein
symbols that in others were read in a mystic, anagogical way.
proper to symbols, were reduced to a literal sense and referred to
supposed or actual historical events. Together, official Christianity
and a number of the mystic traditions (Orphic and Mithraic.
Gnostic, Manichaean, and so forth) were carried by Roman arms
and colonization to northern Europe, and there, following the vic-
tories of Constantine (324 A.D.) and promulgation of the Thco-
dosian Code (438 A.D.)—which banned in the Roman Empire all
beliefs and cults save the Christian—the mysteries, like a secret
stream, went underground, whilc the same symbols that were there
being employcd in rites of initiation as anagogic metaphors were
enforced officially, above ground, as reports of hard historic fact.
In that bold and learned study of the legend of the Grail to
which T. S. Eliot refers in his footnotes to The Waste Land, Miss
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Jessie L. Weston’s From Ritual to Romance (published 1920), it
is suggested that the rites of a mystery cult of this subterranean
kind may lie at the root of the Grail tradition: some such esoteric
sect as we have seen indicated in the sacramental bowls of Figures
3and 4,11 and 12,

C’est del Graal dont nus ne doit
Le secret dire ne conter. . . .

So states the so-called “Elucidation” attached by some unknown
redactor to Chrétien de Troyes’ unfinished Perceval:* “The tale
is of the Grail, of which none may speak or recount the secret.”
But as Miss Weston reminds us, the rites of the Christian Church
were never secret; nor are the fertility rites of the primitive nature
cults, Taken together with the general atmosphere of wonder, mys-
tery, quest, and initiation that pervades the Grail tradition, these
two lines would therefore seem to indicate a relationship of some
kind between the enigmatic symbols displayed in the Castle of the
Grail and the rites of the late classical mystery sects. In these lat-
ter, we have seen, the earlier field-cult symbols of vegetal fertility
were turned to the ends of inward spiritual fructification, waken-
ing, and rebirth. Furthermore, as we have also seen, the native
Celto-Germanic gods of northern Europe were identified in Ro-
man times with their Greco-Roman counterparts, and so made
available for service in local extensions of the classical mystery
tradition. The Irish sea-god Manannan Mac Lir was the northern,
Celtic analogue of Neptune (Greek Poseidon), who in turn—as
disclosed at the culminating moment of the brothel scenc of Ulys-
ses *—was the Occidental counterpart of Shiva. In the Hel