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A Lette rom harjory Da

by Nan Braude
Berkeley California

Dear Ruth,

You remember that we were playing around with the ides nf
writing each other make-believe adventures in our letters in
order to liven up a dull summer? Well, I was all set to exercise

ny lmagination for your amusement when 1t became unnecessary:
e In real 1ife have

the things that have been happening to m
been far more exeiting than the wildest stuff that I could
possibly dream up.

It all began when I discovered--quite by acecident-~-that the
bleyele-and-toy shop downstairs is actually the West Coast head-
quarters for U,N.C.L.E.}!! It happened this way: several people
have suggested to me that since I llve so far from campus it

ent in to see if they

might be a good idea to get a bike, So I w
had any second-hand ones. As I entered the shop, there was a man
at the counter who looked as though he was about to go behind it;
but when I appeared he turned away rather hastily and began to
price skateboards. The suddenness of his action atiracted my
attention, and his back looked vaguely familiar, so under cover
of examining bikes I watched him. When he fturned around, I got
the shock of my l1life: it was Illya Kuryakin, I pretended to be
engrossed in Schwinn Roadsters, and when I turned my back a
moment, he vanished--obv1ously via a seeret entrance behind the

counter,

Three days later T was 1in Bot®s', buying an ice cream cone
(Burgundy cherry), when I heard this Russian-accentegd volce
vehind me say, "One smail cone, Burgundy cherry, please." It
was hin again. (Actually, it was he.) I deciged to seize Time
by the forelock while the iron was hot. I turned and said
slowly, in a voice laden with meaning and lumpy with signifi-
cant pauses, "Do you know, Burgundy cherry has alwvays been my
favorite flavor. I have a favorite uncle (pause) who always
used to bring me Burgundy cherry cones." He turred and gave me
his full attention. His dark glasses stared Intensely into
mine. I continued, "My uncle works for the Early English Text
soclety...in a confidential capacity." This made 1+ clear that
I knew who and what are really behind EETS, and that I was a

¥erson to be trusted.

He scowled at me for a minute and then asked, "Is your...
uncle...by any chance a clergyman?"
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"Why, yes," I said brightly. "As a matter of fact, he's 4
Canon of York Cathedral." His scowl lessened, but only a little;
he asked Uncle Edmond's name, and if I lived in the neighborhoo.
But just as I thought things were getting interesting, the naa
behind the counter handed him his ice cream cone, and he left.

(I mean Illya left; the counterman at Botts® may be seen there
to this very day.) I was so. crushed that I could hardly swzllow
my ice cream. I Dbenesun |

But the very next night, as I.was finishing up my dinner
dishes, there came a knock at the door (a sound which, as Charles
Lamb says, is not exceeded in interest by many others, urvan or
rural). I opened the little blind that ‘oovers the window ir t.e
door, and :
there he
was again!
Needless
to say, 1
let him in.
Over a cup
of tea (I'm
80 glad I
brought the
Wedgwood
teapot back
with me: I
KNEW 1t
would come
in handy),
he told me
that he had
suspected
I'd recog-
nized him
and had had
my back-
ground
checked out
to see if I
were a sus-
picious
character.
(Just as
I'd antiecl-
pated after
our conver-
sation in
Jottst,.) I
care through
the security
clearance
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with flylng colors, naturally--I wonder if U.N.C.L.E. asked Unecle
&dmond to vouch for me:-what he must have thought!!--and Illya
vwas there to ask me %o keep quiet about him (N.B. YOU are hereby
sworn to secrecy, toc), and (unbelievably) U.N.C.L.E. wanted to
ask me to help them in a very important affalr. You can imagine
with what alacrity I assented. It was then he explained about
the toy shop being West Coast headquarters, and asked me to come
in the next afternoon for a briefing.

The next day I met Ililya, by ‘appointment, three paces to the
left of the Nutty Putty counter, and he took me through the secret
entrance. No less a person than Mr. Waverly himself was there.

{I learned later that it was very unusual for him to leave N.Y.,
out he'd been in S.P. for some preparations in connection with

the anniversary of the founding of the UN. He was very charming
and gracious to me, though his grand manner at flvst pade me feal

4 bit like a Byelorussian peagant with atraw in my hair:; and he
gave me his personal assurance that there wasn't a word of truth

in Max Rafferty's charge that the PSM uas THRUSH-inspired.) . Solo
was there, too, of course, and the bearded agent. named Kittredge--
it turns out that he really is & grandson of George Lyman Xittredge.

The affair in which they wanted my help was as follows:
Three weeks before, Solo and Illya had gone %o Long Island to
rendezvous with an U.N.C.L.E. agent who had been operating in
3erkeley, disguised as a checker in the Co-ap. But when they
arrived at the meeting place, they found the man dying; he‘d
veen terribly clawed, apparently by a iion. He was just able to
gasp out the words, "Hearst Greek Theatre." Solo, Illya, and
Kittredge immediately came out to Berlteley, but their investiga-
tions were hampered by the fact that campus cops kept throwing
them off University grounds when they were unable to identify
themselves as students. Here, of course, is where I came in:
as a bona fide student, my freedom of movemeni on campus is
restricted only as to time, place, and manner; and I could
Investigate the Greek Theatre to my heart’'s content. A1l
U.N,C.L.E. knew was that {1) THRUSH had some sort of diaboliecal
plot scheduled for June 12, and (2) the Greelk Theatre was some-
how connected with it. They wanted me to look forp anything
suspilcious at the Theatre while they hung around Berkeley iooking
for the spoor of THRUSH. (Kittredge sat at a iittle table in
frent of the Forum playing bongos, Solo was the new checker ac
the Co-op, and Illya kept skateboarding down Rancroft to see if
ne could pick up anything from the RF erowd. All he got out of
that was the Northwest Intercollegiate Slalom Championship. )

They knew, of course, that June 12 was UC graduation day,
but. They eould not conceive how THRUSH intended to profit from
the fact. I told them that I was eligible 0 atveni graduation,
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since 1 was receiving an advanced degree, and that I could et
two of tThem in on the free tickets to which I was entitled. The
plan as we finally worked 1t out was that Sclo and Kittredge
would be in the audience, posing as my uncles (!), and that Illys
would try to find some way to sneak in among the members of tie
procession. I promised to try to find someone I krnew who had
arranged to take part in the ceremony but had decided aja inst ¢
at the last minute, (I finally managed it by drugging iitclael
Varren in the I-House Coffee Shop--obviously he didn‘'t nctice
the taste of the “hisral hydrate in THAT coffee--and purleinine
his academic regatia. )

June 12 was a 1lovely day, and the ceremony waent of wishicus
a hitch. So did our plot, with the exception or tusg fact thut
Illya, disguised a3 warren, M., was oblliged by the exigenciss o
the alphabet to be a®s the opposite end of the graduate countingent
of the procession from me, and s0 we were unable to communicate
when 1 made my imp.rtant discovery. And it's lucky I made 't.
for from his seat he could never have seen the significant
gesture which gave away the THRUSH plot.

Khen President Kerr got up to deliver the sain comnencement
address, he came forward ecarrvying a Lulky mass of rapers--aotes
for his speech, announcements, efc. Yhen he put then Jdown cn
the lectern, a few slipped to the floor. He bent down., retrieve.
them, and was ready ©o speak, all before the welcopdng applauze
had ceased. But oniy I, seated as I was at the far end cf the
front row, was in a position to notice one curious cesture hLe
made. As he swept the fallen papers together; he shoved sone
thing under the lectern. I would have thought notlhiing of it,
but he made no attempt to retrieve it, which seemed odd, since
the things he dropped were supposedly important enough tc bhe
worth bending over to pick up in front of a ciowd--an act which
would certainly have embarrassed ME! But in another half-zecon:
I knew I was on to something; for, as he rose, he looked arcund
at us, in a manner which I can only descrive as stealthy, to zee
if he had been observed. And he caught me staring at him! I
immediately turned and began gazing out at the crowd, as if tivirg
to pick out my velatives, but I knew my attempt at deception was
futile. I longed to tell one of the U.N.C.L.E. men, but they
might as well have been on the moon for all the chance there
was of communication with them.

But there was worse to come. After thnat uvrief clash o ayes
with Kerr, I concentrated on devising a method for getting ¢ot
without his noticing me in the recessional procession (which %was,
inevitably, Aida). I had completely forgotten that the preseatatio-
of degrees would come first. You see, on account of the aize
the graduating class they don't hand out the bachelor's degrve o
individually; but advanced degrees are presented--by President



cwark Kerr. When jg nane was called, I panicked. Por one wild
coment I fhouyght © By b Lt gy ses bed but then T realized that
tie resulignt sragl weed HAnlallidvly attraet “just the attention I
wisned to avold, 1.wentiaeroes: the stage, my knees knocking under
0y ¥obe and wy Jpce carefuldy set in the requisite blank expres-
2i0n. 1 tried to avelid Kerr's eyes, but when he took my hand in
the ritual hnandshake, “e gripped 1t 80 hard that tears came to

ay eyes. Involuntariiy I glanced up at him,"'and the look in hia
eyes nearly withered ne. I was absolutely terrified: I felit like
# 18bbif mewnerized by 2 oobra., If you've seen Xerr orvr nile
pictire, vou know how mlic+he'looks, but tor that moment he made
Torquerada. 1ook ilwes walter Mitty," Mo knew my name now,  of
course; and in those' Pew saconds“T'kaow he committed every,«line
¢® my rather undistinguishedwphyaﬁbgnﬁmy Tr Y memoary like,a ste=i
trap. Jileatiy ttertnpd le8perate praver'' n Saints Teresa .of
Avila and Thoras agulmass I managed to %ake -y alploma and get
vack Lo 15 saat without Lotheving,

At the lirst availavlelopportunity, T collsred Iliya in the
disrobing area and poured out my '8tory. At fipst he was inelined
to discount 1% ae (I auote) "the excesses of the overstimulated
inagination of a romantieism bordering on merbidity,” but he
yeallized 1 was 1n eaznest when I showed him the blond on my
Clogey where Nerr's: Lron #rlp had made my ring cut the soft
flesh bhelow the knuckle. After my fingsr had been bandaged
(1llya Wad gavze and. adhesiye tape in his poctat), we turned
in our acadsnle. gowns and went 'to meet Solo and Kitvredge at a
prealdanged rendezvous point. ‘When Tlirn end T had £11312Q them
in, they dgpieed that nothing ©ould be duns unt:! the crowd had
impa1tad, et that slter that we ' nuset waste no time, for THRUSY
nicnE changs, thelr plans in the Q}ght of' my inccovenient discovery.

Thag wénft whatever-1t-is be in piain sight ®hen they move
tiat Reccara?: objected Kittredge! ""lt's not a permanent
::'ﬁf.‘t-’illéi_:ig‘i]o 4 ' T} Wi o7 TS oS

I qulekly explaineds "The ' Greek Trieatr~ has trapdonors in

She Mzery tney used them for'the*finallexit_tooﬂell scene in
faustus,  And the lectern is sitting right on top of one of
e L It's sufficlently larger than the opening not o fall

¢ ant 1711 bet the microphone wires are connected through the
'2p tc the Theatre electrical system Tf whateover it wos that
i. Qropped was small enough to he'hidden 1n those paners, it
¢n't Le noticed in among the cables down the e ®

They arreed with.my hypothesis. ' Ssio set Xitiredge fo waich
“va the first aveilable chence to Search the trapdonr ares, zpg
& g8 1%, while he Pollowed Kerr in hopes that he would lead us
4o THRUSHE. TIllya was detailed fo keep &n eve on me. ip ~ase Kev»
#elded Liat ks only witness should be elimine ~=q They thoughi
"¢ sale in the apartment aince 1 hadn't reristazed ny new

—~



acdress with the University yet, anag Kexrr had no way to locate
me. Solo told Kittredge to rYEport there, and he'd join us 1 ¢
and when he found out anythings if not, he'q call.

Kittredge, as it turned out, didn't show til] 4fter 2§ he
had to wait until the cleaning erew finished at the Theatiw; and
then, when he'd picked up the nacket Xerp dropped, he was aluost
caught by a couple of THRUSH agents and had to lose trem in the
Serkeley hills before he could safely join us. Arcund 8ix,
Illya and I got tired of walting and went down to the Cowop anad
bought a steak and some green” vegetables for 4Ainneyr. AlCerwsvia
we sat around over creme de -acao and froitlesa speculations, I
®¥as STill bemused at Mlark Keyr, “of all paople, Lelin: z THLOSH
agent; but illya €iplained that U,N.C,L.E. hag suspected Tup a
long time that he was one of thelyr satraps. They alsc, ieilevs
that a number of the Regents are involved--Casxter I particular,
We were at a loss, however, s figure out what Kery had dropped
#nd what on earth THRUSH could be Up to in the Creex Thestrs.

Our first question vas aniwered whern Kittiedge ar ived with
the parcel. He and Iliye took it apart Iin wy Litehen aiak while
I watched nervously from the doorway, ready to Lolt, ™e device
which was about the size of a pack of clgarettes, was an atoric
time bomb, set to go off at 9;:30! Portunately the Ciming device
was the first thing they discrnnected. Kittredge opiried that
the megnitude of the explogsion would be about 7.5 vegatons, 1t
was easy enough to see that the bomt nad to e plaated at that
time so that Kerr could get to the stage of the Crevlt Theatre
without anyone wondering why he should be there--after all, ne
one 3uspects the commencement speaker of heing Bp o dirty work
at the crossrpads! Aand at any other time the President of tre
University would be tor conspicuous a figure, whose presencea
would attract attention. But why, why, WHY (we wondered des .
perately) would THRUSH want to biow up the Greek Theatre in the
first place?

It was almnst midnight when Solo
arrived, bringing the solution to the
problem. {(I'd just put on the Fourth pot
of coffee.) He'qd followed Kerr to hnis
norme and watched him through the study
window, Kory made g long-distance phone
call {U.N,C.L.E. later had it traced; it
was 0 a pay phone in Poughkezpsie). Then
lie unlocked a secret draver in his desk,
took out what appeared to be some sort of
vap; glanced at it, nodded, refurned it %o
tie drawer, and locked it. Tnen for saven
8cild hours, while Solo fumed with impa-
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tience outside the wlndow, Kerr werked on his speech for the
OCLA commencement, Finally Kerr left the room. After 2limbing
a vine to make sure that Korr had really gone to bed, Solo cut
tha burglar alam: and entered the study window. Picking the
izek on the sscret Amawer, he removed the map, copled it on
ferrts own Xerox machine, put it back, relocked the drawer. and
departed with the copy. Hopefully, Kerr will never know that
the drawer and wap have heen tampersd with,

We all huddled together to examine the map. It was like
nething I had ever seen hefore: a weird conglomeration of curved
lines, crossad by aseveral very broad stralght ones, with a cirecle
and a rectangle, the latter avove and to the left of the former,
added by hand, I stared at it uncomprehendingly. Why should
sueh an utterly strance document somehow Look familiave 1
squinted at it. With ny eyes half-closed, I could see only the
broad 1ines. 4hey formed a pattern that was vaguely reminiscent
of something I°d sean recently. But I couwldn't think of any
streets in RBerkeley thavt looked quite lile that.

"It's some sort of geodetic map," I heard Illys say,

"Wnat's that?” I asked, my philological instinets arovsed
by the unfamillar word.

"4 map that shows the configuration of subsuwrface areas,"”
he repliad urhelpfully,

"Svel as?"”
"Oh, rock layers, oil deposits, things like thset,"

WHERE tad I lowked at a map like that recently? I remembered
a copy of Selentific American that I had inadvercently picked up
in the Great Rall; it had hag an article about California in it,
an axrticle about...

"BARTHQUAKES!" I yelled, startling Iliya 8o much that he
dropped a half-full cup of coffee on my new rug.

"¥hen people have them, they are calied fits." he said
(tather nastily, I thought),

"No, no, yeu don't understand. .I saw an article on the
Caiifomia fault areas just the other day that had the same map,
only without all those curved lines. And THAT," I pointed tri-
umphantly to the broad line near the top of the map, "is the
Sayward Fault., And it runs right under ithe Creck Theatre "



Solo bent nuer fhe man. "hen thart

cirele, which sits arn
the line, must roprezent tre Thaeatre. Dut what Ls the othey
building, the pectangle?”

I rummaged through my vovks until I found an old Schadiie
and Directory, and opened it tc the cawmpus map. "Thers's ualy
one building in that position relative to the Greek Theatze. -t .
lawrence Radiation Laboratory?"

“Of course!” exclaimed Solo, knocking over hia eup §n his
excitement. "The Laboratory is too well guarced Tor Miilth -
attack it directly. But a 7.5.megaton explosion in the Creex
Theatre wouid be tound to start an eartihguake big enougn to
destroy the lab. And the .S, atomic energy program woulidl Ye
set back yesrs by rr: damage."

"Not to mentin: 11l the innocent pecple who wulld Afe of
radiation, " said Ki redge grimly. "I we hadn't Pound tlst loni.,

"You mean, if 18 youngz lady hadn't spotted Rexx planting
it," interrupted Il.iya gallantly from the floor, where Lie wss
mopping up 8pilled coffee with one of my guod Asmask L ver o7: FARE
kins., For that remark I ncarly forgave iim his ¢rack atoub Pitsa,

Ed

Well, that's about all thatis happzned sc fay thls swmer,
Unfortunately, mothing could be pinned on Xerr. A seaich of his
house later fourd no trace cf the maps there must have Le-n soie
sort, of alamm device to show that the drawer had Heen tanpered
with. And we'd destruvyed the bomb, Sc we hnave nc evidence against
him. Since he knew I was responsible for the faiiure of his paut,
I made up my mind to get ouf of Berkeley lInstanter. I'd already
written to Columbja and Fenn for catalogues when I tot a long-
distance call from Waverly in N.¥Y. He asked me to stay on at
UC, tc keep my eyes open, a&s a personai favor to him. He promised
me that U.N.C.L.E. would protect me, and theyire going to pay une
the equivalent of a University Fellowship for my ¢time and trouble.
Rather a switch from a Wnodrow Wilson! Seolo ang Co. have gone
back to N.Y., but the loecal U.N.C.L.E. agents drop in for ceffee
now and again. Now I have only three probvlems left:

(1; My tncomplete for Alpers.

(2) Possible revenge by Kerr.

(3) How am I going to explaln all thouse coffee stains
on my brand-new rug to the manager?

Your aflfectionate friend,
Marjory Daw
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wook what they‘ve done to Strider.
They 've goae and made him a king,
Ad it 1ever would've hapoened,
Except for that awful Ring

He nught to be in a tavern,

Having a dvink or a smoke,

Trading tales with a friend or two,
Cr singing, or telling a Joke,

With a good wood roof above him,
And a flre to warm his bones.
lnstead he's playing foolishly
With foriresses and thrones.

So, now we’ll sing King Elessar,
Wher winter nights are long,
And T1'd rather be the Singexr
Than the subject of the song.

-- E.A,

Arnason



Ceou nzclonaid s Dreamers
another 1In the serieg: and then we wrote for the Victoria~
mythelogy seminar

by Ruth Berman

Near the beginning and near the end 9f his career as a
writer, George MacDonald wroce two dream-romances, Fhaibastes
(185€) and Lilich (i895). In .between he wrote a numoser o1
reallistic novels, now forgoiten, although they werse pupulai thed,
and a few fairy tales {or children.  His three book- -lexwgtn chil-
dren's stories, At the Pack of the Nortn Wind, The ¥i;incens and
the Goblin, and The Princess and Gurdie, are his uest-wuowa and,
{ndeed, his best bonka. They have become classics of childyen's
literature, ranking cloce to the work nf one of haciboraid®s
friends: Lewis Catr~-~il

Carroll. an¢ M.« are far apart in tone and thene., In
Carroll, the tonec 1o teri. ¢ contrnlled by laughter; the resder is
not frightened, because, after all, 1t's only nunsense {"but.” sald
the Red Queen, "I've heard nonsense, compared witin which that
would be as sensible as a dictionary"). Allce gains couatrol of
her environment ard wakes into the real world ocut ol Loth Wonder-
land and Looking-glass land by refusing, in the end. to take the
world on their tems: "Who cares for you? You're notiuing but a
pack of cards," she tells the Wonderland court. and she tells
the Red Cueen in Looking-glass land, "&s for you, I1'll shake you
into a kitten, that I will." “he terrvrs in FHacbDonalld's falry
tales -- the rough life of the London poor, the feayful goblins,
the wicked servants -- are openly frightening. fThere is little
comedy. The child-heroes overcome the terrors only with the aid
of semi-divine, maternal women.

It is curicus to reflect that both Machonald and Carrcll
were intended for the ministry., Maclonald was fired fron his
fivst kirk for his leanings toward sucn heretical doctrines as
redenption (eventually) for everyoune, including animals, and he
tuned ©o wrlting for a tiving; Carrcil was oimdalned as a deacun.
tut stusk to his mathematics {and nis writing and theater-going
and assorted hobbies) instesd of procecding further in the church.,
seeh men professed a deep falth in Christlanity, yet the Alice
LuoKs are devold of any {igures of reliable authority, and Facboen
ali's figures of authority are nearly all wothers. Carroil iid
attempt to poriray father-figures in his fascinating fallure,
s;ivie and Bruno, but the Warden of Jutlarnt, Arthur Forrester «an?
tie Tari are dull lifeless charactesrs. In @ach of MacDoaall's
twu adult f{antasies, there 1s a lfather-Clgure. the kKnight aq
wiarn Mr. Raven, but they work jointly with thelr wives.

Suth men turned to fantasy a8 a wo. 0f deallng with the
worle, fturning experilences of thce spirit into physical Journeya
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tooough symvolle landiscapes. They had, then, 1o create mying
roverning the wovsings cf thelr dream-lands, and in doing so
Ligy cyeated rytholusies widely different from the myth teo whiehn
L&y nad gliven consciosn alleplance. ‘

In themes, as well as in tone, the ehildrenfs books of the
teie writers were different. The predominant theme in the Allce
iuerd is Alice's seareh for ldentify. Little Diamond, Princess
irene, and Curdle do not experience Alice's self-doubts. Thelr
strugele 13 dgainst active ovil in the world outside and, within
themselves, against lack of falth in the powers combatting those
evils, not a stiugpie to define Fhemselves in the face of active
3uaurdity.

In Liiith, however., MacIunsld takes up the theme of a quest
Tor idenﬁify, combhintag 1t with the themes of a search for faith
and a struggle aguinst avil., MNr. Vane 1s never able to remember
nin name in the Cther Vorld when asked who he iz {as Alfce 13
unsure of her {dentity in Wonderland and unzble to remember her
warvie In Looking -glase land's Wood of No Names).  The raven tells
ain he must make himsel at home by doing somethlng in the=t world.
in fhantgstea the theme 1s reversed; Anodns finds his "chzdow" in
®al;y1and when he opens the Ogresa® cupbnard-dror, snd he spends
168t of the rest of the book frying not o be the self his shadow
froepbs him to be. 2t in addition to being an Everyman in
seareh of himsel? and in search of a faith to live by, Anedos
{who3e nase means either “a way up” or “no way") is also
wiervpoet, hreaking spells of enchantment and arousing cuper-
sitan courape in others Ly means of the power of scng which
ClErully visits him. The lack of thematic unity perhaps makes
trantastes a less satisfactory work of art than Lilith and the
enlidren’s Looks, although i1ta richress [or over. tiehness!
whea 1t fasclirating to read.

The twe adult fantasles include one importantv ithems which
L3, nacessarily, excluded from the children’s books: frustrateq
aeyuaiity. The possiblity of adult sexuality does not seriousiy
¢iter the world of At the Dack of the North Wind. Diamond and
Ranng are too young. = . . &L The end of the Lbook, Diamond
iie3. However, if he did not, it is possible that Nanny's bellef
tiat Diarond must be a little simple-minded to be so gosd and
nay consequent scorn for him would perhaps put Diamond inic The
wnwillingly celivate company of Anodos and Mr. Vane [peing
ani curdie live to reach the traditionzl fairy-tale end; they
a1y and live happily ever after. MacDonald under cuta the
eyilng; thelr marriage is childlesa, and affter their deails
the kingdom erumbles (1lit: +lly and figurativeliy) Stiir, des-
rite the undercutting irn e Princess and Qurdis, Wacberz 'd is




&ble to envision heroes anose lives include happy marriages Lol
in The Princess and Curdic and in some of his short 31Ty taies
(as with the allegorical account of the marriage, life, Zzati,
and re-union beyond death of che boy Mossy and the girl Tanglie

in "The Golden Key").

In Phantastes, Anodos! beloved 13 wife of the knight, and in
Lilith Mr. Vane 18 not to be united with Lona until Resurrection
D3y, "Ine ehildren‘s stories were e¢loser ts the external events
of MacDonald’s life (he married, apparentiy wappily. asd Fed
several children), but it i3 obvlous from the isteasity ¢ s an
tastes and Lilith that Fa Donaid was dealing with lears tiat were
important to hinm. Lani “as aad LiLlith, although separated 1
41 years, teil very much ... same SO0t Of YEOrY an use syil> 7
divinlties in their nythnlogies Thalr landscapes, noweves  are
widely different. ! o 1.:cwcape of Phantastes is eclectile, horrow
ing frTom the Ceiman ..omaiiL) s (especially Novaxis and HoCMann ),
from Spenser's Feer'te Queene, from irmditicnal falzy-tales. ete,
The adventures change greatly in cone from episode 'tu eulsode,
and the geography rmbtles from afrveam t0 wood to caatlie to under-
cround cave €0 islandg io kingdom o another wood without auch
sense of direction. -

The tone of Lilith ls unified and owes less to otier writers
{or owes 1t leas obvioUsly; there is, for exanple, & scere 1n which
kr. Vane meets an old man weeping because g o
the Mother -- Eve, in this context -- will
10t let him dle, but the scene blends so
unobtrusively with Vane's own Fiard =wor
detemmination to accept the sleep cf geath ;
and rebirth that I would not have flelt N
quite certain the old man wss borrowed (=Y g N
from Chaucer’s Pardoner‘s Tale, except il 1
‘hat MacDonald uses a quotation from it ax S T,
3 chapter heading in Phantasteg)and 80 A Wl
documents his familiaricy with the Tsle: £\ "
"dnd on the ground, which is my modres )
gate, ” T knocke with my staf, erlich ang L 2
late./ And say to hire, Leve mother, let /> [
a@ in"). As W.H. Auden said in his \
introduetion to a reprint of the wo ey
stories (New York, Noonday Fress, 1954 [ b
the editlion abridges Phantastes siightiy), N R _
<f Lilith 1s a more satisfaciory book L ™~ Y 4 ]
Boan Ynantastes, one reason is that its EARE v £
aile;orlcal structure is much tighters > A <
L #’e seems no particular reason, one P St
‘#els, why Anodos should have Just the ¥4
wer of adventures which he does have \Ln

Lhey could equally be more or less -- 2
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8 My, Vane's experlences and his spiritual education exaclly
srtnelde, The danger of the c¢hailn adventure story i3 that perv.
nptual novelty gives excitement at the cost of undevrstanding; the
laiscape becomes all the morze vivid and cvedibie to the reader

scanse he 13 made to repeat the journey Adam's Cohtage, to
had-2urrow to Dip-River to Evil-Wood tc Orzshard-Valley o Rocky-
“azur to Hot-Stream to Bulika-Clty several times ™

In Loth books the herwn 13 & young man whose parents died whean
ne was Loo young to remerver them, and who woeturni home to take
ssasession of hils inheritance on nlg 218t birthday Anopdos {inds
4 Jueked desk and lnslide 1t, instead of old family documents, a
241y who says she i3 his grandmother and promiges that he wili
Ywye adventures in Falryland. The next morning the waver in
anudos ' washbasin turns ince a strsam, c¢he flowered zcarpet turns
trtc a meadow, and Anodos ollows the stream into Fairyland. Wr.
¥ane, Collowing what is supposedly Mr. Raven's ghost {actually,
1t is Mr. Raven), finds an attic ronm he had never seen bafore
and in 1t a mirror that lets light fall vhrough into & strange
iandscape, instead of reflecting the light be~k. Van2 stumbles
thrvugh into a world which cuv-exists w.ib This ope, but 18 in »
31 fferent dimension. {Both transitions are effeciive as excit -
ing piot-turns and also as symbois ~- | - sdinerty of likeness
and obJect and the wondrous proper ies | mirore a27re comman to
dreams and maglic as well a3 to postry, snd 80 z2re appropriste
to these dream-fantasies.)

In thelir other worlds, Ancdos and Vane are fed, comfortced,
and given good advice by a series of 4is» old women. Some of the
old women in Phantastes and all of them in Lilith have young
faces or young eyed despite their old age -- a8 trait they share
wlth Frincess Irene’s Grandmother., Anodos mects a #oman who
1ives on the outskirts of Fairyland, the beech tree woman, a
worman who lives on an island in a coftage with four deors leading
to sorrows, and a woman of song who iad besan a cnild until Anndos
bivke her musical globe; Vane meeits Eve and Mara (whose name
means bitterness; she is a lady of sorrows, the caughter of
Adar. and Eve).

Each is glven good advice by a man (in addition %o the
good advice given by the various wemen). Anodos® male adviser
is a knight who is only a minor figure during much of the bool.
fie appears near the beginning and warns3 Arodos against belrg
seduced by the Alder-woman as he himself{ had been. After the
knight has c¢leaned his amor in battle, he re-appears as a noble
figure, wnom Anodns serves as squire and dies for. Vane' s ad-
viser is Mr, Raven {who 1s Adam and also, when he feels like it,
a literal raven, who explains that ez~h man has many =~7veg within
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himself, bird and beast, vegecative and crystalline, ete.)., N,
Faven, uniike the kKnight, dominates his book. His icportance
perhaps reflects MacDonzld’s consclous use of 3ivlical [0UICe S,
but perhaps alseo reflects a Change in MacDonsld's subeonscious
mythology.

Both young men ignore or forget most cf the £v0d advice they
get. Most of the advice Anodos does not follow L8 ol the seer-
ingly-inexplicable variety traditional in falyy -taless donftg open
thie docr, stay away from the alder-maiden and the ash zad the
vgress (even the 0gress glvea him good advice, 1n telling hin ot
to open her cupbuard doGr). Anodos is given soue explanations ¢
some of these prohlbi-ions -- the ash kills men and uses thelr
bodies to fill up his “ollowness, and the alder %s §n leapue, with 1
Mr. Vane is given =some prohibitions of the sane trpes dea't take
Mara's bread on » oir ey (1t turns into a stone), don't trust
anyone a second time «' % has betrayed him vnce, an? Hdcnit dc any
thing suggested by aua o person. Vane asks Mr. Raven what will
happen 1f he forgets ..d does somethling askesd Y cne who nas
vetrayed him. Ravea ancwers, "Then some evil Bhat ¥ ccod for voo

will follow, .., : ‘member some ©vii that s nct goed for
you will not fo - ' © FRaven must know what he is talking
about, for he s 7/ » ., his words deseri:e the conseqlencas
of the "felix culpa,” 1 'fortumate sin."

However, Mr. Raven gives positive advice a: well s= yro-
hibitions. Vane twice €925 agalnst this counsel when Fr. Raven
invites him to come 8leep the sleep of death in &ve's hall,
because it is a rebirth *nto heavenly life, and Vane will not Le
able to accomplish 2nything of real value unttl hLe has undergone
the sleep. But Vane does not accept the invitation until its
third offer, made near the and of the Look, whe: he brings Lona's
body (she has been muvdered by Lilith, her mother) and the captive
Lilith to Eve‘s hall.

It is a fault in beth bnoks rhat the heives are rather urn
Sympathetie figures, who passlvely awalt guidance (which they
don‘t follow) and tend to whine avout their troubles. My, Vaae
is perhaps the more ungympathetic, because the guidance he ia
offered ia less ambiguous. Moreover, MacDonald does not always
make credible his fallure to follow it. When Fr. Raven gives
Vane his second invitation to go to Eve’s hall and sleep, in
order fo give Vane a triggering motive for 1dding to the Littlie
Ones® wood instesd of riding the short distance to Eve's hall,
¥acDonald conjures up a previously unmentioned passion for
ferses and riding in Mr. Vane.

Both young men fall in love: Anodos, in strongly sensual
terms, with the knight's wife; Mr, Vane, almost 1in pas8ing. WwW.th
~ona, Robert Lee Wolff suggests (in The Golden Key: a studr cr

o e




4.e C"ictlion of Gaorge MacDeonald.
Yew Yok, Tade lUnlversity Yress,

L 1) trat Lilith 1s an old man’s
wens despite powerful and socs-
stewdly moving passages, it is
"epelle, ambiguous, and inconsis-
teat (n 1ts imagery, full of
«2nlle hatreds and resentments."
I& poiats out that "Vane, unlike
~hedos, feels little or no desire
"¢ the women he neebs.” He

tex3 Vane'’s meditations on 4is
v¢ Por Lona as one exampie of
e relative sexlessness of Vane's
voctlona: "To see her...was to
ek of a tender graadmother....
nardly remembered my own mother,
~ut in my mindis eye she 1ooked
ilke Lonaj; and If I imagined sister .
¢3* ¢hild, invariably she had the
iace of lona! My every imagina-
tion £lew to her; she was my
heart's wife,”

P

P
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anodos, unlixe Vane, ociar
stonally tries o clasp his beloved in his amms, arnd the whope
tore and Imagery of gggatas§es.suggesb a glorying in sansual
weilpgnt; Anodos' Faixyland {8 a terrifying place at times, but it
cat also be veautiful and welecoming: “"Numberless unknown sounds
cgne out of the unknown dusk:; bub all were of twilight-kind,
cppressing the heart as with a condensed atmosphere of dreamy
undefined love and ionging. The odoura of night arose, and
wtlied me in that luxuricus meurntfulness peculiar to them, as
i the plan®s whence they floated had besn watered with bygene
tears, Zarth drew me towards her bosam; I felt as if T ceuld
fa%d down and kiss her." Vane’s other world is almost uniformly
teriifying. Adar's cottage and the Little Ones® dwarf{-trees {and,
rerhaps, the Hot Stream) are cases in the arid landscape of the
had Ourrows, the Dry River, the Evil Wond, the ghosts! ruined
house, and the steny, waterless eity of Bulika.

Yet in the ending of Lilith, MacDonald was able to portraya
vision of a joy coming, as he could not in Phantastes. Anodos,
aiter dying in Falryland, wakes in his own worid with the cer-
tainty that good will eventually come to him, but he cannot ima-
¢ine what 1t may be; his only vision is of the ancient woman of
the cottage, seeing her face "with its many wrinkles znd its
young evea, looking at me from between two hoaiww branches of the
beech overhead.” Vane has 2 series of dveams du2irs his sieep




of death: ‘Ins !=ngest of them is aia Vi2lon of waking Loas, «
“as grewn atc lash ve jull wotanhood, on Resurmotion ay. .
las? dream 38 of being hack In hiz owr worid, 1ike Anudos, we
the rest of a Ionely 1ite vo live throvgh., But, unlike anc
ne nas 8 Specific ¢isinn of the good that is to come, hecay . -
unliks Anndos, he nas managed o fall ir love with a WO Wd

iz not tar:ed from him oy belng [in one senae crp anoties;  is
Mother, Woltf feeds the series of dream vislons at tie euc %

be unsatisfactory and suggests that"MacDonzld was trappes v Uos
problem of finding a suitable way' nf ending a 8tOry 1-uwiten & e
narrator has Jjust Jdied. | ‘This explasgtlion seems Unsultalls, ecg: s
MacBonald could have rad Vane'wake*in his own Werdl ater <lang .
Just as Aaodos did.: My own reaction ia to €ind the 24Ul i: patis-
factsly, on the whole, alzhough, 1ike Woliff, I ind & .« . e sla
Blone of avil stil: presemt in the dream-nesarrectlio:. G e gl
unnecessiry and the gevice of descriving much of tig ws s Shrourh
the Little Ones' woras aisgusting ("The bemut!fiilest ,&s.... de
aald, ' 'Cu'szs 41l mine, ‘Yiclkle ones: come ‘along! iVl lsvsstie.
less, I find the series of drerms and Vane's residitant egatainty
a3 Co what reality is impressive. The usual wai te end o tiesn.
“sataay. as 1n Prantastes, or the Alice o0, 1 DR Lhe Uleaner
Eo wake. UThe tWIS8G of having the dremmer al AUEG & Lsmem Within
nls dream and dresm that he is awake lencs Porve by feginiallts
ideas avout the nature of replivy.  The Seepest gl ol
Christianity for MacDonald -- as his disapiwsuend with nis Iirst
and last kirk indicates -- wag in its hope 0l & Worid Lure iwal
(and better) than this one. Leaving Vane mrleep 2. tom ctiner
world and only dreaming chat he is heze strespuea the sasential
unreality of this world, even more than the endiag oo fhantastes
does. 1 LEAY ’

8
b3

(Both books,,in addii'ton to thels owi fatiinite i tarest,
are of intersst tc the 3£ fan beoguea thés axw sally sxaples of
important stfnal vhemes o wEBhantasten €ontat):s 8 Ansed tale of
life n ancther world, = (PIAnat 1nksited w0 el gnd wiaged
wonen who litevally find their baties L: toe ®aoda: Lthe oriite of
the planet 138 such that edch season lasts BRI SeAFSs, by Gux
standaxds, and a chikd bozn &n winter may 1wt Live ti see. the .
apring. Lilith is teechnically sf, lor its Pantas) o Lezolained)
ax the difference betwsernp yullesl wosld xk)
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The Sapa of Olaf

. Chapter 0T
by John 3oariman

Two days later, Jarl Olafis skip landed at & harvor in
Crete to get water and food. While his mer: loaded water casks.
thare came a sound of swords striking shields. Olaf and his
aephaw Sigfus Sigfusson followed the sound. and came %o Lwo
Lreeiks who were fi%hting as Lf berserkers. As they and their
w81 watched, one of the Ureeka slow the other, and himzelf fell
(rievously wounded.

Jarl Olaf, secing that the victor wag wounded unfo the
reatll, sent lor hie shaplain Hogni the Fat, son of Hoskuld
the Cuckold. He then askad the dving man, "Why ave you, and
for what cause nave sou fought?”

"0 pale-taired strangers, the man replied, "I am A&3thon son
¢ Kzstor, and this man whom 1 have slain 18 my brothar Lukas
»e have slain each other in s quarrel over a map, which shows
whesa 18 buried a gsreat treasure, Knnw that, ere the Emperors
¢l Fome ruled Crete, this island belonged to 2 house of powerfui
and waslthy king® named Kinus., 'Tis saig that the fivst king
o' thils line chopped down a great uree with his double-bvladed
ax, When the tree was dug up, he found that the chief root
was of #0ild peld, g'qual in every dimension. This was the
chlel treasure of the Succeeding kings of his house. but today
N0 ran «nows where it lies, I had this map, handed down from
ancient tinmes. whieh showed where the gold is buried. I found
this apot, ani had Just begun to dig, when my brocher attacked
we. WNow, Tor our great greed, he is dead and I am about to die,"

S0 saylng, the Creeck s8igred himseif with the crnss. When
wogal the Priest saw that Aithon crossed himself in the manner
o the heretical Greeks rather than of the Church of Rome, he
anrrily statied the Greek, who gat his death thereby.

Then Jarl Olaf took up the shovel, and with his own hands
Jug until he uncovered the great golden root. When he and his
nes vrought it to the surface, a great multitude of Greeks
acelaimed him as a hero. Thus did Olaf Loudsnore rind the Square
oot of Minue I,

(to be econtinued)



Susan Glickashn: Stuoenfa. yes indeed. T taught a Creswan
introducenry ¢ourse 12st summer -- set it up myselfl sc 1 puth
some sf on. Was one of those liu-from-then-til-niow courses
part of which wae th: roncept of tragedy, part of which was
Or. Faustus. 1 explained that Marlowe’s great defect was 8w
reliance on "bombast,"' inflated . shetorical language, orisi ulis
a2 word meaning "cotton stuffing” -~ you know. So 0a the "i-al T
get: Christopher Marlowe was famous for writing large piars
vecause he used a lot 7 cotion stuffing.
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Harry Yarner, Jr.: Dean Dickenshset's review of the HEolmes movie
is splendld, of course. But I ralsed my eyebrows at his statement
that Swan Lake wasn®t danced in London during good Queen Vietoria‘s
iife. So l°ve been tottering from one baokerse to another, trying
to find the book that will prove correct the instinct that telle

e that the ballet couldn't have waited that long for a performance
ta such a large city, at least in the sharply abridged form in
which it was perfommed almost everywhere for many decades after
Tehalkovsky's death. 1 flnally tracked down a reference to the
werk®s vevival by the Sadier’s Wells Ballet in 1934, but “here

wps no Indication of how long 1t had awaitved revival My
ineredibly early editien of Grove's Dictionary of Music and
Mullelans barely mentions the ballet music of the compoler whirn

{because of 1% Brigish origin) iends strength ©o Dean's argument .

I've never cared much abouf mythology, and yet 1 got quige
interested in Sandra Sandell's article and wag wishing aft its
end that Lt had proceeded for another dozen pages in which some
of the other Atalanta poems would be discussed.

Redd Boggs: I particularly enjoyed your editorial, "Wha®t Tive
BSeen Doing" -~ one often wondeers: -- and Dean Dickensheet s
review of "The Private Life of Sherlock Hoimes," a movie T very
carefully avolded. but perhaps should not have. Sardra Sandell’s
essay on "Atalaata's Race” and Dowden's "a aler o' ‘g nbviously

a term paper. rad I coudldn’t read very much of it, noc being
reguized to do so.

What ever happened to your once-vegular - rabutor, whose
nare 1 persist in remembering as Eleano: »f Scuiialne? Even
though I recall her name imperfertly, 1 miss ner ~2ntribs of
various kinds.

Hank Davis: The blonpers of your students were amusing. Reminds
ne of when I was taking Music Humanities, and the prof meniioned
that a student had recently identified a composition 28 "Theme
and ¥ibrations.,"

N¢ 7 arrived shortly after I had seen a Danny Xaye £ilm on
TV --"The Court Jester. He played a bumbling (naturally) member
of Avbin Hood's bend {except that Robin Hoosd had been vetitled
"The Black Pox") who masqueraded ag a famous couit jester to
infiltrate the castle of the unrightful king. And the main villain
{0t the king, who was more bumbling than villainous) was played
oy Hasil Rathbone. There were plenty of swowds, but not much
sorsery, excepting some hypnosis. Reminds me that the sweeping
changes in movies have not brought only improvement. T canit
Imagine a movie like this being made nou,




-

- . T

.‘_ |
.-.' " r' —.l.—._ -
.___;b':d,_\‘- o
i .
I,l I } |. ljr_l_" L}
| "
N R
-




e e
™

Fout 18 NoT

L\ ETHNIC - 75

L N - TP
Sl ‘sz(;

T o s s S s
- .
Kot +
’ ) 3
” 1]
{
|




