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The Music of the American· Republic 
Karl Walling 

"No sooner do you set foot on American soil," Tocqueville says, "than you find 
yourself in a sort of tumult, a confused clamor rises on every side, and a 
thousand voices are heard at once, each expressing some social requirements." 
[ 1] The voices Tocqueville describes belong to men and women governing 
themselves . For some, the sound they make is mere cacophony, for the confused 
clamor comes from every American struggling to attain a new or larger piece of 
the action, and a new or better place in the sun. For others, the sound is a 
symphony wh i ch expresses the well-ordered functioning of the American polity 
according to the fot•nders' grand design. 

Neither the cacophonic nor the symphonic view is exactly correct. Americans 
have a connnon creed, indeed a political religion, which is expressed in the 
Declaration of Independence, many of Lincoln's speeches, and the myths which make 
us a people. The creed gives too much form and depth to the American character 
for the sound we make ever to be just noise, devoid of order or meaning. We 
simply have too much in common. Nevertheless, we are also an ambitious people. 
Americans and American interest groups all pursue their ends with great energy, 
and often without regard for the interests of others. Symphonies require too 
much coordination of each sound for the political jockeying characteristic of 
America to ever have the order, sense, or purpose of a symphony. We are simply 
t oo free. 

The sound Tocqueville heard is most like improvised jazz, the organized musical 
chaos indigenous to America. This improvised jazz leaves plenty of room for 
displays of virtuosity. Our politicians, for example, constantly blow their own 
horns. In fact, every interest and leader in America seems to aim at grabbing 
our attention by being louder or more sophisticated than the competitors whose 
sound they try to drown. But the horn-blowing requires accommodations. 
Back-scratching--jiving and staying in tune with others--is absolutely essential 
for every American politician and interest group to get ahead. In order to play 
their solos, they have to play with the band. 

The music of the American republic is therefore full of much harmony and 
dissonance, much unity and diversity. How did this come about? What. purpose can 
the music serve? Is there any sense in it? Without laying too much stress on 
the vision of one man, I would like to suggest that James Madison provides the 
best answers to these questions in Federalist l.Q., and that, indeed, he deserves 
to be called the theoretical father of American political jazz. 

BACKGROUND: DEMOCRATIC RULE AND THE PROBLEM OF FACTION 

In Federalist ,i, Hamilton observes t hat, "it is impossible to read the 
histories of the petty republics of Greece and Italy" wi t hout being overwhelmed 
by "sensations of horror and disgust" at the i r perpetual "vibrations between the 
extremes of tyranny and anarchy." .[ 2] Though we today tend to t hink that any 
regime that is not democratic cannot be respectable, Hamilton expressed a view of 
democracy that has been far more common in history. Historically, democratic 
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rule has been far from respectable. In Plato's Republic, for example, democracy 
ranks just above anarchy in the decay of more or less just ststes, and is soon 
followed by despotism of one form or another . The following passage from 
Thucydides' description of the civil war in Corcyraea is arz example of what ntany 
men at the time of the writing of the Federalist thought to bf" an inevitable 
consequence of democratic rule: [3] 

"The Corcyraeans were engaged in butchering those of their fellow 
citizens whom they regarded as their enemies: and though the crime 
imputed was that of trying to put down the democ:racy, some were slain 
also for private hatred, others by their debtors because of the money 
they owed to them. Death thus raged in every shape; and, as usually 
happens at such times, there was no lengtb to which violence did not 
go; sons were killed by their fathers, and supvliants dragged from the 
altar or slain upon it: while some were even walled up in the temple of 
Dionysus and died there." 

According to Thucydides, this kind of violent civil st·ruggle has always 
happened and always will happen "as long as the nature of n1an remains the Bame." 
[4] As long as men are greedy or envious, Thucydides says, then they will go to 
civil war, and democratic nations, such as Athens, Corcyraea, and Rome, will be 
most likely to go to civil war. In such nations. the poor will have a common 
passion and interest in taking from the rich and giving to themselves, and the. 
rich will have an opposite passion and interE!st in defendlrig theit property. The 
poor, who almost always outnumber the rich. will have the voting power to do what 
they like. The rich, to defend their property, will often resort to illegal and 
violent means to defend themselves. Society will become polarized into two 
warring camps, and no man will be safe from the greed or envy of other men. To 
be fair, the problem Thucydides describes is not so much a problem of democratic 
rule as it is of smallness. Small nations are easily divided into warring camps, 
if only because it is easier for the passions of a moment to spread through all 
the citizenry. But all democratic nations before the writing of the Federalist 
had been small, and smallness was considered essential by political theorists 
before the writing of the Federalist because only small nations ~ere capable of 
allowing their citizens to meet and vote on every issue. Hence, democracies took 
the blame for the factional vices of small nations, even though faction was 
primarily a problem of small nations. 

Federalist 1Q. is an attempt to prove Thucydides was wrong. Although Madison 
admits that democracies have been one of the most common sources of civil war (or 
as he put it, the violence of faction) ''and in general, have been as short in 
their lives as they have been violent in their deaths," Madison sets out to show 
that it is possible to both mitigate the dangers of faction and have democratic 
rule. His task is to make democracy safe for America: "to preserve the public 
good and private rights against" factions and "at the same time to preserve the 
spirit and form of popular government." Although Madison addresses an ancient 
problem, the problem of factional civil war in democratic nations (leading to 
anarchy or tyranny of one form or another) is as modern as yesterday and today. 
The chaos and near civil war of democratic rule in the Weimar Republic, the very 
condition of Hitler's coming to power, demonstrates the perennial nature of the 
problem. As order breaks down, men will often accept the leadership of any 
strong man, even if the order they receive in return comes without or at the 
expense of laws. A brief look at fledgling democracies around the world (at 
Lebanon, El Salvador, Greece, Turkey, and many other nations) shows that · 

2 

democratic nations are still often on the verge of civil war or forced to resort 
to the rule of a strong man to prevent civil war.. Perhaps because he understood 
that civil war would always be a problem for democracies, Madison, in a rare 
evangelical temper, suggests that preventing the "mischiefs of faction" is the 
"desideratum" to recommend democratic rule to "the esteem and adoption of 
mankind." After all, who would ever wish to live in a democracy, if life in a 
democracy always led to anarchy, civil war, and despotism? 

TREATIRG THE CAUSES OR THE EFFECTS? 

Madison begins his task by defining his terms. A faction is a group of 
citizens "united and actuated by some common impulse of passion, or of interest, 
adverse to the rights of other citizens or to the permanent and aggregate 
i terests of the community." The dangers he sees from faction are twofold: they 
may act or rule unjustly and they may act or rule unwisely. In either case, 
factions can provoke civil war by forcing others to rebel against repression or 
prompting the able to take things into their own hands. Madison's solution must 
therefore mitigate both of these dangers: it must make factions both wiser and 
more just and it must prevent civil war and coups d'etat. 

Like a doctor treating a dreadful disease, Madison sees only two ways to remedy 
the ills of factions. Either the causes or the effects, the symptoms or the 
disease, must be treated. Two causes--one motivational and the other 
conditional--create faction. Liberty is the conditional cause of faction and 
"essential to its existence." Without liberty, men cannot communicate, organize, 
or unite. They cannot oppose anyone or anything. The motivational c·ause is the 
diversity of passions, interests, and opinions of the human race. Men struggle, 
and perhaps always will struggle, because they are different. 

Madison soon discovers that it is unwise and in fact impossible to completely 
cure the causes of faction. Though "liberty (the conditional cause) is to 
faction what fire is to animal life," liberty is also "essential to political 
life" in America. We would not choose to live without it. The American 
Revolution was fought in the name of liberty. To eliminate liberty in order to 
prevent factional strife, would be to destroy the aims of the revolution. Though 
tyrants everywhere and in all times have eliminated liberty in order to control 
faction, such a cure would be "worse than the disease" of faction in America. 

Since Americans would rightly not tolerate removing the conditional cause of 
faction, Madison considers removing the motivational cause, but this is simply 
impracticable. "As long as the reason of man continues to be fallible," men will 
form different opinions, and they will be mistaken about their opinions. As long 
as man's "reason and his self-love" are connected, even the best of men will be 
vain. They will love and defend their opinions as much because they are their 
own opinions as because they think .their opinions are the right opinions. They 
will also tend to use their reason as a means to satisfy their passions rather 
than subject their passions to the rule of their reason. Moreover, though all 
men have passions, they do not all have the same degrees or kinds of passions. 
This diversity of degrees and kinds of passions ensures great diversity in the 
will to satisfy them, and potential violence when the passions conflict. Most 
important ly, "the diversity in the faculties of men, from which the rights of 
property originate, is ••• an insuperable obstacle to a uniformity of interests." 
Protecting each man's right to use his faculties, including his property 
acquiring faculty, is the "first object of government." But when the government 
protects "different and unequal faculties of acquiring property," a host of 
opportunities for factional struggle appear. Men begin to possess different 
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degrees and kinds of property. The greed of some, the envy of others, influence 
the have's and the have not's, and thus begins "a division of the society into 
different interests and parties." For all these reasons, Madison argues that the 
motivating causes of faction are "sown in the nature of man." To cure the causes 
of faction, human nature would have to be changed, a task which Madison assumes 
to be almost impossible. 

The other way of mitigating the dangers of faction is to control the effects of 
factional struggle and for Madison, this is the only practical way. In any 
democratic nation, if a faction is a minority, "relief is supplied by" the 
principle of a majority rule, "which enab lee a majority to defeat'' a minority 
through the ballot. Though the minority "might clog the administration" and 
"convulse the society" with all the clamorous turmoil Tocqueville saw and heard, 
the principle of majority rule will prevent the minority faction from gaining 
power. But the very virtue of majority rule in dealing with minority factions is 
also its greatest vice. If a faction consists of a majority, the faction is able 
to "sacrifice to its ruling passion or interest both the public good and the 
rights of other citizens." 

MAJORITY RULE WITHOUT FACTIONS? 

Madison's primary purpose in Federalist 1Q is to solve the problem of majority 
faction: of unwise or unjust rule by majorities. He sees only two possible (and 
complementary) solutions. Either majority factions must be prevented from having 
the same passion or interest at the same time, or, if they already have common 
passions and interests, they must be denied the chance "to carry into effect, 
schemes of oppression." Notice that Madison is not rejecting the principle of 
majority rule. He calls himself a "friend of popular government" and insists 
that laws be made by majorities. But to solve the problem of majority faction, 
something must be done to ensure that majorities rule with more justice and 
wisdom than ever before. 

Madison does not believe that "pure democracies," such as Athens, could ever 
aolve this problem. The small size which the ancients (and most moderns until 
the writing of the Constitution) had considered essential for democracies ensures 
that "a common passion or interest will, in almost every case, be felt by a 
majority." In such nations, "communication and concert" result from the "form of 
government itself" and factious majorities therefore possess both the will and 
the means to rule unwisely and unjustly. But an extended republic, such as 
America, differs from a "pure democracy" in at least two very important 
respects. The first is delegation of powers; the second, the greater number of 
citizens and larger territory which delegation makes possible for an extended 
republic. 

The effect of the first difference may be to "refine and enlarge the public 
vievs" through the public's representatives: people whose experience, love of 
ju1tice, and patriotism will enable them to withstand the passions of a moment 
and the clamor of a thousand voices. The effect may also be inverted, however. 
Demagogic delegates may "obtain the suffrages, and then betray the interests, of 
the people." But this inversion is much less likely in a large republic than a 
small republic. To guard against "the cabals of a few," the delegates must be 
raised to a certain number; to avoid the "confusion of a multitude," the 
delegates must be limited to a certain number. Though the mean number is bard to 
determine, that mean number would prevent the sound made by the delegates from 
being either a cacophony verging on civil war or a symphony verging on 
despotism. The delegates would debate and disagree, but they would not make just 
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no'ise if they were limited to enough people to meet, listen to each other, make 
decisions, and, above all, be held responsible for their decisions. The people 
the delegates represent would demand action, and, in order to be reelected, the 
delegates would have to reach some consensus and act. The delegates would also 
conspire and meet in many back rooms, but if there were so many different kinds 
of delegates that it were hard to communicate with all of them, let alone pack 
them all into one room, their conspiracies would lack a sufficient number of 
conspirators to do any damage. 

EXTEND THE SPHERE. or DELEGATION 

In an extremely large republic with 13, or even better, 50 states, it is much 
more probable that the delegates and the interests they represent will be 
extremely diverse--so diverse, in fact, that forming any majority at all would be 
an extremely difficult task. "Extend the sphere" of a republic, Madison says, 
"and you take in a greater variety of parties and interests; you make it less 
likely that a majority of the whole will have a common motive to invade the 
rights of other citizens, or if such a motive exists, it will be more difficult 
for all who feel it to discover their own strength and act in unison with each 
other." If the vast republic Madison envisions is also a commercial republic, 
the effect of geographical diversity may be compounded by economic diversity. 
The most "common and durable source of faction," Madison observes, bas ever been 
"the various and unequal distribution of property." In small nations, such as El 
Salvador and much of the Third World today, very little diversity of and between 
economic classes exists. As long as such economic conditions prevail and the 
many poor with nothing to lose from civil war outnumber the few rich who have 
everything to lose from civil war, then such nations, particularly when they 
become .democrati~, will be prone to violent factional struggle. In large, 
commercial republ1cs, however, "a landed interest, a manufacturing interest, a 
mercantile interest, a moneyed interest, with many lesser interests, grow up of 
necessity." The acquisitive instinct in each interest group will lead it to put 
its interest first. The interest groups will compete with each other, and when 
they cooperate, it will be because cooperation is the only way they can attain 
their ends. 

Geographical diversity compounded by economic diversity will therefore act to 
split potential majorities into actual minorities. Such minorities will be 
"rendered, by their number and local situation, unable to concert and carry into 
effect" unjust or unwise laws. They will become politically impotent. In fact, 
they will no longer be factions. They will be interest groups, weakened by the 
diversity of the nation and tame enough to act only by cooperating with others. 

The sound of Tocqueville heard is very much the sound of a great commercial 
people clamoring for more and more .wealth. Tocqueville heard that sound in every 
part of America. The nation is so large that even though some economic interests 
are concentrated in the four corners of the nation, great diversity exists within 
regions as well as between them. Even now, with the advent of telephones, 
computers, and million name mailing lists, comnw.nication between members of 
similar interests is often very slow and difficult, and frequently impossible. 
The ~ost important consequence of the nation's economic and geographical (not to 
mention cultural and religious) diversity is that America has never bad the same 
kind or degree of rich-poor polarization which characterizes so much of the rest 
of the world. To be sure, the nation does have its poor (and far too many of 
them), but most of us have moderate incomes and our economic interests are 
largely determined by where we live and work. These different kinds of economic 
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interests make the formation of a worker's class in America very difficult. If 
we work for a trucking firm, for example, we are just as likely to side with the 
company we work for in asking for help from the government as against the company 
in a strike for higher wages. We want the work, even if the work for the 
truckers means less work for others--the workers in the railroad, airline, 
busing, and merchant marine industries. Therefore, no proletariat exists in 
America, only interest groups. With such diversity, it is almost impossible for 
class struggle to characterize the factional struggle which does take place in 
America. As Friedrich Engels observed, "There is no place yet in America for a 
third (workers') party. The divergence of interests even in the same class group 
is so great in that tremendous area that wholly different interests and parties 
are represented in each of the two big parties." [S] 

"RUINED" BY MIDDLE CLASS MORALITY 

If I understood Engels correctly, Americans, like Mr. Doolittle in Shaw's 
Pygmalion, have been "ruined" for the purposes of class struggle by "middle class 
morality." But the ruination comes from the character our commercial society 
imparts to us as well as the diversity which makes our commercial society 
possible. Writing as long ago as 1787, Hamilton observed that the "assiduous 
merchant, the laborious husbandman, the active mechanic, and the industrious 
manufacturer--all orders of men, look forward with eager expectation ••• to the 
pleasing reward of their toils." [6] These men very much want to be rich but 
they will.settle for being comfortable. These are acquisitive men, but the; are 
also cautious men--men with some property and men who would regard taking their 
property from them as a crime. That is why so many of them abhor the thought of 
taxation, even if it comes with representation. 

Though this acquisitive, property worshipping characteristic of Americans is 
often vulgar, and sometimes cruel, it does have some important saving graces. It 
makes us wary of revolutionaries of any kind because we are very interested in 
preserving the comfort that we have. Just as importantly, it diverts our 
attention from one of the most enduring and frequent causes of factional 
struggle--religion. As Madison observes, "A zeal for different opinions 
concerning religion" has often "divided mankind into parties, inflamed them with 
mutual animosity, and rendered them much more disposed to vex and oppress each 
other than cooperate for the common good." Madison assumes that the nation's 
"miltiplicity" of religious sects will fragment tyrannical religious majority 
factions, but the acquisitive character of Americans can greatly reduce the 
desire to eppress anyone for religious reasons. Bluntly stated, many Americans 
worship Mammon as much as God, and many others have a long history of confusing 
Mammon with God, or at least His grace. Who wants to have civil war when it is 
po11ible to get rich, or at least become comfortably well off? If the people of 
the Mideast or Northern Ireland worshipped Maunnon as much as God, would they be 
as likely to sacrifice their lives and property for the sake of God? Or would 
they adopt the more moderate live and let live attitude of the acquisitive man 
who lets others prosper so that he can prosper? 

Engel's reference to parties suggests something which Madison never envisioned 
in writing the Federalist . America has almost always had two major par ties, and 
occasional third parties. Party was a dirty word for Madison, and synonymous 
with faction. Large parties, however, are absolutely essential for American 
government. No single interest group can attain a majority by itself in America, 
and this fact is the greatest testament to Madison's vision in Federalist 10. The 
function of parties in America is to provide majorities, but the maj~ities 
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parties provide can rarely be called factions. Parties are coalitions of 
interest groups which often share philosophical· and humanitarian goals and 
convictions, but which always share one immediate practical political objective: 
power. Each interest wants, and assumes all other interests want as much power 
as it can get. To attain such power, however, the interests must make 
accommodations and compromises with each other. No interest can dominate for a 
long time; each eventually has a chance to influence the party in some way to 
some extent. To be sure, Madison never envisioned modern political parties, but 
such parties are essential to overcome the nation's diversity, and make it 
possible to assert that ."a coalition of a majority of the whole society could 
seldom take place on any other principles than those of justice and the general 
good." 

That is why I would call Madison the theoretical father of American political 
jazz. Had the effect of the nation's geographical, economic, cultural, and 
religious diversity been to prevent Americans from ever uniting at all, then the 
sound Tocqueville heard would have been just ugly noise. Instead, with the 
expressed purpose of overcoming differences between sections, interests, creeds, 
and cultures, parties have developed flexible and changing coalitions which meet 
every four years (often to the sound of jazz) in an atmosphere resembling a large 
New Year' s Eve Party. The sound of men and women struggling to be heard at these 
conventions is not at all unlike the sound of trumpets, drums, pianos, and 
trombones improvising in a great jazz band. Each voice and musician wants to be 
heard, but knows that the success of the party (victory in November) and the band 
(a happy audience) depends on satisfying most interests (giving everyone a say or 
a solo). The success of the whole depends on satisfying the parts and the parts 
depend on the success of the whole. We are forced to get ahead by getting 
along. 

SOME PHILOSOPHICAL REFLECTIONS ON SOME POLITICAL PARADOXES 
I 

Having seen the utility of the diversity of the nation 
factional struggle, it is worthwhile to try to imagine the 
and assumptions which might have led Madison to think of his 
for the diseases most incident to repub lie government." 
made of Madison's debt to men like Hume, Locke, and 
assumptions which underlie Federalist .!Jt are owed primarily 
his maxim that nature, to be conquered, must be obeyed. 

as a bulwark against 
philosophical method 
"republican remedy 

Though much has been 
Hobbes, I think the 
to Francis Bacon and 

There is something very paradoxical in the notion of conquering by obeying. 
After all , most conquerors give orders; they do not take them. But think of what 
engineers do when they construct huge hydroelectric dams to stop floods, irrigate 
land, and provide energy for cities. They do not order the water to do as they 
will, but rather obey very st~ict rules for manipulating floodwater for 
constructive ends. The water must be allowed to move, or it will overflow and 
wreak devastation on the towns and land nearby. When the water is channeled in 
the right direction, it can move the motors that make the electricity. Nature is 
not conquered so much as it is used, but it is used by letting it do what it must 
do. The water must move. 

Can the same things be said about human nature? If it is all too often the 
nature of men and factions to pursue their own interests and passions without 
regard for the interests of other men, how can one use this aspect of human 
nature to control the tendency of men and factions to forsake justice and the 
common good of their society? If I understand Madison correctly, human nature 
and the nature of factions, like everything else in nature, to be conquered, must 
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be obeyed. Therefore, the way to control the effects of faction is to use human 
selfishnesa--the ambition of some and the greed of others, to oppose human 
selfishness. In an extended commercial republic the size of America it is 
inevitable that men will have different passions, interests, and opinions,'and if 
t?ey are left free to follow their passions, interests, and opinions, then they 
will come to oppose each other. The larger and the more diverse the nation 
becomes, the more will human nature tend to break up groups with similar 
interests, passions, and opinions. By a kind of political judo, the forces of 
human nature and of faction are used against each other. We become so 
individualistic a~d so diverse that we do not have the political power, i.e., the 
votes, to accomplish anything by ourselves and are forced to get along with each 
other and respect each other in order to accomplish anything at all. 

THE LIMITS OF MADISON'S STRATEGY 

It seems clear that Madison's strategy for controlling faction is not 
appropriate for every time and place. Some nations are simply too small; others, 
too culturally or religiously or economically homogeneous. In America, however, 
the limits are of a different and almost opposite kind. The dangers come from 
being too diverse and trusting too much in human selfishness. 

What I mean is that communities and peoples are defined by something shared. 
In Federalist 1, John Jay notes some of the things which the American people 
shared at the time, and by and large, still share. We are, he says, "one united 
people-:a people descended from the same ancestors, speaking the same language, 
p:o~essi~g the.same religion, attached to the same principles of government, very 
similar in their manners and customs ••• " Political communities, as distinguished 
from other kinds of communities, such as business corporations and markets are 
defined by such shared characteristics as the ones Jay listed. In partic~lar, 
they are defined by shared notions of right and wrong, of the just and the 
unjust. Madison's strategy, I believe, depends as much on this sharing as upon 
the diversity and pluralism for which he is famous. 

At the beginning of this essay I noted that Americans possess a common creed--a 
political religion. That creed means that certain truths are considered to be 
self-evident to us and that we are shocked when others do not accept those truths 
as being self-evident. We tolerate dissent and more diversity than any nation 
bas ever had before because we believe that all men have an equal right to use 
their faculties as best they can. The self-evident truths of the Declaration of 
Independence are the fundamental shared characteristics of the American polity. 
They are the truths which make us different from other peoples because they are 
the truths which we hold in common. 

In Madison's Not';s of the Debates of the Federal Convention of 1787, Madison 
observes that "the states were divided into different interests ••• the most 
material of which resulted ••• principally from the effect of having or not having 
slaves." In all fairness to Madison, it has to be said that he and many others 
hoped that this great division of the nation would disappear as the industry of 
the South became more diversified and the need for slave labor disappeared. But 
Madison's hope was unfounded. Far from disappearing, slavery became the 
"peculiar institution" of the South. It was institutionalized because it was too 
profitable to give. up. 

Slavery could not be eradicated by obeying the greed of human nature. Far from 
it, slavery almost eradicated the Union which the Federalist was written to 
preserve. The house divided could not stand. The division of the Union, 
however, was a different kind of division than Madison thought necessary to 
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preserve the Union from civil war. Economic, religious, cultural, and 
geographical diversity are different from disagreement about fundamental 
principles. The disagreement ~bout whether all men are creat~d.e~ual undermin~d 
the possibility that all Americans could be free, and the divisiveness of this 
issue did split the nation into warring camps Our house· must be divided in order 
to stand, but if the people do not agree about the meaning of our founding 
principles, the house cannot stand. Those principles.are meant to be obvious to 
all rational men, but, as Madison well knew, the passions often prevent men from 
being rational. To prevent the irrational from gaining complete control of our 
politics, the nation therefore requires something more than Madison's reliance on 
competing elements of human selfishness. Constitutions are written as much in a 
people's character as on the documents and social structures they treasure, and 
Madison's strategy therefore requires fundamental agreement about the principles 
of the nation, and men to write those princples in our ~ouls. It requires 
political religion in order to avoid the religious fanatism which so often occurs 
when men disagree about fundamental principles. 

In recognizing the limits of Madisonts strategy, we see that it is very 
contingent on the character of our people. We begin to grasp the thought of 
Lincoln together with the thought of Madison, and see that our political jazz, 
the chaotic sound of our politics, presupposes essential harmony about the 
purpose of the republic. 

1. Democracy in America, 2 vols, Phillips Bradley, ed. (Alfred A. Knopf, Inc., 
1980), I, PP• 249. 

2. All quotations from the Federalist will be from the 1980 National Home Library 
Edition, and unless otherwise noted, from Federalist l:Q. 

3. The Peloponnesian War, III, 81; Crawley translation, (Random House, Inc., New 
York, 1951). 

4. Ibid, III, 82 

5. I owe the truckers example and the quotation from Engels to Martin Diamond's 
Founding of the Democratic Republic, (Peacock Publishers, Inc., Itasca, Illinois, 
1981). 

6. Federalist 11.. 
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Character and Liberal Education 
Eva Brann 

Thinking about the conjunction of the terms "character" and "liberal education" .. 
b:ings to mind the beginning of that great Greek work which deals most directly 
with t h~ relation of human vi~tue to learning: Plato's dialogue Meno. Meno the 
The~s~llan abruptly accosts Socrates in Athens with a demand : "Are you in a 
pos1t1~n! Socrates! to tell me whether excellence is a thing got by teaching or 
by ~raining, or neither by teaching or learning but it gets into people by nature 
or in some other way?" Socrates, with an irony lost on the provincial visitor 
answers to this effect: You people up there used to be famous for horsemanshi; 
and wealth, but ~ow your intellectual-in-residence, Gorgias, has seduced you into 
the love of wisdom, so that you have magnificent answers for all questions 
~hfatsoever, while we Athenians have been left behind, since not a one of us, but 
l asked whether excellence is taught or gets into people some other way, would 
l~ugh and say, "How can I te 11 whether it can be taught or not when, to beg in 
with, I don't even know what it is?" 

I draw fro~ that opening, mutatis mutandis, the warning first to fix my terms 
when attempting to speak about character in its relation to liberal education. I 
shall therefore begin by defining character, and in such a way that unlike 
Socrates~ vi:tue which turns out to be, strangely, a matter of learnin~ but not 
of ~e~ching in the ordinary sense, it is eminently a matter both of teaching and 
t:a1~ing. Then I shall go on to an understanding of liberal education as quite 
distinct from character training--indeed it may sometimes disintegrate 
character. But, of course, I shall nonetheless try to save the day for liberal 
learning. 

I take my lead for discovering the essential meaning of the word ';.character" 
from certain overtones in its usage--not that I belong among those who think that 
u1age i~ mea~ing,, but because usages often preserve implicitly an original gist 
of meanl.Ilg which might have been lost in the explicit acceptation of the word; in 
the case of character that first meaning serves to distinguish it from "nature " 
" 11 " " . t " " l' " " . ' exce ence, v1r ue, mora ity, temperament," "personality," "values" and 
what have you • 

Let me start with a revealing extreme. We say that someone is a character, 
colloquially a "card". We mean that the person displays with abandon 
characteristics amounting to comic charicature. Theophrastus, Aristotle's 
successor as bead of his school, wrote a slim volume called Characters, in which 
thirty human types are characterized, each marked to absurdity by one trait· for 
example the congenitally abstracted type will do an addition in his bead and, turn 

Eva Brann is currently a tutor on the Annapolis campus. She delivered this 
lecture at the Center for Twentieth Century Studies Middlebury College in . ' ' April, 1981. 
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to his neighbor to ask ·for the sum, annd the tactless type at dance will seize a 
partner not yet as drunk as he.· Theophrastus, to · be sure, does not distinguish · 
such characters from nature--he expresses wonder that Greeks, all brought up in 
the same way and under the same clime, should display such a variety of natures. 
But, it seems to me, in that identification he is mistaken: it is not thirty 
natures, but thirty "types", in the French sense, that he is fixing in their 
recognizable and therefore comic peculiarity. For human beings are never by 
nature as quintessentially comic--it is precisely on those moving occasions when 
comic characters act "out of character" that their nature is revealed. 

Besides "being a character" people are said to have a character, and that in 
two senses: in the sense of bearing a conformation, a shape, upon themselves and 
in the sense of having that form or mark publicly acknowledged, in bearing a 
reputation -- a letter of reference used to be called simply "a character". 

Both of these ways of speaking preserve something of the original sense of the 
Greek word character. Like our word "scratch" it is onamatopoetic and means a 
scratched, engraved, stamped or identifying mark, as on a coin or a seal. A 
character is what we bear upon ourselves, as a brand or mark. Therefore it 
requires an underlying substance, a human material, a nature upon which it is 
impressed. People "without character" are by no means without a nature; rather 
their nature comes out antically, without reliably gaugeable determination, like 
unminted metal. 

The notion of character is, then, in its very origin figurative, since it 
relies on the metaphor of an underlying substance disciplined by an impressed 
shape. There are, of course, also other ways of imaging nature and its 
post-natal modifications; for instance one may think of what life does to the 
soul as a kind of maiming or disfigurement, as when Socrates compares it to a sea 
god, dredged up from the salty depths with limbs worn off and encrusted with 
barnacles. All such representation are open to criticism, I am aware, precisely 
because they are anthropomorphic, and more sophisticated, less image-like, models 
of individual humanity certainly exist: it may be viewed as a node in a societal 
or linguistic context, as a concatenation of habits, as a system of responsive 
behavior, as a mechanism for managing instincts, as a world-generating 
existence. 

For present purposes, I prefer the simple figurative model, since it makes the 
fact of character training pedagogically plausible. For one thing, it offers a 
resolution to the old debate of nature versus nurture. These two inseparable 
aspects of human shaping appear to me to be antithetical only when we view 
humanity remotely, as through the wrong end of a telescope, so that it looks 
either as if it were helplessly what it was born to be or hopelessly what it was 
made to be. But anyone who has ever been admitted to intimate knowledge of 
another person knows that the effort to discern the interplay of original nature 
and acquired character is one of the most rewarding preoccupations of love and 
friendship. Parents of very small children, too, watch with fascinaton the 
original and highly individual motions and emotions of the soul which often 
manifest themselves in typical gestures. In short, the bald opposition of nature 
and nurture may be false but the terms themselves are right enough. 

What I mean to argue is that there seems to be in every human being that which 
is practically ineradicable, congenital, aboriginal, and also something else 
which is imposed on that first nature as a second nature. 

That first nature has been delineated in numerous · schematisms. the first is 
Socrates' scheme of the tripartite soul, composed of a desiring, a spirited and a 
reasoning part; here the nature of every human being is defined by the original 
preponderance of one of these parts. Then there is the medieval theory of 
temperaments, which distinguishes natures by the peculiar complexion of the four 
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physical humours in them: the phlegmatic, the choleric, the sanguine and the 
melancholic. There is another, Pascal's division of the human disposition into 
the "esprit de geometrie" and the "esprit de finesse", the mathematical and the 
intuitive mode. 

I will avoid deciding the deep question which of these typologies is ultimate 
-- each seems to have truth in some context -- especially since I want to add one 
of m~ .own. In my experience, people's most proper nature is revealed in their 
prevailing sens~, not so much in the physical as the figurative meaning--whether 
eye, ear, or skin, so to speak, determines the way they take in and act in the 
world. 

Those of the last, the surface sense, are immediate and spontaneous, sensitive 
to creaturely needs but sometimes obtuse to non-immediate desires, ready 
believers in magic-working patterns rather than searches for hard truths, given 
to ~ream visions rather than sharp observation, indifferent to logical 
:equirements, but .full of warm wisdom, naively candid and naively cunning, 
7mpetuous.and tenacious. Those who primarily hear, move clumsily and myopically 
in the wide world, stubbornly warding off wordly wisdom; they are undeflectably 
moral and honest to jagged harshness--wilful Jacobeans wh~ are forever giving 
battle t~ the ange~ of the ~ord. Those who primarily view, are given to panoramic 
p7rspect~ves and live mor~ in scenes than with people; their long-view serenity, 
t~nged with complacency, is all too vulnerable to atmospheric clouding; in their 
wish for wholeness they oversee imperfections, and they prefer fittingness to 
honesty, large shapely truth to detailed accuracy. 

We all, I suppose, have such schemes, and the point is that most of us do 
attribute an original nature at least to those we have tried to know well and 
that we h~ve usually discerned also some shapes superimposed on this nature:-not 
mere~y blind and breakable patterns of behavior, but also firmly fixed forms. As 
I sa~d bef~re,.a larg~ part of the fascination of friendship does consist 
precisely in discovering what the connatural matter is and how it takes the 
imprint both of brute circumstance and of that deliberate discipline specifically 
call~d character training--how sometimes nature is too craggy and recalcitrant to 
receive the marks ~f such training, so that some people remain chaotically and 
perhaps even c?arm1~gly unshaped, born outlaws, as it were; how in others the 
~atu:al material is so soft and viscous that, like pitch, i t fails to hold an 
imprint and yet fractures when struck at a certain angle; bow in a brush with 
catas~rophe some characters are wiped away, sometimes to r eveal a pulpy base and 
sometimes an even firmer original self; how some combinations are made for crisis 
and others for daily life; how some people's character is harmonious with their 
being, while others' is at chafing odds with it; and finally, how some exude the 
path~s ~f a maimed nature.w~ich has been st r uck t oo hard by the die of an unhappy 
upbringing so that the original blank of the coin has been fractured. 

It seem~ to me further that however vivid one's image of original human nature 
may be, it. c~nnot come to appearance at all except under the imprint of 
cbaracter--it is through character that nature manifests itself and without its 
shaping what emerges is excessive or amorphous, weak and wild.' Second nature is 
~hat appears, and first nature is discerned through it; what shows to the world 
18 what the world has circumstantially or deliberately shaped. 

It is the planned and deliberate shaping that the world administers to us that 
I shall now particularly mean by character. Let me specify more. Character is a 
m~ral shape, not.a mere pattern of behavior into which we are driven against our 
will •. It sho~s in conduct, not in behavior; in willed action, not in driven 
rea~t~on, though no doubt behavioral patterning, such as children's toilet 
training, plays a role in shaping the most intimately personal aspects of 
character. 
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Now human action is distinguished by having purpose before it and principle 
behind it. Therefore it is governed by articulated thought, by propositions. 
One might say that these aspects of character can be imaged in the format of a 
geometric construction problem--on one side there is a diagram containing the 
lines necessary to the doing of the problem; it corresponds to the fixed form of 
character revealed in facial expression and bodily bearing. Alongside this drawn 
figure there runs a mathematical text enunciating the problem to be solved and 
verbally carrying out the steps under the constraints of logic; it corresponds to 
the articulated principles of action a person of character possesses. 

Accordingly character training always has these constituents: the shaping of a 
form, best accomplished by means of visible examples and models, the inculcation 
of moral maxims by means of insistent ethical discourse, and some implicit or 
explicit pressure of enforcement, either through the mere inconceivability of 
deviating or by reward and punishment. 

Parents, of course, always have and always will follow some such pattern in 
bringing up their children. Let me tell a little tale of character training 
concerning a boy, Collin, the son of an acquaintance, which strikes me as 
exemplary because it so clearly comprises all three elements. Collin is two and 
a half, right within those terrible twos which bring the first discovery of the 
will as an instrument of pure opposition and negativity. Collin is asked by his 
mother for help in picking up his crayons so they can go for a walk. He won't. 
"I don't like to do it," he says. His mother ins is ts, reasonably but firmly: "You 
ought to help me; don't I always help you pick up?" He still doesn't like to. 
So he is sent upstairs and told to close the door until he is ready to come down 
and help. He goes, and the door opens a couple of times. Collin is crying hard: 
"Mommy, I don't like it up here." After a while he gets tired of futile 
resistance and comes down to help pick up the room, saying with the satisfaction 
of one who has surrendered to reason: "Mommy, I didn't like it up there; it's 
much better when we work together, isn't it?" And he earnestly repeats that 
maxim later in the afternoon. nere the conjunction of good example, reasonable 
maxim and gentle coercion are perfectly exemplified. 

I cannot believe that anyone doubts that parents and teachers could, if they 
would, administer such training. To be sure, it becomes very difficult to teach 
standards of respect and self-control, industry and style without communal 
support , when the adults themselves decline to serve as moral models, when there 
are no common commandments, and when scruples are voiced about all constraints, 
so that nothing remains permissable but the infuriatingly evasive injunction that 
"you have to decide for yourself." The causes of this disintegration have been 
investigated to weariness, but I think there is some agreement that at least two 
main roots are: one in historical circumstance , namely the demographic f act t hat 
the young have achieved numerical and economic power, and the other in the 
Rousseauean theory which interprets the communal upbringing as a societal 
conspiracy to repress nature and turns the very observation that human beings can 
be shaped against education. 

There is clearly some general agreement now that what is needed is not more 
pedagogical theory but a summoning of the public will. In fact there are 
interesting new views on how and where such communal resolution can best be 
expected to arise, such as Gerald Grant's contention that it is the private 
schools which are at this juncture most apt to have a real public, that is to say 
a constituency that knows what it wants. So the cause of character needs action 
rather than analysis. 

Nor was I, in any case, to 
character and liberal education, 
to Socrates' injunction, let me 

speak about character and schooling but about 
a very different matter. Therefore, reverting 
begi~ by saying precisely what I understand by 
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liberal learning. 
It scarcely needs repeating that there is no current agreement about the matter 

of liberal learning-- indeed, the educational community seems to be fixed on 
reiterating that there can and ought to be no such agreement because that would 
constitute a confining and arbitrary choice which no faculty has authority to 
make. 

But, oddly enough, that one feature which characterized liberal education from 
its very beginning is generally and apologetically conceded to distinguish it 
sti~l:-- i~s "uselessness." In speaking of the education of the young, indeed, in 
defining 1t for the Western world, Aristotle says, in his Politics that though 
usefu 1. arts . are indispensable for the young, they should not be t~ught ~o many 
mechanical skills as to make them narrow, but they should be educated in the free 
or li~eral arts; clearly, education is liberal essentially in contrast with 
vocational training. Its liberality then and now is its freedom from the 
constrai~ts ~f application. It can take a leisurely, large, and long 
perspective; it allows the mind to play over possibilities; it strives for no 
immediate application. And that is still an element which the most diverse set 
of course offerings have in common they are largely disciplined play. 

Now.that sort of education seems to me to have a most dubious and problematic 
relation to character training. 

To begin with, in order to profit from such an education a student must bring 
to it a character already shaped. That holds in the most practical and obvious 
way simply because college work, being done at the leisure and discretion of the 
student, demands self-discipline just as self possession is demanded by th ~! 
pressures of student life in its gamut from childish piggishness to yo\J. tbfol 
splendor. 

But this circumstantial need for an already-formed character is not the 
essential one. That has to do with the pedagogical fact that it is next to 
impossible for students to assimilate books critically, to test themselves in 
engaged discussion, to close in on a complex problem, if they do not have 
strongly-ingrained principles to pit against the new influences. There can be, 
it seems to me, no reflective learning which does not begin in the raking-up of 
well-stamped prejudices-- and that is exactly what principles held by tradition 
and training are. That great and continuous re-opening of issues is impossible 
for an unshaped human being. Into an amorphous mind all notions drop with a dull 
thud or messy splatter, to produce accesses both of vaporous en t husiasm and 
~haotic resistance. Students are ready for liberal learning when t heir training 
in character as well as in basic skills is pretty well done -- both the 
undertrained and the prematurely-liberated are hard to teach. (That 
incidentally , is why the middle middle-c lass often produce ideally teachabl~ 
students, students docile in the best sense: well-prepared, receptive, yet 
staunch.) 

It follows that liberal education understood as a critical and reflective 
interlude is more apt to test and perhaps disintegrate character than to form it, 
a fact all too well known to teachers and parents. Freshmen who have discovered 
the cudgel of dialectic can be the scourge of their surroundings-- Socrates 
compares such new-born philosophers to yapping puppies. Sometimes the harm is 
more serious and lasting; students begin to lose their internal -- and external 

contour as their familiar faith and trust comes unravelled. Most college 
students, to be sure, have already undergone a stage of adolescent rebellion, but 
that is like an exuberant tribal ritual compared to this loneliness, lostness, 
and melancholy of young adulthood. 

What then can liberal education do with respect to human formation? I think it 
is exactly this: to reveal to students their own acquired opinions with their 
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limits and to show them ·how their upbringing jibes with their nature how it 
constrains or consummates what they are. In a word, the achievement proper to 
liberal education is self-knowledge. Aided by the study of just such schemata of 
human nature as I have mentioned, by reflection on the notion of character, by 
thought about principled action, students learn to shape an image of themselves 
for themselves. That, rather than the acquisition of academic information seems 
to me the point-- as Socrates says in the Phaedrus: "I can't as yet 'know myself' 
as the description on the Delphic temple enjoins, and so long as that ignorance 
remains it seems to me ridiculous to inquire into extraneous matters." And so, 
he says, he will let such learning go and make an effort to discover whether he 
is like that seething, hundred-headed monster Typhon or a gentler being. 

What then is the end result? It seems to me quite without guarantee. There 
will be some students who emerge from college pretentious and unstrung, fit 
neither for action nor for contemplation. But in general the influence of a 
liberal arts college on character should be neither disintegrative nor even 
neutral. At the least, early character training does usually reassert itself, 
and most people after a period of salutary breaking away do return to the 
established way of their families and grow back toward their parents as they grow 
in to the world. 

Secondly, most theories of moral action concur in assigning to the intellectual 
virtues at least ancillary value in realizing goodness, since right action does 
require that large perspective on the way things are and that versatility in the 
choice of means which liberal education is supposed to engender. 

And finally, there is even one understanding of liberal learning the only 
one I know of -- according to which learning, if it actually occurs, is directly 
and unfailingly related to human excellence. If such excellence is a kind of 
knowledge, knowledge both of oneself and of the nature of things, then a course 
of reflective learning is the shaping of a good human being. That is why the 
name of Socrates has figured several times in these observations -- because that 
is his view. If he were right, the notion of character would be to some degree 
obviated -- it would recede into the background as a facilitating form, somewhat 
higher in standing but not different in kind from those good habits, like washing 
one's hands, which surrender to a fixed rite necessities of civilization not 
worth keeping in mind, while our conscious deed would issue quite immediately 
from having thought about and from knowing -- subject to continual correction -
who we are and what we are doing, that is to say, from a kind of thoughtful 
sanity. 

So let me set out for you what are the presuppositions and consequences of this 
strange Socratic doctrine , that "excellence is knowledge" -- you may have heard 
the formula. Since most knowledge, at least most knowledge of the kind spoken of 
in colleges, is connected with learning, it is at least likely that Socrates' 
saying connects some sort of goodness with education. Now what kind of goodness 
is this excellence? 

The word has at best an antique, at worst a somewhat discriminatory ring. Two 
decades ago a liberal arts college like your own would usually claim in its 
catalogue to strive for excellence, but now the word has often been censored. 
Not that the word "character" is much in vogue -- but it is probably felt to be 
more quaint than offensive. The reason is, I think, precisely in the fact that 
character, as a mold, is in its very description common and democratic, while 
excellence seems to be distinctive and uncommon. And what is more, character can 
be associated with common . decency, while excellence might well seem to go with 
all sorts of brilliant immorality. 

What · Socrates means by excellence is indeed not decency or honesty or sympathy 
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or kindness. The Greek word -- you may have heard it before -- is arete. Some 
people connect the .!!.. root with the name of the god Ares -- Mars. The word 
expresses pot~ncy, the ability to be effectively to be -- a certain way. It 
does not particularly carry the notion of surpassing others which is in the Latin 
word ~cell~nce, but there is a sense that it is not particularly part of common 
humanity, either, to be very powerfully what it was meant to be. 

Excellence, then, as an antique term -- and of course, it is not in the least 
for so-called historical reasons that I am recalling it but because it seems to 
me a valuable notion -- excellence, then, is potency, effectiveness. That means 
that there are as many excellences as there are contexts for being what one is. 
For example, excellence with respect to fearful stituations is called courage 
and with respect to what is one's own it is called justice. Socrates thinks tha~ 
all such situ~tions. can be collected under four main headings; these are the 
so-called cardinal virtues-- but that is not so important at the moment. 

Now what has this potency with respect to one's own being in certain situations 
got to do with liberal learning? 

If anything is meant by such learning it must be, it seems to me, this: the 
liberally educated human being can articulate reasons, give causes, spell out 
why~s~ wherefore's, and how's. I doubt you will find my saying that wildly 
exciting. It has the sort of insipid obviousness that a truth much battered 
about but never quite exterminable does have. Three or four student generations 
before yours it was aggressively and even brutally denied, in an attempt to 
regain a lost paradise of primitive, inarticulate, spontaneous, playful 
imme~i~c~. Now it is again. tolerated, but without any commonly-acknowledged 
specificity. For as I mentioned earlier, the only commonly recognized mark of a 
liberal education is the negative one of non-specificity and uselessness. And 
while t~at notion is nostalgically tolerated as an ideal it is also practically 
set aside as luxury. So reduced to a pulp first by the aggressiveness of its 
enemies and then by the insecurity of its friends the terms will scarcely cause 
anyone's heart to miss a beat. 

And yet it ought to. If there is one realization which proves itself over and 
over it is this: that the human being is an animal, that is that physical 
organism, which cannot find its fulfilment in mere functioning or even in mere 
consciousness, but which needs needs - to come to terms with itself to be 
self-conscious, to be clear and truthful about itself. There is always so~ething 
moving and pitiable about watching the laborious, awkward, helpless efforts of 
older people who are without that learning which makes such self-consciousness 
shapely and adequate. For there is such learning and it is useless and 
unspecific only because it is as the root of all usefulness and at the foundation 
of all specialization . I will tell you very few , terse terms wha t I think it is 
but I am most willing to explain myself after this lecture. ' 

Such learning is made possible by and begins with the blessed fact that there 
are those in.this world who think deeply and write down what they have thought, 
and that their books are known and available. I shall be glad to tell you later 
who I think they are and why I think so. 

Liberal education begins with, -- and I might even argue consists of , the 
devoted study of such texts. By devoted study I mean first of all this: that one 
studies the text with the ardent hope, but by no means the sanguine 
presupposition that it might tell the truth-- in other words, real study in the 
approach to remarkable writings in a spirit of wary expectation. The only 
preparation necessary for this advanced sort of learning is literacy. 

When I insist that liberal study begins and ends with the best of texts, the 
so-called tradition, I might sound as if I thought the subject matter was of no 
account. But that is just what I do not mean-- it is one of the functions of the 
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inescapability of its falling short, when heard in the chord, engenders a tension 
that is rendered a 11 the more satisfying wr1en ans·wered by a chord that fills two 
conditions. The first condition is that the fundamental base of the second chord 
imply by potential division of the string every tone of the seventh chord, but 
Dot vice versa; that is, that the string of thte dominant tone and its division 
is only a part of the string of the tonic tone and its division. The second 
condition, and this is also the second quasi-assumption, is that the voice motion 
from the first to the second chord of the cadence be stepwise, as is natural for 
melody. Once. this has been granted, music has a principle in the theory of 
hC'lrr:wny by v1Hch four- o: even five-part pieces may be written, as every two 
successiv~ ~h~rds ~ilJ reflect either more or less strongly the paradigm 
c r-: J e·.iF ':. T.::1 fa(t a good deal of the interest that rnusic has for a listener stemR 
r ,.cim C:' P "c:~:atiC> n s ."':tt1t:"r confirmed or denied as a result of the cade[lce. 
• ... _ 1 tf; fn·1\ r;- ~· he ca .::'. , , ::<· c•mf irms the argument of using the harmonic proportion as 

· \! i d '-.' 1h0 d ; ·, t ~ ·o i . c =- ~· der because in the cadence is every tone of the 
t- ::· : · c Er S <-' ' ·i P 011':., which can certainly be thought to be in1plied. From 

· " 1 , ,',/ E I, a s c<.1dc·n c('l indicates in the fundamental base of the second chord 
~i-i ~ no t ion of key is born . In fact it is difficult to discuss key or 

·1:-·' • i r:: in the beginning of this paper, without also discussing 
, ;·1('.-n · · d - ;_ ~ i. 0 ::1 to what harmony has already clarified about music, also in 
: 11t.· <.t, T:"c'l :i cin of the cadence the notion of dynamic values is born, on 
;·:,"C r:' i l fil" .' ·:t:.3 J ··., , ;.ind ninor dissonances . 

Tl-: ·i s ~ ·- :-; <'<> t . .. , ;_ i1p theory of harmony has a significance in explaining even 
r~ (·:od y s itr· 0 yT.: . : r..: values for Zucket'kandl are a kind of explanation of 
11 : :·, · .i y. MeJcdy Le·· · l':t is essentially different than harmony, with few clear 
, , ;:;ndards to su1d2 it :~ production. Rameau says, "giving definite rules for its 
H f '" is almost impossible, since good taste plays a greater part in this than 
A J'. .hing e lsP. We shall leave to privileged geniuses the pleasure of 
c1i, · inguj sl-:ing themselves in this domain on which depends almost all the strength 
•> r sentiment." 

Up to this point an argument has been followed where as little as possible has 
bH'n assumed in an attempt to fulfill the stated principle: to mathematize the 
emotions and affections, the beings of the soul. However this is not to say that 
a lot has not been assumed. If music, or the study of it, is truly a 
mathematization of the beings of the soul, then it is not difficult to see why it 
~K cn11 i E'S obr,cure, as first principles of the soul are understandably hard to 
;»:. :·m t n •_, ,, Ncn is it difficult to exp1ain why music might be thought to be so 
Cl osely re 1ated to th soul. Boettius says, "there can be no doubt that the 
unity of cur body sn<l soul seems to be somehow determined by the same proportions 
that joir: togE>ther ;rnd unite the h.nmonious inflections of music . " In support of 
this hE' supplies several striking exan1ples of music's effect on the mood, 
actions, and well-being of listeners and one can easily augment the list with 
examp1es from personal experience • . 

OnE~ n:ight say that the point at which music becomes unexplainable by strict 
rati ona l method, therein lies the mystery of the soul's sympathy with it and 
consequently the mystery of the soul itself. H~re music seems to leave the 
quadrivium and become a thing; explainable only in tE·rms of itself. Music has now 
become something like metaphysics and something like psychology. 

Specifically, some of the respects in which music is unexplainable are 1) what 
is the special nature of harmonic division and why is it not continued beyond the 
interval of the third in the forruation of the diatonic scale? 2) what makes a 
cadence indicate the tonic note so strongly? Although it is by examination of 
the relationship between melody and harmony that some of these questions are 
answered, the answers remain, at best, likely stories. Furthermore, since one 
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begins to see that melody and harmony, two different disciplines, both approach 
one single nature, the question is what is the nature that they approach? 

There are many different styles of music that are diatonic; there are types of 
music that are not diatonic also. Harmony and melody can be said to mirror 
images of the same thing. Even more fundamental, there are many different 
species of intervals and possible tunings for a scale. No tuning is 
mathematically perfect, yet each is equally valid in its own musical context. 
What it is that the ear hears the same in different fifths or in melody and 
harmony or even in diatonic and non-diatonic music alike? What other than that 
universally significant thing: music. There are many different kinds of earthly 
music, but obviously there can be only one Music, existing both in the soul and 
the world. 

Because of its significance and sympathy with the soul, it follows how it is 
not only a matter of speculation but also of morality, or as Rameau says of good 
taste. However this is now backing off from the discussion of music as a purely 
mathematical art, a member of the quadrivium. The solace from this confession of 
ignorance is that since music is by nature subject to investigation by methods 
that attain to knowledge, not merely speculation and wonder, for example 
mathematics, the soul is also, perhaps through nothing other than the study of 
music. Until it should become clearer how to formalize this study not directly 
through mathematics, but in a more definite manner though, it is wise to trust 
the opinions of those wise in the matters of the soul, i.e. the epitome of a man 
of distinction: Socrates, and his advice on music in Books III and IV of the 
Repub lie. 
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Three Dreams to Waking 

I 

I listened with all my flesh 
Rigid in the small room: 
A shape in the window light, 
Composed of some intrusion of the moon, 
Who stands by the slanted squares 
Creeping on the still loom: 
Waits, musing beneath a veil. 

Last night she stood in the cold, 
Flinging her salt like seeds 
Upon the glassy ice. 
Her pearly fingers stroke the pearly trees. 
Inchoate mud that's bound, 
Binding roots, softens, bleeds -
Ineffectually. 

II 

Dark. I hear clanking storms in distant rooms; 
Gaping wrenches weigh down my obscure hands; 
The world is inside-out -- this vaultless maze 
Of basement pipes swallows my whole round light 
Of spacious sky -- a dry pea dropped in night. 
The surge of nrud climbs heaving deep crawlways: 
All is now a blind, viscuous search for plans, 
Plumbing, breath-torn, this wilderness of tombs. 

III 

A shining map is spread upon my knees; 
The sun sets there as in a mythic lake 
That shifts and whispers in the golden wind -
There I was found, crying beneath the trees, 
In their waving dance centering the skies. 
In their long shadows I push down roots, 
White, into the low ground's heart; my map's wings, 
Dazzling, impart their flight into my new eyes. 

Pierre Gagnier 
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Martha's Conversion 
Zoe Churchville 

When Martha Northe was forty-one years old she was told that she had multiple 
sclerosis. She had a peculiar reaction to this news, a reaction that was 
surprising even to her. But there it was, there was no denying it: Martha was 
relieved. And the relief she felt was so unexpected, so liberating and, as it 
seemed to her, complete, that it produced a great change in Martha's character 
and way of life. 

The change began right in the doctor's office. Martha sat quietly looking into 
her lap while Dr. Emir finished his diagnosis and went on to describe the course 
which she could expect her illness to take. Martha strained to listen to him. 
but she could hardly make out one word from another. This made her very uneasy, 
even though she was not trying, at that point, to understand anything. No, all 
she wanted was to feel certain that she could control herself. A cold, rapturous 
sensation was coursing so violently through her body that she was afraid she 
might utter some sound. Her bands were jerking in her lap. She couldn ' t look at 
the doctor, couldn't even raise her head. She bit her lower lip to keep from 
smiling. 

"Now I know what is wrong with me." she repeated fervently to herself. 
"Are you a 11 right, Mrs. Nor the?" Dr. Emir asked gently. 
Martha glanced up at him and immediately dropped her eyes again. "He's so 

dark," ·she said to herself, not knowing what to think and conscious only of a 
terrible sense of embarrassment that she had to be with another person at this 
moment. 

"Yes," she said in a hollow voice. "Yes, I am." 
"Well, how do you feel about all this?" he asked, and Martha almost said "All 

what?" She looked at the wall opposite and cast about in her mind for some 
thought, any thought, which would bring her back to her senses. Doctors, she 
thought with an effort, aren't so bad. They can be compassionate. Suddenly she 
stood up and extended her hand to Dr. Emir. Her mouth was so twisted that he 
looked concerned. 

"We 11, doctor, thank you for everything," Martha said in a feeble voice. "I 
just--! just need some time to think things over." 

Dr. Emir looked more cheerfu 1. "Of course you do, my dear. These things•" he 
waved his hand a little," these things take time to accept." 

"Yes," Martha said, and added caustically to herself. "We'll see what -I can 
accept." 

Once outside, Martha shuddered involuntarily several times. She looked at the 
sky and at a few distant trees as she walked through the parking lot. "Nature," 
ahe thought, and stood stock still beside her car. An urgent need to articulate 
something to herself was holding her there . 

"What is it?" Martha asked. "What has happened?" She put her hands to her 
head. "Accept. To accept. That's it. Acceptance. But what--exactly--have I 
accepted?" 

Then it came to her, as coldly and vividly as that feeling which had overtaken 
her in Dr. Emir's office. She knew that she had understood something, faced 
something, but it had to have a name. Maybe even a few names. And they all came 
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to her, just like that in a parking lot. God. Death. Faith. She had confronted 
and accepted her own death. She was doing it nowi She was doing something which 
almost no one was capable of doing--maybe once in a generation a person arises 
who--who is chosen. "Chosen," she whispered to herself. 

Martha looked around again at the sky and trees, and smiled. If you bad seen 
that smile, if you had seen her joyous, serene expression as she leaned against 
the car with her arms folded and gazed up at the sky, you would have thought that 
she was a very attractive woman, that she must have been a beautiful, happy 
girl. 

That curious feeling of relief lasted for more than a year. And it was not 
just a feeling. Its effect was so overpowering that

1
some. might say it was.the 

cause of a gigantic breakdown or collapse of Martha s will. Every once in a 
while Martha herself wondered whether this could be true. Later on. however, she 
came to realize that that year had been necessary for the development of her 
faith. Of course everything bad changed that day at Dr. Emir's. Her life had 
been divided in two and there was no going back. There could be no doubt about 
that. But she had still needed a block of time in order to understand what ~ad 
happened to her and to figure out or discern, as some say, what she was being 
called upon to do. "It takes time," Martha thought with satisfaction when that 
year was over, "and it takes patience to ~nder~tand the wil~ of God. You can't 
just leap into things. You have to wait. You have to 11e on your bed and be 
still.' Transformation takes time." 

So Martha spent a year doing very little and, for the first time in her life, 
she didn't worry about how much she did or what she did. The world was simply a 
harmless, pretty place which she felt that she understood. When she woke up.she 
would stand by her bedroom window and stare out at the backyard for a long time. 
The clump of birch trees, some little brown birds hopping about, the tool shed, 
Mrs. Adelle shaking her nasty green kitchen rug over Martha's azaleas; every 
object, every spectacle pleased Martha's senses. Nothing bothered her. Ma:tha 
realized this, of course, and she was positive it meant that she loved all things 
with a proper sense of detachment. If it was warm and rainy for days on end, she 
was indifferent. If she chanced to notice that her husband and children had 
grown very quiet, even sullen, and studiously avoided catching her eye, Martha 
would merely consider these facts for a moment, like the sight of a bird or a 
tree and, smiling to herself, reflect upon how the world had less and less of a 
claim on her with each passing day. 

Oddly enough, Martha almost never thought about her illnes~ or her ~eath during 
that first year (unless you were to count those sweet, tragic fantasies she used 
to have about growing pale and emaciated and always wearing black dresses). She 
would have admitted to this herself. "No," she would have said, "I do my best 
not to dwell on it. But I carry it with me everywhere." 

Nor did she think about her faith very much, although she would ask Clifford or 
the children about the gospel reading when they got back from Sunday services. 
She flipped through the Bible at times, but she knew that she was still too tired 
for any kind of study. Martha did not, however, permit her fatigue to get her 
down She made a consistent effort to keep her spirits up and her thought clear: 

• • I • she bought a lot of expensive nightgowns, read hundreds of ladies magazines, 
watched television, and ate to her heart's content. She felt herself to be 
detached enough for these few indulgences. 

When she did think, she would reconsider her whole life in the light of that 
critical moment when Dr. Emir had finally told her that there was indeed 
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something to all of that twitching and dizziness. She had a disease which 
everyone knows is terrible, debilitating, and fatal. She was going to die. Not 
now, but eventually. Propped against half a dozen pillows, wearing a wrinkled 
blue satin bedjacket and eating chocolate after chocolate, Martha could spend 
hours musing over how her past life had been justified. 

She had suffered from twitches, dizziness, and a tendency to hyperventilate 
ever since she was nineteen. No one ever knew what it was, but everyone had his 
theory. It was the pressures of going to college, of getting a job, of having a 
family. · Or it was an oversensitivity to life, or some disposition she had to 
worry excessively. Martha herself had never really believed that it was just a 
bad case of nerves. For a while she had thought that she had a brain tumor, but 
then she had noticed that all of the symptoms went away after her engagement to 
Clifford. They had returned, however, with a frightening intensity soon after 
they had gotten married, and they had never gone away again until Dr . Emir's 
diagnosis. (Strange that those symptoms did go away then for a year or more. 
But she was sure that this could safely be attributed to a new phase of her 
illness.) 

Those had been awful years, Martha would think with a shudder. Just awful. 
Especially after she and Clifford had gotten married. She remembered it as one 
long day of pitiful, frantic attempts to be useful. She pictured herself as she 
had been for the last twenty years and almost every scene was of a small, anxious 
woman struggling to appear competent, self-assured, and full of purpose. And the 
struggle had gone on from morning until night. Why, the very way she used to 
jump out of bed in the morning, the way she would put on her make-up as quickly 
and as firmly as possible, the way she would bustle with the children or charge 
through the grocery store; everything that Martha could remember of her old life 
revealed one desperate attempt after another to prove that she was somebody who 
could do something. And those projects and resolutions! The courses in French, 
wine-tasting, photography; the lists and vows! 

Martha often winced at these memories. Yes, it was gratifying to be able to 
recast her life-- and not just her life, but her opinion of herself--in a better, 
a truer light. But there was still an unpleasant, almost bitter edge to her 
memories. If only she had known then what she knew now! If only she could 
explain those years to everyone. Sometimes these thoughts got the better of 
Martha and she would involuntarily moan aloud, or kick the blanket off the bed. 
One day, however, it occurred to her that perhaps she had known all along what 
was in store for her. In a subconscious way, of course, but didn't subconscious 
things mean a lot? 

A stray recollection brought this idea to mind. For some reason, Martha 
t hought of how she bad a lways had to lie down on t he sof a in t he ear ly 
afternoons. That had been the time of day when she would feel so shattered that 
she no longer cared what happened to her. She would lie there for an hour or so, 
her arms folded across her chest, and try not to think or feel anything. But 
then she had to get up and do something before Joseph and Lizzie came home from 
school. She would always feel most desperate just before they walked in the 
house, and she would sit down to read or study in a state that was very close to 
hysteria. Sometimes she would. get the Bible, kneel down in the middle of the 
living room floor and, with her right hand on the Bible, she would swear that she 
was going to make something of her life. Have a purpose that would surprise 
everyone. But it had never worked. While she was still down on her knees her 
resolution would crumble into that old, anxious question: how could a person 
acquire a sense of purpose which would not go away? 

Martha went over this scene with great care. Everything fit together now. The 
sofa, the Bible, that terrible desire to have a purpose. For the first time in 
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her life Martha was able to pity herself freely (or all of those wasted, tortured 
days. She had been sick. It was as simple as that. Why, Dr. Emir had even told · 
her that she might have had multiple sclerosis for a long time and not have known 
it, since she was young and probably quick to dismiss bodily disorders. That was 
it, that was it. She had been young, she thought, crying and eating a chocolate 
at the same time. She hadn't understood. Her fate, her vocation, it had been 
there all along. It was hard to believe. Not only was she facing something now 
which very few people had the courage to face, but she had been facing it for 
years in some mysterious, biological way. 

For a while this realization set Martha's mind completely at rest. But after 
that first year of her illness had gone by she became very uneasy. The signs 
were unmistakable. She lost interest in staring at things. She felt fat and 
restless. At night, she began to wonder what Clifford and the kids were doing 
downstairs, and she made frequent requests for cookies and juice. She was 
irritated to find that whenever Joseph or Lizzie came in with her tray (Clifford 
never came up until it was time to go to bed), they would answer her questions in 
an extremely morose and perfunctory way. 

"Where did you get that dress?" Martha would ask Lizzie. Lizzie w~s fourteen. 
"I bought it." 
"How I wish I could go shopping with you darling." 
Silence. Lizzie would actually stand there and say nothing. 
"Didn't that girl Claudia- -didn't her aunt have M.S.?" 
"I don't remember. I think I'll just take these dishes away 
They were rude, out and out rude. "What was the matter?" 

Row could they not care about her at a time like this? 
anxious again? 

for you, Mot her." 
Martha wonder~d. 

How could she feel 

Then, late one night, it came to her. Clifford walked into their bedroom 
looking down at his shoes, the carpet, his pants' leg--there was no telling. He 
undressed very methodically, hung up his clothes, and turned out the light 
without saying a word. Martha could tell that he was angry, but she didn't 
care. She was angry herself. And then all of a sudden, as suddenly as she had 
understood everything in Dr. Emir's parking let, Martha knew what it was. No one 
believed her! That was it! They didn't really believe that she was sick. 

The shock and pain of such a realization brought tears to her eyes. Then a 
profound sensation of tranquillity and warmth flooded through her. She was 
entering into a new level of acceptance. She would have to face . everything 
alone; she was going to die and no one believed it. For a moment it was all that 
Martha could do not to switch on the light and confront Clifford with this ugly 
truth. If only he knew that she knew. But no, she would wait. She would find 
some othe r , una r guable way of showing t hem what was wrong with her and of --Martha 
tried to think of what she wanted to show them. "Not show them," she corrected 
herself. "I want to teach them what my illness means." 

The next morning Martha got 'up right after Clifford and the children left. 
First, she read a few Psalms. Then she made appointments to see Dr. Emir and 
another neurologist who had been recommended to her. She spent a long time 
getting dressed because almost none of her clothes fit. But at last she found 
something, an old blue maternity dress, and set off for the library. She spent 
t he whole day por ing over medica l books and artic l es on multiple sc l eros i s. She 
took notes on everything and dutifully looked up all of the technical words in a 
med ica l dict ionary . She even photocopied an article by some woman from Missouri 
who, she supposed, had already succumbed to M .s. "One of the most painfu 1 things 
about MS," the woman had written, "is that the symptoms are neither omnipresent 
nor easily distinguishable ." Martha was so happy and absorbed that she didn't 
even look at her watch until it was after six o'clock. 
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"Oh, Lord," she thought, laughing a bit. "Now THIS is s good beginning. I 
can't very well convince them of the gravity of my situation if I get home after 
they do." 

When Martha walked into the dining room, Clifford smiled at her and stood up to · 
help her off with her coat. 

"You must be feeling better," he said softly. 
Martha looked at him and then at Lizzie and Joseph. 
"No. No, I don't. I need to sit down." 
Clifford went back to his seat. 
"The truth is--I feel much worse·." Martha said in a solemn, businesslike 

tone. "Lizzie. Joseph. Why don't you go upstairs? I want to have a talk with 
your father." 

The children darted out of the room as Martha slowly and painstakingly sat down 
at the opposite end of the table from Clifford . 

"Clifford, I want to dis cuss some very serious things with you." 
Clifford nodded. 
"I wish that you would look at me." 
He raised hie head and looked directly at her. Martha noticed, but only for an 

instant, how cold and blue his eyes were. And his face--his cheeks--were 
extremely flushed. Almost purple. 

"If the truth were known, Clifford, I am very, very ill. M.S. i.s a strange 
disease, you know. It takes time for it to do its work, so to speak. You see, 
it comes in waves. Sometimes the patient feels fine for long periods, that's 
called remission. Then, all of a sudden, the patient enters into a painful, 
degenerative period." Here Martha took a deep breath and looked pointedly at her 
husband. 

"I am now entering into one of those degenerative periods," she went on. "I'm 
sure I'll have times when I'll feel better, but right now I am a very sick 
woman. I don't know what to say to you, Clifford. This could go on for years." 

The expression in Clifford's eyes sharpened even more. 
"I don't want to be a burden to you--" · 
''You are not a burden to me," he said harshly and looked down into his lap. 
Martha smiled at him. He is a good husband, she thought to herself. 
"The Lord," she said with an air of resignation, "The Lord works in mysterious 

w.ays. But we have to trust--" 
"What can I do for you?" Clifford interrupted in a low, restrained voice. 
"I- think we should install an elevator," Martha said promptly. Not an ELEVATOR 

elevator. Just one of those electric chairs that you attach to the bannister. 
I've been having trouble getting up and down the stairs. And I need one of those 
walkers. You know. Those silver walkers that old people use." 

There was a short silence. 
"Can we afford this, Clifford?" 
"Yes." 
"Well, in that case, I really think we need a live-in maid, too. 

that? Good. A live-in maid would be a great help. A big 
shoulders." 

Can we afford 
weight off my 

Clifford stood up and pushed in his chair. Martha was a little startled, but 
she managed to say, "Thank you, Cliff." 

He nodded and looked at her once more before leaving the room. 
tell with him. His eyes had been perfectly blank just now. 
thought as she limped over to the stairs, "at least he looked 
though. He clearly doesn't want to think about God." 
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She could never 
"Well," Martha 

at me. Strange, 

The electric chair was installed and Martha got not one but two walkers. The 
maid was finally hired after three full weeks of interviews and telephone calls 
to double check on recommendations. (Martha was amazed at how many of those 
women lied.) The maid's name was Jane. She was a nice, neat, respectful 
Scotswoman of fifty or more. She kept to herself, finished all of the cleaning 
early in the day, and never once objected to cooking dinner--even though she had 
not been hired to do so. As soon as she felt sure of Jane, Martha forgot about 
the household and settled down to her studies in earnest. 

She began to go out more, especially after she had mastered the art of inching 
along with her walker. Normally, she would spend a couple of hours each day in 
the library, pursuing her medical researches and writing a little diary of her 
illness. (Martha thought it might help someone else after everything was over 
for her. And she was determined that her family should have a record of what she 
wa s going through. They were so stiff when she tried to talk to them; she didn't 
want to push it. But they had to know the truth some day.) The remainder of her 
day was divided between visits to masseuses, chiropractors, health spas with 
whirlpool baths, snd neurologists. 

Everyone else acknowledged that Martha was seriously ill, and this had a 
softening, inspiring influence on her. She joined a weekly Bible class at her 

. local church, which she liked to think of as her "stronghold." Martha would 
always, somehow, manage to come in the room a little later than the others, and 
all of the ladies would beam at her as she inched in. After the class was over, 
someone would invariably press her hand and say, "You are one courageous woman, 
my dear," or: 

"I just want to te 11 you, Mre. No rt he, that you are an ex amp le, a rea 1 1 ight 
for the rest of us. Row many people just sit at home and do nothing and complain 
about how life has no meaning? It makes me so mad. if they could only see you, 
honey, getting up every day of your life and doing what you can, in spite of 
everything. It's true, you know. God helps those who help themselves." 

Martha particularly enjoyed it when she was asked to read aloud in class. She 
knew that every eye was on her; she even thought that some people shivered a 
little when she spoke. When she finished, she would smile timidly and stare into 
her lap for a long time. 

Martha's life went on like this for seven years. She would be the first to 
tell you that she had never been happier. In fact, she had a little speech 
worked up which she liked to deliver to anyone who asked about her illness. 

"I know my place in life," she would say. "The most important thing a person 
can do is to believe in God and to acknowledge his own mortality. Then 
everythin.g becomes different. Not just for you, but for everyone who meets you. 
Of cou r se this is also one of the hardest things to do--probably THE hardest." 
At this point, a faraway express ion would come into her eyes. "But I try," she 
would say slowly. "I do my best." 

During that time, Martha had resigned herself to the fact that her family did 
not want to understand her. Why, Clifford and the children were almost 
unrecognizable. She hardly knew them anymore. Of course, everyone said that 
Lizzie and Joseph were at the age when kids don't care about anything. And 
Clifford had always been a preoccupied person. But Martha knew that something 
had changed as a result of her illness. The kids were never home. Clifford 
slept in the spare room now, and, from what Martha could tell, he drank a lot. 
His face had grown quite purple from drinking. She would probably never know 
whether they believed in her illness, especially Clifford, but she had long ago 
decided that this was just another trial for her to bear. 
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Eight and a half years after Martha's momentous visit witb Dr. Emir, her son 
Joseph was killed in a car accident. The maid told her. Clifford and Lizzie 
wouldn't come upstairs. 

it was raining heavily that night. Martha lay on the bed for a long while. 
Then she got up and went over to the window. She had never seen it so dark out. 
She could just barely make out the tool shed. What else was out there? Where 
was the moon? she wondered, and everywhere she looked, everything that occurred 
to her, was accompanied by the sound of Joseph, Joseph, Joseph. Her chest hurt. 

She stood by the window for more than an hour. Then she put on a bathrobe and 
walked, unaided, to the head of the stairs. Without thinking (it bad been over 
seven years), Martha sat down in her chair and rode down the stairs. When she 
walked into the living room she found Clifford alone, lying on the sofa with his 
arm bent over his face. He heard her footstep and stood up. 

"Clifford." 
Clifford's face was very flushed. He gave her a curious, crooked smile before 

he spoke. 
"You are not going to the funeral," he said. 
Martha stared at him. Later that night she realized that she had understood 

exactly what he had meant at that moment. 
"Oh not It's okay, Clifford, it's okay. I can manage it--I must--" 
"I don't ¢are what you can manage," he said, and went back to the sofa. 
"What on earth do you mean?" 
"What do I MEAN? What do I mean"? Oh, sweetheart. Do you think I would try to 

explain anything to you?" He jumped up from the sofa again. "I won't have you 
there I If YOU go, I won't go--" 
· Martha started to cry. Her chest hurt so much--her throat--she could hardly 

swallow. 
"He' a my son," she said hoarsely. 
''Don't talk about him. I don't want to hear you mention his name. Don't come 

near me, Martha." 
"Clifford," she begged. 
Clifford started to pace around the living room. "Okay, okay. I' 11 te 11 yoY ' 

tbia much." . He stopped and looked at her. His eyes were narrowed ~~ 
bloodshot. 

"You," he said carefully, "have ruined everything." Martha was silent. 
"You've ruined everything," he repeated. 
"Clifford ., please--! HAVE been sick. I couldn't help it. I AM sick. I am 

really, really sick." 
"I don't care if you're sick or not," he said very quietly. 
Martha began to shake . She felt as though something, she didn't know what, 

were coming apart inside of her. 
"Clifford, I'm sorry. I've tried. I didn't know what I · was doing, I--" 
"And you are not brave!" he roared. "Do you hear that? You are NOT brave!" 
"What do you mean? Tell me what you mean! What made you think of that?" 

Martha was suddenly overcome with panic. 
Clifford smiled at her again, but bis mouth was trembling. 
"I know about you, Martha. And I know what you all do at his funeral. Jesus," 

he turned his bead away. Tears ran down his face and into his mouth. "Jesus 
God, you won't even let someone e lee die! You' 11 hog it. I--" he stopped and 
shook his head violently in an effort to control himself. "I don't know anything 
about God," he went on in a fiercely restrained voice, "but I know this much. 

28 

You haven't been anywhere near Him, Martha." 
"Is there one thing that made you say this? It is Joseph? I know, I know--" 
"That's it, Martha. I'm through talking to you. But you' re not going to his 

funera 1. Joey wouldn't have wanted it himse 1f." 
When Martha sank into a chair and cried, Clifford left the room. Martha sat 

there the whole night, crying and looking at the furniture. For the most part, 
she did not think about what her husband had said. She couldn't. She kept 
thinking of Joseph and of how black and frightening all of this rain was. What 
happened? she said over and over to herself. What has happened? She was un~ble 
to picture anything but herself going to the doctors, herself at a meeting, 
herself lying in bed. She couldn 1 t remember the last time that she had talked to 
Joseph. He was away so much. Why was he away so much? He was only twenty-one. 
Was that right? She was almost thirty years old when he was born. My son, she 
thought. My little son. How could a person live for fifty years without ever 
having acted purely, without ever having been free from the desire to be 
noticed? How could she have been so mistaken? What was the point of it--making 
so many terrible errors? Why had that been allowed to happen? 

Martha did not go to her son's funeral. She made no fuss about it. Lizzie 
told everyone that she was too ill to go. Martha sat at home during the service 
and tried to read some of the book of Psalms. ~ut she closed the Bible after only 
a few min.utes. She had no concentration. She couldn't think. 

Sonnet 
Stephen MtJrsf' 

o l d s ak , fad e d J i k e a ri o d sock , rock s 
And wait. s beside the open 1A ind ow. Breeze 
Enters softly, sliding through his locks 
Of white hair, bright thE:'re in thE.· sunlight, pleased 
To be so near. Isak knows t.ht• su11 
Knows to go down now, k ri l~~·s t }1p moon wt.tits, st i l l, 
Patiently for the ictervention · 
(Wren in nest, o1d n1an e1t I(' St) of his will. 

Waits like a cellist waits and \Vatches 
(One stroke in a tlrnusand) for Hs cue, 
Like a suitor for his lady's time 
Old Isak waits; for now and then he catches 
Snatches of the harmony, a few 
Clear and perfect pieces of the rhyme. 
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The Tears of Odysseus 
Cary Stickney 

I. INTRODUCTION 

About a month before I wrote this lecture I heard a Friday night lecture on the 
Hippocratic Oath, and I learned that the first thing sworn to in that Oath was 
reverence for one's teacher. In one sense that might seem to say very little to 
us here. We often proceed on the assumption that it is precisely by a kind of 
irreverence that we learn; I mean that readiness to question and cross-examine 
and perhaps to see refuted not only the serious opinions of our elders and 
betters, the authors, but even sometimes, when we are generous, our own cherished 
opinions and habits of thought. That is the irreverence of which Socrates was 
accused, and convicted. Nevertheless, I think our readiness to question is a way 
of searching for what is truly worthy of reverence, and it is not unusual to feel 
a reverence arising for the patience and affection and hope and generosity and 
insight of one's partners in that search. Without them one would surely give up 
too soon. I don't think it is a bad idea to call upon the divinities to witness 
and aid our resolution not to forget the depths of reverence and gratitude we owe 
to those with whom we have learned. Like other debts it is all too easy to 
forget, but when we do, we not only commit the crime of ingratitude against our 
teachers, but we make ourselves that much less able to be moved and taught by 
them or anyone else again. Perhaps the worst of ingratitude is not an 
insufficient attention to gifts already received, but rather the pretense that 
further gifts are neither needed nor desired. I expect this lecture will be a 
sufficient showing that further gifts are needed in my case; I want to say 
beforehand, in gratitude to all here who have helped me learn by their insight, 
affection, and patience, and especially to those whose patience had to be the 
longest, how much their further gifts are desired. 

II • PARTS Alm WHOLES 

I want to speak first about parts and wholes. In the Symposium Aristophanes 
tells a story of how all humans were once whole beings but have since become 
split. And now, he says, we must seek to approach our original nature in the 
union of love, and meanwhile beware lest we be split again. What is this split 
which love is said to heal? I think it is connected to being what we call a 
self, to having a memory and personality. 

In order to know myself at all, it is not enough merely to be aware of whatever 
one thing I happen to be doing or thinking at the moment. I must divide myself, 
that is, I must remember what I have already done and thought and anticipate 

Cary Stickney is currently a tutor on the Santa Fe campus. He delivered 
this lecture to the Annapolis comnrunity in the Fall, 1983. 
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what I may yet do or think. I must connect myself by causes and purposes and 
fears to the rest of my life, or else I will be a mere point, without so much as 
location. I could not be going to or from one place or another by my own motion 
because I could not hold onto either my or1g1n or my destination. If I were a 
heavenly body which moved in a perfect circle perhaps then could I have a motion 
and a location, but only in respect to myself. I would always be the same, 
always be at my origin and my destination, but the circular self thus constituted 
surely bears little resemblance to a human being. Aristophanes relates that the 
original unsplit humans were the offspring of the sun, or the moon, and resembled 
their parents in being spherical. The comic playwright goes on to tell a tragic 
story: in their arrogance, these spherical beings became a threat to the gods and 
so were struck down. What might this mean? 

If I were the sort of indivisible point I described, truly an unconnected 
whole, I would need nothing and no one, for to be whole means to lack nothing. I 
could then have no relation to the rest of things or I would thereby have become 
a part of something larger. Thus these fragments, these whole beings, as selves 
without others, are a gap in the fabric of things. If there is a larger whole, 
they deny it, indeed, they may be said to refute it, since it will hardly be the 
true whole if there are things which do not belong to it. But this denial of any 
larger whole is hubris, the pride of tragedy. Oedipus the tyrant pretends to 
master his own destiny, destroys the man and possesses the woman to whom he owes 
his own being, and imagines he is a self-made man, who owes nothing to anyone. 
And so too, says Aristophanes, will we be struck down again if we forget that we 
are but parts, not wholes. We have lost any capacity or simple circular motion; 
the right reverence for the gods consists in recognizing that we cannot simply 
possess, or be at one with our origins or our destinations, that we are part of a 
larger whole and for that reason are set apart for a real unity with our selves. 
Love becomes an admission of neediness or partiality, or a submission to a larger 
order in which I am not sufficient unto myself. 

Two questions arise here: Why does Plato put this story in the mouth of a comic 
poet? And, why is the service of love recommended not only as a submission to 
and an admission of our own partiality but also as the best cure for that 
partiality? Later on I hope to say something about the first question, but right 
now I will try to speak to the second. 

What is the special connection of love with wholeness? Lovers ask one another 
that they hold nothing back, that they have no secrets from one another; both in 
Plato's time and in ours one sign of a true love is thought to be that the lovers 
spend the whole of their lives together. And sometime we hear of lovers' 
suicides and may imagine that the sense of mutual surrender and entire possession 
seemed so perfect to them for one moment that they could not bear the thought of 
ever disagreeing or even feeling the slightest holding-back in the other or 
themselves again; and that knowing such a ·fall to be inevitable if they went on 
living, they preserved their imagined wholeness by dying together before their 
own partiality and the thousand trivial details of living could begin to separate 
them. 

What is this wholeness, this possessing which is not content unless it is at 
the same time a being possessed? May it not be in the same relation to our 
ordinary ways of being as being at home among kin is to travelling among 
strangers? When I try to know myself I find most of the time that I am broken 
into pieces: I do not desire only one thing, I do not remember only one, or fear 
only one, Usually I do not even know which of the many pieces of myself is the 
most important at the moment. I find myself doing or thinking this or that and I 
may puzzle long over the many possible reasons, good or bad, before coming to a 
provisional conclusion, which I may later conclude is mistaken. The "I" that 
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does all this is like a wanderer among strangers. It doe~ not know precisely 
where it is, but can only take the next step of an indefinite journey. It must 
place a certain trust in the companions of the moment and may even come to know 
some of them much better, but, like Odysseus, it must always hold something of 
itself back; it must not forget the possibility of dangerous surprises. When 
Odysseus falls asleep, almost within sight of his own home, his crew members, the 
men he has fought next to and travelled with for four years, open the bag he has 
held back from them and their ship is instantly blown far away from Ithaca by the 
winds they set free. They violated the rule of travellers: do not demand from 
another whatever he prefers to hold back. The best sorts of hosts the stranger 
Odysseus meets in his wanderings do not even demand his name from him. They take 
him in and feed him before they so much as ask, and when he is unwilling to 
answer they do not press him. And so, too, must I behave to the different parts 
of myself: I do not know their origins or all their possible connections with one 
another and if I try to possess them utterly or to wrest from them by violence 
what they will not willingly give, I may find myself, like that bad host 
Polyphemus, made drunken, blinded and befooled, or like the shipmates of 
Odysseus, blown off course forever. And yet, I must give those parts a place in 
me or I will not know myself at all. 

Our first view · of Telemachus in the Odyssey is of a boy dreaming of his father 
returning to drive away the oppressive crowd of uninvited guests. Yet when 
Athena appears in the guise of yet another uninvited guest, he hurries to welcome 
her. Of course, he hopes to hear news of his father, and he is not altogether 
disappointed in that hope, but his immediate readiness to welcome a stranger--we 
are told he was indignant with himself that a guest should have to wait--this 
unpremeditated hospitality springs from an innate readiness to be changed, to 
become more than and different from the boy he is now. Every stranger welcomed 
may change the looks of the world, may reveal origins or destinations we had not 
dreamed of, which may yet become our own. This is what happens to Telemachus; he 
had dreamt only of his father returning to make things right, but his welcome of 
Athena leads to his own bold defiance of the suitors be fo r e t he evening ends, and 
to his own voyage forth from Ithaca a day later. He calls an assembly, commands 
a .crew of sailors and presents himself and his questions to Old Nestor on the 
beach of Pylos. He has never done any of these things before and he would not be 
doing them now without Athena's help. But he would not have Athena's help had he 
not welcomed her when she was a stranger at the gate . Beginning by making an 
opportunity for him to discover that he can still give willingly when requested 
what has come to be rudely demanded of him by others, Athena goes on to let him 
give gifts he didn't even know he had. Her first visit, in the guise of Mentes, 
ends with her refusa l of Te l emachus ' offer ·of a gift, "a treasure from me, such 
as guest-friends give to friends." She tells' him not to hold her back from her 
journey now, but to give her a very fine gift when she returns; her final words 
are that there will also be something fine for him, something worthy of 
exchange. She returns of course the very next day, following the assembly in 
which Telemachus's request for a ship has been refused. This time Athena is in 
the guise of nentor, and her gift is a swift ship with a good crew and her own 
presence among them. What is the very fine gift of Telemachus? It must be his 
active trust: he bas followed her adv i ce and done wha t she said, and when it 
seemed to have led nowhere he has prayed for her help. These are gifts he could 
not have given the night before . She had left him then more confident and 
mindful of his fat her t han previously , but now he has begun to do things that 
have been his father's :· speaking in assembly, pl anning a voyage, relying on 
Athena. These things are thus both gifts t o him and from him, and that is as it · 
should be for they are part of hi s inherit ance. Wi t hout welcoming and trusting 
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the stranger he would not have begun to take po~session of his own birthrights. 
So, too, if we cannot make room . for the imperfectly known and the fragmentary in 
ourselves, we may never discover our inheritance, or even very much of the way 
the world looks. Of course trust is often violated, as when Odysseus' crew, 
impatient and resentful over what they imagine to be his withholding of a 
treasure from them, open the sack of winds. 

But perhaps Odysseus' shipmates were misled by the nearness of home, for there 
can be a place where one is not among strangers, and where a demand that nothing 
be held back is no violation, but a sign of love. Such a place is home, and it 
is a mark of how perilously close Odysseus knows he has come to losing his home 
forever that when he does at last return, he cannot permit himself, at first, 
with his son, his father, or his wife, to make that demand. The twenty years he 
has been gone may have made his family strangers or even enemies to him, and be 
no longer feels sure of his right to expect love from them. Athena must 
intervene and tell him it is time to reveal himself to his son, and Telemachus 
cannot at first believe the truth. He saw an old man in rags, a strange 
wanderer, and now he must try to see a well-dressed young nobleman, Odysseus as 
he must have looked sailing off to Troy when Telemachus was a baby. Both figures 
are Odysseus, yet how can they be one? How can there be anything left of the 
Odysseus who had scarcely begun to be a father when he went away for twenty 
years? Telemachus thinks that only the gods can accomplish such transformation. 
Odysseus tells him he is no god, but his own father, and weeps as he embraces 
him. When Telemachus still cannot believe it, he adds, first in tones of rebuke, 
that it is unseemly for Telemachus to be so astounded at the sight of his own 
father, and then says: "There certainly will not come hither yet another 
Odysseus, but I, just as I am here, am be." [bode _ggQ_ toiosde] He admits that 
Athena has indeed changed his appearance, but explains that it is easy for the 
gods to make humans appear glorious at one time and ignoble at another. Now, at 
last, Telemachus recognizes a man he has never seen before, throws his arms 
around him, and begins to weep, too. There is something truly miraculous about 
this scene, but it is not so much the sudden change in Odysseus' appearance as 
the sudden change of two strangers into father and son. Odysseus succeeds in 
making himself one, a kind of whole, and his son succeeds in seeing it, but how? 
It is very hard to unravel, but I think it has to do with the strength of the 
desire, the whole- heartedness with which they long to become father and son. 

Odysseus conceals nothing: as he names himself father he immediately adds, "on 
account of who, you suffer, groaning, many pains, bearing the violence of men." 
This is the plain truth; when Telemachus was asked in Book One if Odysseus were 
his father, he replied that he was not sure of that but that he did know his 
inheritance was trouble and t ears. Te l emachus has no t given up hoping, but l ike 
anyone who has been fooled by hopes before, he fears deception. Now Odysseus 
makes a demand of Telemachus, namely, that he cease to marvel over much at his 
own father; the act of making the demand, of telling Telemachus that his behavior 
is unseemly, speaks as loudly as the words themselves. u.r am your father and I 
expect you to trust me and listen to me as someone you belong to, not as a 
marvelous stranger or a god." When he says that yet another Odysseus will not 
come and that he, as he is then and there, is that Odysseus who has suffered and 
wandered so much and taken twenty years to reach his native land again , he does 
not deny that much has happened to . change him; but he gathers all of that 
together and says it is one and the same with the man who right now most of all 
wants to have, demands to have, every right those twenty years might have 
destroyed, to be treated by Telemachus as a loved and loving father. Sometimes, 
very rarely, we are able to say all of what we mean at a given moment. Most of 
t he time a great deal more is left unsaid, even left inexplicit in thought, than 
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we manage to say. But now and then we may feel we have sai~ everything we have 
to say for that moment. "I'm sorry," spoken through tears, may for an instant 
say everything I know about myself, everything I am. "Thank you" under certain 
circumstances may be said as though everything I am has gone into those words and 
poured forth, leaved not a single undissolved grain behind. "I love you" may 
sometimes still be such a phrase, in spite of all the ways it can be 
trivialized. I think that Odysseus speaks to Telemachus here in just the same 
way. As he finishes speaking, he sits down, as if indeed he has said his say and 
there can be not~ing to add. Had Telemachus hesitated after this, he would have 
made himself a stepson and his father a stepfather. But his acceptance is as 
total as his father's offer. He embraces him without another word and now both 
men are weeping. 

If this account has made any sense of the meeting of Odysseus and Telemachus 
then it may suggest something about the wholeness found in love. That wholeness 
seems to consist of a gathering-up of all the unpossessable parts of oneself in 
order to give them to another. The power of that desire to belong to another and 
for the other to belong to oneself, will not permit that anything be held back. 
There may be no secret reservations to whisper that at some later time it may 
suit me better not to belong entirely to the other, or for the other not to 
belong entirely to me. Each must perform a self-unification for real love to 
exist because one cannot offer oneself as a whole to what is only a part of 
someone else, and still feel that one entirely belongs, and one cannot accept 
such an offer with a part of oneself and still feel that one entirely possesses. 
So that the only real acceptance is a full giving in return, and the strength of 
desire enables a real possession of oneself only in the act of giving oneself 
away. That the strength of this desire is so great as to accomplish what seems 
nearly impossible may suggest that at the deepest level we so truly belong to one 
another. If Telemachus wanted no more than someone who would kill the suitors 
and leave him ·a large inheritance, then how could he accept and share Odysseus' 
tears? He would not be one whole person, but part of him would be intent on 
pleasing this useful relative, while another part looked forward to the gains to 
be had, while yet another part shrugged over the spilt milk of a twenty-year 
separation which made it impossible to feel close to this stranger. Instead, he 
too becomes a whole in bis acceptance of his father. 

Thus there seems to be a wholeness proper to a part. This kind of wholeness is 
so far from needing no one and nothing, that it can only exist in the powerful 
need to belong to another; the whole so constituted is not free and unconnected 
but is bound is a part -- that is, if its meaning is not exhausted in 
self-reference but requires a larger context, then we might say that insofar as 
its reference to the larger context is concealed or overlooked, it appears as a 
broken fragment, an accident. On the other hand, if it were possible to see all 
the connections of the part to the larger context of its whole, then the part 
would so to speak, have become the whole. But if we could only see far enough ' . beyond the part to recognize the possiblity of the larger whole, to begin to 
trust that the part might have its own rightful place, then one might be able to 
see what should be called the wholeness of the part. This sort of unity would 
not be perceived in the light of some perfectly complementary other half or of a 
background with a perfectly-defined blank spot awaiting a foreground figure to 
fit it, but rather in the light of a belief, perhaps an opinion, midway between 
ignorance and knowledge, that a fragment is never just an ace ident but a~ways a 
fragment of something larger. So, too, what we call whole-heartedness is most 
often a state of wanting or trying wholeheartedly for something one does not 
have. Nobody simply is whole-hearted, without reference to an~ g~al or 
activity. The heart is whole in its direction toward something outside itself. 
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We are bound together in wholeness because we are bound for some destination. 
Someone who is in no way bound, not even a~ a traveler is bound for a 

destination, or someone for whom every bond, like the origin and destination of a 
merely idle traveler, is ultimately a matter of indifference, that is to say, 
someone who accords to any possible bond no more that a minimal hospitality or a 
traveler's welcome, such a person will act not freely or spontaneously but 
randomly. Without the bonds that make up any sort of determinate self, such a 
person can never be helped to become more of himself or herself as Telemachus was 
helped by Athena. How can one learn from a stranger when one has no home in which 
to invite her, no fire by which to warm her or see her face? Telemachus is not 
so much of a boy or a dreamer as to forget he is in hie own home and that it is 
his part to greet the stranger, even if the place looks more like a rented 
banquet hall and the question of ownership grows daily more doubtful. However 
unlikely it may seem that the place will ever belong entirely to him, he knows he 
belongs to the place, and his dream had in fact been of a time when he could 
belong to it even more deeply, for the return of his father would make it more of 
a home than he has even known. It is just this very bond to a dreamed wholeness 
that gives him a place into which he may welcome Athena. In this way Telemachus 
already has the wholeness of a part, that is, he has a destinatione And, because 
he has a destination, it is possible for his journey to matter. For we all 
journey, but we must ask ourselves the question Nestor asks when Telemachus lands 
at Pylos: "Do you sail to get somewhere, or do you wander at random like pirates, 
who gamble their lives bringing trouble to others?" This is a question that 
seems especially pressing in the case of Odysseus, and, indeed, it is not always 
easy to tell the difference between him and a pirate. But love gives him, too, 
the unity of having a destination. 

Without the powerful desire to belong to another it is not possible to unite 
the myriad loose ends, contrary impulses, and separate parts of the self even 
briefly into one, for the wiliness of the wanderer dictates that some things must 
always be held back in case of unseen dangers. No arguments can compel utter 
trust as long as the possiblity of the unexpected is looming as large as it does 
in our minds even as in that of Odysseus most of the time. Unless some kind of 
love comes to our assistance we lead our lives as wanderers, always ready to lie 
to our companions, or, worse, to discover we have lied to ourselves about 
ourselves, taking every step with the reservation that we must "wait and see" how 
things seem to be turning out. Of course, it will turn out that we die, having 
made of ourselves meanwhile just what Telemachus feared Odysseus had become, 
someone "altogether without a fate among mortals" [apotmotatos], "invisible to 
all" [aistos], worse than dead in the eyes of anyone who might have felt 
connected to us. The freedom of the wanderer becomes the freedom of the ghost. 
.1 use the word "freedom" because I think we often console ourselves with the 
thought of our freedom when we succumb to the temptations to believe that all 
voyages are ultimately aimless. · The strongest temptation is contained in the 
fact of death. Our family and friends all die; those essential parts of our 
homes and our destinations become insubstantial phantoms, whom we can no longer 
embrace, as Odysseus discovers with his mother in hie voyage to the land of 
Death. In deed, at that moment Odysseus himself is little more than a shade as 
far as his wife, father, and son are concerned. He is as far away from home as 
he can be. And anyone who reflects that not only must the parts of his own home 
all become phantoms someday, but that he himself may do so at any moment, is very 
likely to feel that if he is ultimately a phantom he must already be one in some 
way even now, and that sense of belonging anywhere in the present is part of an 
illusion. But almost worse for us is when we are not despoiled of the people and 
places we love by death, which at least robs everyone impartially, but by 
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betrayal or apparent desertion. A constantly repeated part cf the background of 
the Odyssey is the disastrous home-coming of Agamemnon, betrayed by his wife; and 
the continual . temptation to Penelope and Telemachus, never mentioned by them and 
only once hinted by Odysseus, must be to suspect that he does not return because 
he doesn't want to. The last temptation is contained in the passing of time. 
The closest embrace must soon end, the deepest understanding must yield to future 
misunderstanding, nothing seems to stay the same or remain trustworthy. This is 
what Odysseus and Telemachus struggle with at their meeting and what causes the 
lovers' leaps mentioned earlier. But most of us, most of the time, are neither 
leaping, nor embracing, nor even imagining we are on the way to an embrace. We 
commit suicide on a smaller scale by concluding that we live as we die, alone. 
Since, then, we are already essentially phantoms, our embraces must be illusions 
at bottom, too, and any order or beauty we may see, however impressive, must in 
the end be no more that a lovely lie told by a traveler with no destination. It 
is perhaps less painful, when one has been robbed, to decide that on the contrary 
one never owned anything in the first place; and we sweeten the bitter pill 
further by boasting that it takes great courage and clarity of vision t.c• see the 
real bleakness of things, and even more courage to enjoy the phantom's freedom 
that results. It does take courage to wander at random gambling one's life, but 
perhaps that only says that it takes courage to endure lovelessness and 
homelessness, not that it is good to do so. Maybe all of that courage is just 
the fear of being robbed, a brave mask over the rage and resentment with ~hich 
someone whose hopes have been disappointed swi::a rs never to hope for anything 
again. Still, one cannot cure such despair by mere reason. If one asks on whet 
grounds everything has been concluded to be i ! ·~ scry, this fear, or courage, or 
skepticism, will reply that no grounds can be ~ iven for the groundlessness of all 
things. It becomes a kind of faith, and again, if other sorts of faith are often 
suspected of being empty products of fear, surely we ought to wonder what this 
faith is a product of. The cure for this feeling of being a part without a whole 
must be love, if Diotima is right when she says that love binds the All together 
with itself, and if it is love that brings Odysseus back from Hades and lets him 
discover while he is there that the dead are more than phantoms, that if we give 
them the stuff of life they will speak truth to us. 

I want to propose an understanding of how tears and laughter may help us to 
feel the wholeness of a part; how they may help us to love, and to find our way 
home. 

III. TEAllS 

What makes us weep? Physical pain, fear, frustration, compassion, grief, 
loneliness, joy, the list is long; and yet weeping is for many a rather rare 
occurance in spite of their frequently feeling, to some degree at least, most ~f 
these. If their feelings most often partake in the ambiguity of sights seen on a 
voyage, where clouds may mean an island, or a storm, and the signs that mark the 
end of one trouble may spell the beginning of the next, then it is not surprising 
that to wait and see is more often our response than to weep. Mingled with our 
frustration may be the suspicion that our frustrated desir~ is not so important 
as it seems; mingled with our pain, the memory of worse pains or the 
determination never to yield or show weakness; mingled with our compassion may be 
fear or contempt. This ambiguity could be called suspicion or unwillingness to 
trust any one feeling, and a large dose of suspicion is necessary for travelers, 
both for those who do and even more for those who do not know where they are 
going. But suspicion alone will not help a traveler to the destination, if there 
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is one, or help find orie if it hasn't yet appear~d. Tears may help. 
When we first hear of Odysseus in the Odyssey, Athena is telling Zeus that in 

spite of the beguiling talk of Calypso, who keeps him on our island and seeks to 
make him forget Ithaca, Odysseus' desire to see even the hearth smoke of his own 
land is so great that he longs to die. The first news Telemachus gets of his 
father's condition is from Menelaus, who has heard from Proteus that Odysseus is 
weeping on an island. 
. The first we see of Odysseus' present is in Book Five, when Hermes descends to 

Calypso's isle to set him free. He does not find him within Calypso's cave, we 
are told, "but rather that one was crying, sitting on the beach just where he 
always did, tearing his spirit with tears and groans and pains." 

It is ~ot throu~h suspicion of Calypso's soft and cunning words, nor through 
one of his many wiles that Odysseus preserves himself as someone still able to go 
home . It is through his tears, through trusting his tears. It is hard to see 
how he could have retained any rational suspicions of the nymph after seven 
years. It is clear she means him no harm, and if it is adventuring he likes she 
is ready to make him immortal and thus equip him for an eternity of advent~res 
though obviously preferring that he stay home with her. But Odysseus does no~ 
even address the possibility of becoming immortal in his reply to her suggestion 
that he stay and live forever with her. Still less does he imply that it is the 
glory.of mortals t~ die and thus define their lives. For him it is a simple 
question of longing for home. Mortal or immortal, this island is not his home 
and Calypso is not bis wife. This may seem very simple but how does he in fact 
know these things? Why should he not have decided, wee;ing one day on the beach 
after four or five ears alone with C~lypso, that Calypso and the isle of Ogygia 
were not part of the way back to Penelope and Ithaka, but that Penelope and 
Ithaka had been part of the way to Calypso? There would certainly be no proving 
of th7 one or the other, and perhaps he ought to have ceased weeping and decided 
to wait and see. But that would mean that even if he had eventually returned to 
Penelope thereafter, she would have seemed to him merely another Calypso--perbaps 
a.home, perhaps a way station. Instead he sits on the beach "tearing his spirit 
with tears.and groans and pains." Tears that tear the spirit may seem hard to 
connect with wholeness, but I think it is through this very tearing that he 
r etains the possibility of becoming whole again. When he weeps he feels his 
loss~ be doesn't feel it, I think, ~ingled with hope, or mingled with despair, 
but Just .!t!. loss. He feels the pain of a part separated from its whole and he 
feels it entirely. That he does not avoid the place or the thoughts that give 
rise to this pain may signify hope, but it is a hope based on how deeply he knows 
and feels himself to belong to Penelope and Ithaka. Whether there are real 
gr~unds for hope or not, he can never succeed in forgetting a happiness without 
which he would rather die. This is what tears his soul. Of course he might if 
h7 can't forget it, at least try not to think about it, become more suspiciou~ of 
his own tears, as most of us do when someone or something we long for is 
temporarily or permanently out of our grasp. He does not as I say explain 
himself to Calypso or to us, beyond the simple statement ~hat each day

1

he longs 
for home and the day of his return. 

To Nausikaa in Phaiakia he adds a little more, in the form of a blessing upon 
her: "May the Gods give you all you long for in your heart: a husband and a home 
and ~ay ~hey send as companion to those blessings, a true kinship of spirit; fo; 
nothing 1s stronger or better than when husband and wife together hold their home 
and agree in their thoughts." The verbs in the phrases translated "hold their 
~ome" and "agree in their thoughts," are neither singular nor plur~l. They are 
in the dual, a form used to describe things that are two but act as one: a pair 
of horses yoked at the same plow, a pair of eyes or ears. Perhaps the line 
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should be translated: "Nothing is stronger or better than when husband and wife, 
acting as closely together as two hands, hold their home and share their 
thoughts." "But that," adds Odysseus with a kind of delicacy, "they themselves 
always know best ,"as if to say there is something about a home and marriage that 
cannot be explained, a trust and belonging that ought to be felt. This wily 
trickster and lying voyager has an extraordinary respect for trust. 

The next time Odysseus cries it is at the court of Arete and Alkinoos, 
Nausikaa's parents in Phaiaikia. He has been listening to the minstrel Demodokos 
sing, at this request, a song of the taking of Troy. 

And Odysseus let the bright molten tears run down his cheeks. 
As a wife cries, throwing herself upon her husband 
Who fell before his own city and people 
Trying to ward off the pitiless day from his home and children. 
Seeing him dying in gasps 
Giving herself to cover him she wails loud 
But those behind, beating her back and shoulders with spears 
Lead her off b.ound, to have toil and pain. 
Her cheeks wear away under most piteous grief 
So Odysseus wept piteous tears ••• 

These are different tears: Odysseus does not long to be back at the sack of 
Troy, nor does he mourn the death of his companions in &rms. He weeps as though 
he were one of the women of Troy whose husbands he helped to kill. Is it too 
much to suggest that only on the last night of his t en-year wanderings has he 
realized that what he helped destroy was not just an enen1y city, but somebody's 
home? He and his nob le comrades killed the husbands and made the wives and 
children into slaves, permanently homeless people, into!!.. andrapoda, to use a 
peculiarly bloodchilling, though not Homeric, Greek word for slaves; literally 
"things with men-feet," more loosely, "plunder that can walk." Are ten years of 
homelessness too much to have paid? And now he begins to tell the story of his 
wanderings, perhaps because only now does he understand how where he is coming 
from fits with where he is going. He learned in his tears. If his tears on 
Calypso's island could be called a reaching out of his present and into his 
hopes, then these tears on Phaiaikia might be called another kind of tearing, a 
tearing himself away from his past. He cannot return wholeheartedly to his home 
if a part of him is still at Troy. 

Troy was not easy to escape from in one piece. ; of t he people \.'e tteet in the 
Odyssey who have been there, most are dead. They either died at Tr oy, like 
Achilles and Ajax, or on the journey home, like all of Odysseus's crew, or upon 
arrival home, like Agamemnon. Of those who are alive and back safe at home, we 
meet first Nestor, then Menelaus and Helen. 

lestor is on the beach, as if still at Troy, He and all the men of Pylos are 
offering a glorious hekatomb of black bulls to Poseidon, presumably in gratitude 
for their safe passage home. Telemachus states his business: that he has come 
seeking word of his father, and Nestor replies : "Ah friend , when you remind me of 
the pain we sons of the Achaians bore in that land, relentless in ou r anger, 
sometimes in the ships on the misty sea , ranging a fter plunder , where Achilles 
excelled, sometimes around the gr eat town of Lord Pr iam ••• we fought." 

A student showed me that two things are especially striking in this 
of Nestor's answer. The first is that we find ourselves transported 
back to Troy but back to the beginning of the Iliad. The words I have 

38 

beginning 
not just 

translated 

as ''relentless in our ~nger" are menos aschetoi and they remind one of the anger 
of Achilles both in meaning and in sound, for menos--"spirit, force, anger" is 
not far from menis--"wrath, rage." Moreover, Nestor then mentions Achilles by 
name and speaks of his preeminence at the pillaging which kept the army supplied 
with food. But one of Achilles's own complaints in his rage at Agamemnon in Book 
One of the Iliad is that he does the fighting and Agememnon distributes the 
plunder, always reserving the lion's share for himself. In fact, one could say 
that the distribution, or in this case, the redistribution, of plunder is the 
occasion for the ruinous wrath of Achilles. The second striking thing is that 
Nestor never fulfills the expectations he raises with the third word of his 
reply, "when." "Q. phil 1 epei. •• " One wants to ask, "Yes, when he reminds you 
what then?" But .Nestor cannot come back to the present once he steps into th; 
p~s t. He goes on to te 11 who died there, Ajax, Achilles, Patrok los, Anti lochos, 
his own son, then pauses to tell Telemachus that even if they had five years he 
couldn't tell him the whole story of the suffering of the Achaians at Troy. 
Perhaps he means to convey how hard a time it was by a figure of speech. But if 
there is anything expressed in his choice of that particular figure of speech it 
may be that, ten years later, he still cannot separate himself enough from the 
experience to make it a tellable tale. He has not, it seems, finished saying 
farewell to the Trojan war, so as to put it behind him and view it whole. 
Instead one suspects that when he views his present through his memories of the 
past, of the sheer magnitude of the suffering and of the men who bore it and 
caused it at Troy, his present can only seem small and disappointing, even when 
as in this scene, he is presiding at a sacrifice of 81 black bulls conducted b; 
nine companies of 500 men each. 

But if this is only conjecture about Nestor, it is clearly true that Menelaus 
and Helen cannot put Troy behind them. Telemachus arrives at their palace on a 
wedding day; Menelaus's son is getting married, but, we are told, his son by a 
slave girl during the war, for after one daughter Helen has never born any more 
children since going to ·troy. When Telemachus remarks on the opulence and beauty 
of the palace, Menelaus replies that it all means nothing to him without the 
friends he l~st at Troy and thereafter. He revels in his tears, he says, for his 
lost companions, or stops weeping before the surfeit makes him shiver. Soon 
after this Helen drops an anodyne into everyone's wine to make them incapable of 
tear~ •. Perhaps tears :or what is irrecoverably lost~ worse than useless, and 
yet it ts strange to find Helen so ready to numb herself and her companions so 
long after the occasion of the pain. There seems to be no hope of a natural 
cessation of tears, and this is confirmed in the stories which Helen and her 
husband then recount. Hera seeks to assure him that her escape to Troy was an 
aberration and that she longed to return to him during most of the war while his . ' r~minds her of her attempt to trick the Greeks in the horse on the very last 
night of the war, and so save Troy. She is asking him to believe that she is now 
truly on his side again, that she · really loves him ,and he is replying that he 
can never forget that he got her back by force of arms and that he will thus 
always suspect her of being with him against her will. She is his prisoner in 
his mind, not his wife, and all the opium in Egypt will not erase ~hat 
unhappiness for them. Telemachus asks if it isn't time for everyone to be going 
off to rest, and I don't blame him. Menelaus and Helen remind me here almost of 
those people in the lowest circle of Dante's Hell, whose tears freeze in their 
eyes. Perhaps it is that chilling, deadening character of his tears which is 
signified by Menelaus's earlier remark that he must sometimes stop weeping before 
the surfeit makes him shiver. In any case, Odysseus's tears at the song of 
Demodokos are anything but cold; the literal translation of one of the verbs used 
is that he melted (teketo). He is not yet assured that be can rejoin his family 
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in the full sense of becoming part of it again, but thos~ tears disjoin him, 
dissolve him from Troy in a way that no one else in the book who has survived the 
war manages to get dissolved. By a grief as whole-hearted in its rejection of 
the consequences of the war as the grief of one who has utterly lost home and 
family, Odysseus is freed to make a whole-hearted attempt to embrace home and 

family. 
The next 

spoken of. 

tears Odysseus weeps are with his son, in the scene I 
This is how Bomer describes it: 

have already 

Telemachus embraced his noble father, weeping. A longing or tears of 
mourning arose in both and cries burst from both as keen and fluttering 
as those of the great taloned hawk whose children farmers take before 

they fly. 

The fledgling and the hawk are here restored to one another, yet they must 
mourn their separation. When Odysseus left for the war he cannot have wanted to 
believe he would not return in time to see his son growing up. Whatever had been 
foretold him he could not then have been comparable to the hawk who sees its nest 
robbed; and Telemachus was not ever aware that in one moment he had been deprived 
of his father's presence and care for twenty years. Re had only known, as the 
years wore on, that his father was not home .I.§!.• They have both ~ad twenty years 
to get used to this seperation, to be insensibly hollowed out by it day after day 
as drops of water hollow rocks. But the fullness o~ their restoratio~ to .each 
other lets that separation suddenly appear in all of its full, .harsh. immediacy, 
and a longing to mourn arises. Now that they truly ~ave it again, they.are 
pierced by what they had lost. An overly lite~al translation of on~ of the lines 
might read: "They cried loud and clear, something more fully flow7ng. than the 
great taloned . hawk cries ••• " and so forth. The alpha at the beginning of the 
word "adinotarov " "more fully flowing" is not the privative alpha, but what is 
called the inten~ive alpha, used to denote fullness or joinedness. It is the 
same A in our Latin-derived word "satisfaction," fullness, completeness; and the 
oldest meanings of the English word "sad," in Chaucer for example, are in fact 
"whole, fully ripe, constant, steadfast." It seems to me that the best sadness 
is indeed a wholeness that produces constancy, the wholeness of a part; the 
wholeness to be felt in tears. 

IV. LAUGHTER. 

Since J.. began with a speech attributed to Aristophanes, I should try to say a 
very little about laughter before I close. For, in spite of all the tears, or 
perhaps because of the kind of tears they are, the Odyssey is a comedy. A 
lecture on Dante by Mr. Littleton suggested that the soul of comedy had to do 
with being able to turn around and go back. According t~ that definition the 
Odyssey is preeminent among comedies; but also according to the words of 
Aristophanes in the play bis chorus describes as the one he'd worked ha~dest of 
all upon, The Clouds; Athens is said, by the chorus of Clouds, .to be a c:ty full 
of folly but whose very mistakes the gods tu:n to the better. T~e ~thenians are 
then urged to see that trusting Cleon is a mistake, and to put him in the st~cks 
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that things may again turn out for the best. That mistakes may turn out r~ght 
if only we recognize them is, I· think, a thread that runs through most. comedies• 
,It is assumed that turning things to the better is what the gods are dispos~d to 
do for us if we will let them. This is comedy's opposition to tragedy, which 
assumes that the gods are disposed to let certain mistakes develop until they 
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crush us. 
Laughter is, then, a recognition of a forgiveable or reversible or non-fatal 

~istake. To ~augh at something is to feel that there is a whole and a way that 
its parts fit together and that that laughable something does not fit as it 
pretends to! but that it also in no way threatens the whole. A German writer of 
the ea:ly ninetee~th century, Jean Paul Richter, speaks of comedy in the figure 
of a bird •. The. bird Merops, or as I am tempted to trans late, "eye for the part," 
he says, flies into heaven backwards, by looking back and laughing at all things 
earthly. 

The great hopefulness of most comedy must proceed from the insight that to 
laugh at a.pa:t is to affirm the whole. One need not see the whole as such to be 
a~are of ~t in the laugh that recognizes the absurdity of a part and at the same 
time cont~ins the possibility of reconciliation. Theodor Adorno, a contemporary 
German thinker, suggests tb~t laughing may be like naming in these two aspects . 
In on~ w~y to laugh at a thing and to call it a name can be a glorying in our own 
super10:1ty.and mastery over it, while, in another way, it is precisely by thus 
separa~ing it off and addressing it directly that we are able to let it have its 
o~ being, ~o freely accept it for what it is. On this understanding a certain 
~i~d er wh~ s never bees. a chance to trust that even as there is some absurdity 
in everything, so there is some rightness, some truth, in everything, too. 
~he ~tory of Odysseus, as Adorno points out, ends with a joke meant to produce 

this kind of ~aughter. Odysseus, as he learns in Hades, is to walk inland with 
an oar over bis shoulder until so~eone asks him what kind of a winnowing fan he's 
got 7h7re. At :hat spot he is to plant the oar upright in the ground and 
sacrifice to Poseidon. Then he may return home and live to a ripe old age, 
finall~ to die a gentle death that comes from the sea. You may not find the 
confusion of an o~r with a winnowing fan terribly funny, but I think Poseidon is 
expected to. He is the god who holds the whole middle realm with his brother 
:eus taking th: Heavens and his brother Hades the Underworld,' and he knows that 
JUSt as the shield of Achilles showed, Ocean circles everything and makes up most 
of the world. Nevertheless here is some clodhopper who's never heard of an 
ocea~, and doesn't ~now ~he great sea-farer Odysseus from a migrant farm laborer 
or h18 oar from a winnowing fan. Poseidon has to laugh at this ignoramus who 
h~s never tasted salt, and at Odysseus, the island-dweller and sailor like a 
f1sh.o~t of water,.tryi~g to explain what god it is he is honoring ~ith great 
sa~rifices an~ this winnowing fan. Like Adam Smith so deep in thought about 
things economic that he wallked off the end of a dock, these are people who don't 
know where they are. More than any sacrifice could, the laughter Odysseus calls 
forth fr~m Poseidon remind~ the ~od who each of them really is, and where they 
a~e. This laug~ter reconciles him to Odysseus, even disposes him especially 
kindly toward ~im, so that he will send him prosperity and a gentle deathh. May 
we, too, who live much of our lives no less ignorant of the whole to which we 
belong than the farmer, be granted such a reconciliation. 
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Mathematics and the Concept of Force 
John Ritner 

We live in a world of motion, so that if we are to understand our world and 
ourselves, we must understand motion. Indeed, it seems that nothing can occur in 
this world we perceive without motion's being involved--yet how do we grasp such. 
a changing thing? Our minds seek something unchanging, sometbing we can say we 
know, so our question is, what is the unchanging or absolute part of motion, and 
how do we grasp it? As we shall see, the answer has vast implications for 
philosophy as well as physics and must lie in mathematics and the concept of 
force. 

The Ancients tended to make a distinction between theoretical and applied 
sciences. We need only read, say, the first line of Ptolemy's Almagest: "Those 
who have been true philosophers, Syrus, seem to me to have very wisely separated 
the theoretical part of philosophy from the practical." Ptolemy goes on to note 
that the practical part of philosophy involved constant repetition, while the 
theoretical involved progress onwards. He mentions Aristotle's division of the 
theoretical into "three immediate genera: the physical, the mathematical, and the 
theological." Of these three, we can have scientific knowledge only of the 
mathematical, and Ptolemy undertakes the investigation of the astronomical part 
of mathematics. His intention is not really to explain the physical movements of 
the planets, but to "save the appearances" and expound upon the theoretical 
mathematics of astronomy. His science is not meant to be applied; rather, he 
prefers to "indulge in meditation mostly for the exposition of many beautiful 
theorems and especially of those specifically called mathematics." 

When we open Euclid's Elements, we are struck by the very first definition: "A 
point is that which has no part;" and the Elements continues in a similar fashion 
to expound "pure" geometry--perhaps a measure of the earth, as its name implies, 
but in a purely theoretical way. In this way, mathematics was, with a few 
except ions, firmly separated from the other sciences, such as physics. For 
instance, Aristotle gives no truly mathematical account of this science, but 
merely an account from observation and meditation. Yet this account, due to its 
vast subsequent influence, is the necessary starting point f or an examination of 
physics. 

"Physics" comes from the Greek word for nature, and Aristotle defines nature as 
"a source or cause of being moved and of being at rest in that to which it 

· belongs primarily." (Book II, 192b.22) The last clause, "in that to which it 
belongs primarily," is included in order to indicate that a man- made item like a 
bed, insofar as it is a bed, has no "innate impulse to change," but only insofar 
as it is wood. Thus, physics is the study of the causes of motion and rest. It 
is the science immediately necessary to understand the world ar~und us, for 
nature obviously exists and things obviously move--to try to prove these things 
would be absurd, as Aristotle points out. 

So we are set the task of studying the causes of motion and rest. To do so 
requires a great deal of explication about many things. For instance, as 
Aristotle states at the beginning of Book III, we must understand the necessary 
conditions of motion, among which are place, void, and time. We must also 
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consider that motion is continuous and that "the infinite" is necessary in some 
way to explain "continuous." The definition of motion is then given as "the 
fulfillment of what exists potentially, insofar as it exists potentially." 
(20lal0) It has been debated whether this definition is comprehensible but it 
does at least point out the central position of motion in the study of the world 
for it is in.motion that things ar: fully what they should be. For eight book~ 
the explanation~ go on about such things as the four causes, the infinite, place, 
space, tendencies of the four elements--all with scarcely a word about 
math:matics or an indication of how we practically deal with motion. We know 
not~ing . about the natural paths of motion or about the velocities bodies can 
achieve or about the work they can do or about their relationships to each 
other. At best we have a mediocre knowledge of nature. 

"My purpose is to set forth a very new science dealing with a very ancient 
subject," proclaims Galileo at the beginning of the "Third Day" of his Two New 
Sciences. 

There is, in nature, perhaps nothing older than motion, concerning 
which books written by philosophers are neither few nor small; 
nevertheless, I have discovered by experiment some properties of it 
which are worth knowing and which have not hitherto been either 
observed or demonstrated. 

Indeed, a new age is being introduced--Galileo has opened this "vast and most 
excellent science," and some of the greatest thinkers from his time on have 
exp~ored it in de~th. Galileo treats of uniform motion, naturally accelerated 
motion, and the motion of projectiles, and he proceeds using Euclid and other 
mathema.ticians--this is the revolution. He does not abstrusely define motion 
but proves how the elements of motion--time, velocity, and space--are related t~ 
one another. From Galileo's work, we know that with falling bodies the distances 
covered vary as the squares of the times and that projected bodies move in 
parabolas--and to prove these things, he uses the ancient mathematicians. 

Now we have a way of understanding the world, for we have applied the certainty 
of mathematics to the physical world. We are shown that this world has 
mathematical laws as clea: as Euclid's or Apollonius• ·mathematics--though certain 
unaccoun~ed-for factors.will throw off the results of the application of these 
m~thematics t? the physical world. That is, for instance, the motion of a body 
will follow given laws except insofar as it is affected by air resistance or 
other such (and perhaps limitless) factors. Still, we are left with the hope 
that .we can mathematically take into account even these factors and explain them 
by fixed laws. 

Descartes clearly expresses this hope in the second part of the Discourse on 
Method, written shortly after Galileo's time: 

Those long chains of reasoning, so simple and easy, which enabled the 
geometricians to .reach the most difficult demonstrations had me wonder 
whether all things knowable to me might not fall into a ~imilar logical 
sequence. 

Descartes proceeds to combine "the best traits of geometrical analysis and 
algebra, ... and correct "the faults of the one by the other." As he shows in his 
Geometry, the key is to develop a formula which takes into account all the 
various factors and which can be solved algebraically. 
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With Galileo and Descartes, the primacy of mathematics in the consideration of 
physical matters is established. To understand the.moving world around us, we 
must understand how it is mathematical. Once we understand this, it is claimed 
that we have knowledge as certain as that of, say, Euclid, and we may solve 
practical problems. We can predict with great accuracy, for instance, how nruch 
velocity a machine would require to move a certain body a certain distance. 
Thus, we must measure and quantify--distance, velocity, time all become 
numbers--and we must learn to relate these numbers. Given the establishment of 
mathematics in physics, we must seek out just what mathematics is dealing 
with--what are the factors, how are they related, and what is absolute in 
motion? 

Our first considerations of motion dealt with single objects moving uniformly 
or falling with uniform acceleration or being projected in a parabola. Given two 
of the three elements of velocity, time, and distance, we can find the third , 
without having to take into account any other factor. For instance, among heavy 
bodies, it is not true, as Aristotle maintains, that the heaviest falls most 
rapidly--mass makes no difference. All heavy bodies accelerate in the same way 
and achieve the same final velocity at the end of the same amount of time. Two . 
projectiles of different weight will form in the same parabola given the same 
velocities--assuming, as usual, ideal conditions. 

Yet we know from experience that it is generally much easier to send a lighter 
projectile farther than a heavier one, and that it is more painful to be hit by a 
larger projectile than by a smaller one . Something more goes into the motion of 
a heavier body, and that factor is dependent upon its mass in some way . The bes t 
starting point for the consideration of this new factor of mass is Huygen's The 
Motion .Q.f Colliding Bodies, for in this work is demonstrated the effect that 
perfectly hard, moving bodies have upon each other. Further, Leibniz' Essay on 
Dynamics can be brought to bear on Huygens' work with particular advantage, for 
Leibniz is searching for something absolute in motion and explores many of the 
ideas Huygens puts forth. 

Proposition 4 is the first proposition in Huygens ' treatise to deal 
mathematically with bodies which have different masses. It states that the 
relative speeds of the approaching bodies--whatever their masses are--are the 
same as the relative speeds of the departing bodies. That is, for example, if 
body "B" approaches with a velocity of 10 a larger body "A" at rest, then the two 
bodies will separate with velocities that together add up to 10. Leibniz points 
out this fact in his Essay on Dynamics, and notes that although it is a 
conservation, it is not something absolute in bodies, for the true :velocities and 
the absolute forces of the bodies can change in .innumerable ways. Thus, the 
conservation of relative speeds tells us very little--nothing abou the actual 
speeds of the mass of the body or the effect they would have on other bodies. 

The sixth proposition of Huygens points out a negative truth, namely, that 
contrary to Descartes' theory, the quantity of motion in two colliding bodies is 
not always conserved. What Huygens means by "quantity of motion" depends upon 
the velocity and size of the bodies, and Leibniz takes it as being the product of 
mass and velocity--what is now called momentum. This is on the surface a strange 
idea--for we have never before multiplied together two unlike things in order to 
obtain the definition of a third. It is true that nowadays we conceive of 
velocity as a ratio between distance and time--that is, velocity is equal to 
distance divided by time--but that is more directly comprehensible, for we truly 
think of a body covering a certain distance in a certain time. Besides, Galileo 
presents velocity as a measurable quantity in its own right, and it took later 
developments in calculus to completely define velocity as a derivative of 
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distance over time. 
Now, although we have a good idea of why mass and velocity should be considered 

togethe:, we can have no im~ge of momentum or of other "absolute" quantities soon 
to be discussed. T~e. notion of such quantities measurable only indirectly in 
terms o~ other.quantit7es has several important implications, some mathematical, 
~ome philosophical. First of all, the dominance of mathematics has been secured 
~nso~ar as the c?ncept--at least the precise concept--of a quantity like momentum 
1s incomprehensible except mathernat~cal~y and s~ecifically quantitatively. 
Further, when we.say.that we ~re multiplying mass times velocity, we really mean 
that we are multiplying numerical quantities of mass and velocity. We have 
advanced beyond Euclidean ratios of like things to manipulations of the 
measurements of very unlike things. Only by thus turning to algebra and 
quantification, as Descartes does in his Geometry, can we make any solid advances 
in physics. The justification of such steps is precisely that they work (as 
shal~ be seen eve~ mor: clearly in the following discussions of force). That is, 
for 1~s~ance, bodies wit~ equal momenta can stop each other upon impact. Their 
velo~ities and m~sses in~ividually may vary widely, perhaps, but multiply each 
body s mass by its velocity, and if the results are equal, the two bodies can 
stop each other. 

In subsequent physics, the predominance of mathematics has grown to such an 
extent that, with the introduction of quantum mechanics, Schroedinger warns us 
against attempting to imagine what we are studying. Our knowledge of physics is 
strictly mathematical, for even though we may have started with images of 
particles or waves, we can achieve consistency only through abandoning such 
images and studying the mathematics. In the end, such paradoxes have indeed led 
to a thorough questioning of whether the mathematics is then meaningful at 
all-:-but. stil~, t~e only way to consistency in physical concepts and to · their 
application lies 1n mathematics. 

But to return to the seventeenth century, one of the philosophical 
ramifications of these new concepts involves the specific idea of absolute or 
living force that Leibniz developed, so discussion of it will be postponed. 
There are, however, two other philosophical ramifications of particular 
importance that I hold to have come directly from these new, unimaginable 
physi~al concepts an~ the mathematical expression of tbem. The first is the 
doctrine that . na~ure rn general may be trea.ted mathematically, and the second 
that concepts which exceed the imagination can validly be used and in fact must 
~e u~ed,, th:oughou~ philosophy. Both Descartes and Spinoza develop the latter 
implication in makin~ a distinction between the highest type of knowledge--the 
purely conceptual, which exceeds the imagination--and sensual knowledge or as 
Spinoza ca~ls it, opinion. Now, granted that the theory of higher 'form~ of 
know~edge is sc~rc~ly ~e~, ~hat is important is that these advances in physics 
prov:de a certain Justification for Descartes and Spinoza; for them, the modern, 
physical concepts are a necessary .part of our understanding of the moving world 
around us. They are not abstractions, but workable concepts which suggest that 
there a:tually a:e some relationships--clearly understandable and fundamental to 
~an--w~ich underlie the world we perceive and suggest something absolute about 
it. Finally, such a view of the world, with the Cartesian claim that all things 
knowable ~o man.can.be demonstrated mathematically, ultimately leads Spinoza to 
develop.h:s Ethics i~ a geometric fashion---an ethics which includes every topic 
we traditionally assign to philosophy as a whole. 

But to set aside the philosophical ramifications let us continue the search 
for something more truly absolute than momentum in, physics. 
conserved between colliding bodies but the momentum in 

• J 

quantity of progress, as Leibniz calls it, is 
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Now, momentum is not 
a given direction, or 

conserved. Further, this 



conservation holds for all bodies, not just perfectly hard or Flastic on es. But 
it does not correspond to somet.hing, absolute in bodh•s, for ir1 g,f-'n~ · ral twc f·quaJ 
bodies with equal velodties which approach each other- gj •.,i <~ o q 1

li-1r:f_jty of 
progress of zero. Thus, we know nothing about the indiv i dua J bocl'ps - -th ~ ~ cou1d 
be going any velocity an<l have any ruass. , 

Finally, Huygens prove$ in his elevenlb proposition t\-..:H ~.; 1· f .·~t :_, i! 1 qt1 .-:1ntjt;/ 

which Leibniz calls C1bsolute or living force i2... cc1nsPrved . In H11 y2. H•3 ' ~ 1.vc\rds, 
"the sum of their [the bodie.s'] magnitudes su1t:ip~ier1 b;: tlw ~.qu ;1 r ei:. n !" th i::·1-r 
respective velocities is equal bPfore and ~ftt-:1 tl ·e · o1Ji.s ·ion4'~ 'fr; tb< ric 1

tat 1or· 
of Leibniz, avv + byy = a:xx -+ bz2, wlif' rE- ''.:·1'' i~. '; ~ · r::.·-1,:. s c1'. r· p(~; ' · · ·· , " ~: . " u; L1 11-· 

. . - b ,.1 \ f . . . , . ' • 1! ,. • t -
mass of body two, "v" is tbe velocity c· f .. ou:; ;·~c' c1 E»(i-E' c: _,J \ ~ :,: ,r ;; f ! :J x 1 :-; 

velocity afterwards, and "y" is tht- vt-:loc ~t y 0f b ody tv1c• rwfcr '- c · · 1 _; t,i("fl ;-ind!''."." 
its velocity afterw<Hds. So Leibniz cloir.i s thc;t at ~ast \>'<' \ , i;,,~ .:,c; n1t>t~!ng 
absolute in motion, something independent o f directjon c·f iro\·c:rniont cind ncit 
relative to any othE·r factor. Tbi_s livirig, f(ITC•_' is H n:1: .. :;~1.t r :,1 ~,l.· qt•<:n t -: ty , '" 
comprehensible and unchangin~ tbi.ng---altlwugr. i t i;:; 1irni.l.t·(, tr ~,.-rf.:11> 1

·;2rc1 
bodies and their perfectly elastic co11is ·Lrins. Leihni;·. not ~·s rL:- l !. '. ~ it:d ) , 111~ 
and suggests that although the 1ivint, fr,rcF- r:;a;· bP Jo:..t f .~, r : L~, ~-h - · 1 1:' \t , ;., 
absorbed by the small parts of thE" body imd is not ~cist f<·r th e un;,, ,_, ,- ,c. 

This is the place to pick up the postponed d) scussion c:7 ~ '. P.- t:,l'>-f.<'t 

philosophical ramifications that Leibniz draws from this concept 0f ~t s 0
1

ute 
force. Principally, he makes the clairr tk1t 1 ivinE:, force muq bf• con ~; t'. n.·E'c'. h 
the universe as a whole--there in nev~r any more nr less of it--for 8 ~ r: 8 tt ~ r ho~ 
much bodi es collide, this living fc,ree remains und.angt>d. lier,c<', ld~ c;:ir: sp('8k 0f 
conservation of living force in the s~ne way ~s cons~rvation of matter-- it ~uuld 
be absurd to think of either changing, for how can something come from nothing? 
Yet this living force is nothing which is as :ir.:mediately imaginab~e <:;S ir.3ss or 
velocity. Why should tbe universe's basic cor.sE-rvCJtion be of sonietbing, found hy 

squaring the velocity and multiplying by the mass of bodies? 
It remains for Newton to seek out the natural mathematical reasons for the 

absolutes of physics--to rebuild the science from the ground up using an amazing 
system of definitions and axioms. He ignores (for the most part) thE> theological 
arguments which spring from physics and lead to the defpnse of th" r,;ost vi.-nying 
concepts of God, from Leibniz' teleology to Spinoza's idPntif:ication o f God with 
nature. Instead, Newton seeks to grasp the basic l aws behind natural forces and 
to express them mathematically. Herice the title, the Mathematical !'rinciples of 
Natural Philosophy. He makes it cle<ir tlwt he is stic'l:ting to n1t1t't. t> n1::1t ;cs <n1d tl) 

nat.ure 's own forces in his very pre face: 

I consider philosophy rather than 11rt and wTitf· nut c on<":err;jng e1Hn u Dl 
but natural powers, and consider chiefly those tlings wrich re1atc to 
gravity, levity, elastic force, the resistancE:· cf fluid's, ;.i ncl thE-" :H.0 
forces, whether attractive or impulsive; and thereforE I 0ff~r t~is 
work as the mathematical pdncipJes of philosophy> for tbE' \vro1e burden 
of philosophy seems to consist in tt.is--from tbP pben or.1E'f1a c-f mot ior:s 
to investigate the forces of nature, and then from th~sP forces t0 

demonstrate the other phenomena •••• 

Hence he is not dealing with the collisions of lard bodies, but with the forces 
that they naturally have between each other. Further, he i s not concprr.ed with 
the or1g1n of these fore.es. He designr. "only to g,ive a mathematical notion of 
these forces, without considering their physical causes and seats." Let us start 
by considering certain of his definitions. The second definition is of the 
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impressed force "f" has a kinetic energy equ2l to the integration of force over 
distance, or, in other t~rrns, one half rov squared. Remember that similarly 
momentum is equal to force integrated over t1'me, th t · a 1~, to mass times 
accel~r~tion integr~ted over time, or simply mass timPs velocity. All of these 
quantities have their 11articular uses, depending on the circumstances, and their 
con~- epts are fundanwntal to our understanding of the moving world around us. 

With subsequent advances in physics Newton Leibniz and the other h · · t 
f h 

. , , , - . p y S J. C 1 S _ S 

o t e seventeenth and eighteenth centuries were shown to be dea1ing with Ji 't d 
cases; that is, New:-onian physics cannot explain physical ptienoniena iwhichmi a~e 
extremely small or which move at A a veJocity approaching that of light r d d d . , t l . . • n ee , 
mo ~:T· q~an um. t 1eory introduces ~ notrnn of uncertainty and probability into 
physics,.and this eugge~ts that strict cause and effect relationstips and even 
mathematical understandings of nature may be severely limited . Modern physics 
suggests that our Vf'ry mathematics may break down at the atoIT.'ic level; in other 
word~, our tool of mathematics may not conform so well to the atomic basis of the 
pb~~1cal world. But ~his consideration is beyond the scope of this paper. 
Besides, the fact remains that mathematics and our scientific understanding of 
th~ world cannot be> sep<ffate<l--when the old matbematicaJ theorems break down, we 
seek new onps c:r <;; t'- t f h k ~u~po~e 1:a ·urt er nowledge is beyond human capabilities . 
Note tha~ FV~n a stat1st1cal method is mathematical. If there is a third 
~tlternat1ve betwe~n mathematics and resignation, then I have not yet heard of 
1 • 

In conclusi on, the search for something absolute in motion-- in pbysics--leads 
to the applir~tion of mathematics to nature and to the development of 
concepts--not2blv fc>rrc•---·whirh f'XIJress that which t"- ,,_ b <l \_ . . . . ., .. , uougu eyon uum.an 
in: 8 & 1 n .a t l on , l s ll b s o 1 u t e ~ IJ t he ~ h y s i c a l wo r 1 d • Su ch d e v E lop men t s 1 e ad not on 1 y 
to the greatest .advances 1n physics, but to applications of mathematics to ethics 
and to metap~ys1cal ~e1i:fs in the conservation of an absolute force (as well as 
to ~he pract1ca~ belief in the modern conservation of energy). What all of these 
no71ons . have in common is the be 1 ief in something stab le in and fund amen ta 1 to 
tb~s moving world of ours •. And even today, the advances in physics discussed in 
~bis paper form the basis of our understanding of our changing world which 
includes, even, ourselves. 

I quote from the following editions and translations: 
Almagest, Ptolemy, from the Great Books edition, translated by R. Catesby 

Taliaferro 
Elements. Euclid, from the Dover edition, translated by Sir Thomas L. Heath 
Physics , Aristotle, from the Random House edition, translated by R . P . Hardie 

and R. K. Gaye 
Two New Sciences, Galileo Galilei, from. the 

Carew and Alfonse de Salvio 
Dover edition, translated by Henry 

Discourse on Method, Rene Descartes fron1 . . ' ed1t1on, translated by Laurence Lafleur 
tl1e Library 

~athe~1atical Pr~nciples cl_ Natural Philos.Q2.hy, Sir Isaac 
Un1vers1ty of California edition, translated by Andrew Motte, 
Cajori 

of 

1. "D" here and everywhere else 1n t·\.11' s paper repres t d lt 11 _ _ en s e a 
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the Liberal Arts 

Newton, from the 
revised by Florian 



The Fort 

In the fading heat of August 
when we were young and the trees were old 
the fort rose to save our once young season 

from falling into the hands of an old enemy. 
The walls were high and stayed the attacks 
from those who'd found out where we'd built her . 

They came in swarms like yellow-jack~ts 
. f om the grass where the mackintosh coming r . 

lay squashed and brown and smelling 

like a rotten apple should. 
In Autumn when every breeze felt like wind again 
we stuffed the cracks with leaves 

and the only light came through the door e 
So we sacrificed for warmth, 
the days for night, 

the green for gold. 
When the trees stood bare we could see 
the fort from at least a hundred yards 

and no one ever dare sneak in or out 
before we came and caught them there. 
We finally closed the door the day 

before Christmas I believe. 
She lay covered in white and 
watched Orion hunting night 

after night until we had forgotten 
bow dark and cold it must have been inside. 
It melted from the roof at first, 

trickling through the boards we had 
known to creak on occasional nights 
but never thought would ever leak. 

Oh how it leaked! 
The water dripped in fecund drops down 
the walls and onto the chair and table top 

left in the darkness from Winter. 
We tried to fix it 
and dry the dampness in the warm 

new breath of Spring; 
and bring in light through the door 
That had not opened since that Eve. 
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Galileo's Limits 
Adrien Heller 

There is one aspect of a many-sidf~d <";alileo that I would like to s.cty sor.ietr.i rf, 
about. The subject is old, but the words are new. Tbe subject lS thP bet th:: 
GaliJeo uses Euclide8n magnitudes. 

There appears to b~ a differenc~ between the sort of magnitudes Euclid thought · 
about in his Elements and the sort of magnitudes most mathematicians hav~ used 
sincr Descartes' particular geometry gained currency. Euclid and tbos~ n f bis 
school tl1ought of numbers only with reference to p<..;.rt icular magnitudes. ThE:y did 
not sciy, "Five -- voila!'', they said, "Five of what?" Thus they could not !:'ay 
that if C:E·rtair1 ratios \VE:re in tlw same propn·t'io n they wPre also equal~ they 
werE-> talking about. specifically different t.hfr1~,s , .C'! !Hl were interested in telling 
you what the relationship was, not what thP t}~n fP ~erP. 

Descartes, on t.he other hand, by telling y~u t~~t R certain proportion WHS 

actna11y ar, pq1J!l1ity, was telling you what th . .--,., .. t ! ~ · -. :;s actually were: "Five [or 
v.i hat eve r L " W ':i t h : ": s c a r t e s t here i s no r P 1 n t fo Ml r .i I' , ' ) :-· l y id en t i t y • ( I d en t i t y 
of what? Who kno~s? Not important.) 

But reL~ti.ons Btf-' very important for G3ljleo. We see, first of all, that in the 
first proposition in the treatise on local motion, Galileo uses Euclid's 
definition of same proportion. Looking fort.her into his and the followins 
propositions, we see that Galileo is really not interested in explaining what 
motion is, or what speed is. He appears to be interested only in the 
relationships of what happens when motion occurs. 

He says, "If a moveable equably carried with the same speed passes througb two 
spaces, the times of motion will be to one another as the spaces pass ~ d 

through . '' The proposition is carefully worded to naintain a proportion between 
somet hing call ed time and something called space. By putting his descriptions in 
Euc]idean terms Galileo is able to maintain the~ as descriptions. If, however, 
Galileo had employed Descartes' mathematirs in ~{s descriptions he would have 
been forced to state a definition of motion. He would have to have said 
precisely what motion is. For the equation he ~11ould have arrived at, V=D/T, is 
an identity, not a relationshjp or a prr1portioi:-1. We should have been able to ask
Galileo, "What is speed?" And he would h2vc to1d us, "Speed is the number D/T. 
D /T is e s sent i a 11 y speed • Vo i 1 a • " 

Seemingly, equations explaini~g what precisely a thing is run counter to 
Galileo's intentions. His intentions are stated in the beginning of the 
treatise: "I find many symptomata of motion t11at. are worth knowing." Stillman 
Drake translates "symptomata" as "esseutials.'r Th:is may bf' the right word with 
which to transJate "s:ymptomata." I c<ln't say with authority whether it is or 
isn't, as I am not familiar with anybody's thoughts about what "essentials" are, 
particularly Mr. Drake's. The word ''syrr.ploriau, ," howe.ver, can be translated, 

Adrien Heller, '83, currently lives in Springfield, Illinois. 
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" h lty accidental 
according to Messrs. Liddell and Scott, as c ance, casua ' notion of 
characteristics." Indeed, our word, "symptoms," expresses the same 

accident. are "accJ'.dents" and his treatise 
h that Galileo's "symptomata" 

I suggest, t en, • ] that are wo1·th knowing." This 
on local motion is about "accidents of [motio~ 

h keeping with Galileo's own 
translation of "symptomata" seems muc m~re in . . not 
insistance on the use of Euclidean proportions . Euclidean proportions do 
show the essentials of the magnitude which compose them: .They set fo~th ,a 

between whatever the magnitudes are. Similarly, Galileo s 
relationship d d time are· they show us a 
propositions do not show us what spee , space, an . , 
relationship between.magnitud~s Galile~ ha~pened to p~rce1v~.his observations are 

Galileo was a cunning perceiver. His interpretations o . · . . . 
informative. But his interpretations are still his de~cr1pt1ons ~n the1~tmo~~ 
distinct formulation . One describes accidents. One ascribes essent1als:t. t 

· · d · 'b entials quite in oppos1 ion o only our modern age which wishes to es:r1 e ess ' 
the limits which Galileo imposed upon himself . 

Sonnet 
Stephen Morse 

The silent, sombre sentinel creeps high 
Above the mountain's purple battlement, 
And climbs up cloudy stairs across the sky 
While all around that milky ghost, the firmament 
Like some jeweled raven -- spreads its pitchy plumes, 
Encompassing eternity and man 
Within a cold and timeless, still stfll tomb, 
A tomb awaiting us since time began. 

But now that silver spectre slips below 
The world's edge, shunning, unlike we, 
The blinding star, with its deceitfo 1 glow; 
For that which light illumines soon shall flee 

Into the gaping dark which needs no light. 
And waits for me to step into the night. 
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Divided Between Tears and Smiles 
Merle Sokolik 

I. "this state of schemes and hopes and connivance" 

It is right for social man to find pain in solitude. Change, looked on as the 
loss of the familiar, always makes us~ little more alone. With his daughter's 
marriage and no~ Miss Taylor's, change has left Mr. Woodhouse sharply more and 
more a]one . For a mar1 "without activity of mind and body" th~ power of change is 
overwhelming. The acute solitude that it brings Mr. Woodhouse drives him into 
"hating change of Pvery kind." 

Emma also feels the solitude that the change of Miss Taylor's marriage and move 
brings. Hers is an intellectual solitude. In losing Miss Taylor, Emma loses "a 
friend and comp&nie:n such as few possessed, intelligent, well informed, useful, 
gentle, knowing all the ways of the family, interested in all its concerns and 
peculiarly interf'::;ted in herself." (I.1). Such a companion her father's age, 
constitution, ~nd habits could never offer. We, along with Austen, must wonder 
about Emrna: "How was she to bear the change?" (I.I). 

Emma finds some sat:isfaction in considering how ' she always wished for and 
promoted the match . She can even tell Mr. Knightley that she made the match . 
Not being blind, as her father is, to all change not fully determined, being far 
more resourceful than her father, and always having had rather too much her own 
way, Emma can take the responsibility for bringing about change herself . To 
bring about change, Emma must look on change differently from her father. She is 
able to see change not only as the loss of the familiar but also as the arrival 
of what is new. The novelty and promise of the match between Mr. Weston and Miss 
Taylor might make the change appear good, something to be wished f0r and worked 
for. 

This view of change gives Emma special adeptness in lessening for her father 
the harshness of beneficial or necessary changes. Only she could lead Mr. 
Woodhouse to accept the replacement of the familiar small-sized Pen~roke with the 
large, modern, circular dining table. Only she can lead him not to lament in 
excess Hart field's loss of Miss Taylor. This loss still remains a sorrow, though, 
to her father and to her. This loss might tell us that no adeptness in the face 
of change is strong enough to ward off the pain of an inevitable solitude. But 
Ernma hc:is a "disposition to think a little too well of herself," and she does not 
fully recoznji~e ber powerlessness. Sorro"W does come, but it is a "gentle sorrow 
••• not Git al 1 in the shape of any disagreeable consciousness," (I .1). 
Encour~1~e d hy her success in managing Hart fie Id and her father and not 

cnnsc·io11s of ht·r ~''eakness, Emma protects h~· rself from solitude not by spurning 
ch~ng~, HS ~er f a ther does, but by setting out to make changes herself. Only 
tr.is wjJl !:~atisf y her fascination and love for what is new. ("News! Oh yes, I 
a hrnys J ike M''t.'S ."--II .3) She therefore desires not only a new companion to fill 
the place of Miss Taylor but also someone to whom she can be useful. That is, 
Emrra nt>eds E.onennt? on whom she can practice change . She notices the artless 
Harriet Smith. She sets out to improve Harriet, detach her from her bad 
acquaintances and introduce her into good society, form her opinions and manners: 
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"It would be an interesting and certainly a very kind undertaking, highly 
becoming her own situation in life, her leisure, and her powers," (I.3) .. 

"Emma never thinks of herself if she can do good to others." In telling this 
to Mr. Knightley, Mr. Woodhouse unknowingly lets on that her concerns of being 
useful to others are a constant distraction to solitude. Emma's attachment to 
Harriet will be even greater assurrance of not being alone than her companionship 
with Mrs. Weston. Emma could do nothing for Mrs. Weston, but she can be useful to 
Harriet. The power to have influence on the life of another intimately connects 
us to that person. Harriet's life wil bear the mark of Emma, and Emmci will never 
be alone. This is the -charm of meddling. 

But the charm is deceptive. Change always brings some loss along with its new 
gains. It is not a simple thing to arrange the life of someone else, and Ennna's 
first failure with Harriet, the mistake of Mr. Elton's behavior, brings her the 
loss of some comfort. Emma is a"1are to some. extent of her wrong conduct and 
feels regret. But the discomfort is of the sort that is much alleviated upon 
waking to a new morning. 

This failure in meddling does not reveal all the deception of the charm. 
Although Emma swears off matchmaking, thinking it "adventuring too far; assuming 
too much making light of what is serious--a trick of what ought to be simple,'' ' . she still applauds her having persuaded Harriet not to accept Robert Martin. She 
then comically goes on to consider a match between Harriet and William Cox. 
Ennna's blunder is not severe enough for its effect to be either radi ~ al or 
lasting. 

This blunder, which comes to light at the end of the first volume, is a tf-!ll i ng 
foil to the blunder that comes to light in the last part of the thi r d 
volume--Emma's mistake of the true object. of Harriet's attachment. Emma's 
meddling has failed miserably now. She has endeavored to give Harriett notions 
of self-consequence , and Harrriet has dared to fall in love with the man Emn~ has 
unwittingly loved for many years. This mistake promises a loss much greater than 
a little discomfort: 

Till now that she was threatened with its loss, Emma had never kno~n 
how much of her happiness depended on being first with Mr. Knightley, 
first in interest and affection. (III.12) 

This loss--change--will leave Emma all alone: 

The prospect before her now was threatening to a degree that could 
not be entirely dispelled--that might not be even partially 
brightened. If all took place that might take place among the circle 
of her friends, Hartfield must be comparatively deserted; and she left 
to cheer her father with the spirits only of ruined happiness. 
(III.12) 

What makes this blunder so much more severe than the other is what has happened 
in between the two. Frank Churchill has entered upon the scene, and with him 
novelty~ confusion, and unnaturalness come to play their rol:• The n~velt~ com~s 
with Frank's being new to Highbury, arriving at unexpected times, having his hair 
cut in London. The confusion comes with his secret engagement to Jane Fairfax, 
which plays on both Emma's delusive fascination that Jane has some attachment to 
Mr. Dixon and the to-be-expected pairing or Emma and Frank. The unnaturalness 
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comes in part wi t h his hybrid r aising : "Ther~ is something so shocking in a 
:hild ' s being ta~en away from his parents and natural home," (I . 11). Also the 
illness of ~rank . s aunt Mr s. Churchill is offered up as what stood in the way of 
Fran~'~ paying his.natu r al duty to his father and his bride . Mrs . Churchill's 
detaining and calling back of her nephew riddles the course of events after 
Frank's introduction- -most drastically with the postponement of the ball. There 
are als~ such unn~tural things as Emma's supposed growing neglect of her famil 
for s~c1ety, da~cing, and a ball where a girl like Harriet can fix her sight on ! 
man like Mr. Knightley . 

Novelty, confusion, and disruption of nature make the middle of the novel a 
maze of intrigue . Changes in the outer occurrences are now quick and close. Far 
from disheartening Emma , as they may her father, they hold a great fascination 
for ~er. What harm ~s there in ~etting in to the romantic image of Frank saving 
Harriet fr~m the gypsies. a~d setting up a "scheme , a mere passive scheme?" Why 
not let in to the deceiving charm of meddling, under which, though, lies great 
sorrow? 

II• II 
jusqu'~ ce qu'il comprenne qu'il est un 
monstre incomprehensible." 

--Pascal 

Besides th: indulgence to Emma's inclination to look on change as gain of the 
new, the arrival of Frank Churchill also marks the beginning of self-interset for 
Emma. Emma always.believed--even before meeting Frank--that if she~ to marry, 
no .one would su:t her rn?re t~an he. During his first visit to Highbury, Emma 
begins :o wonder if she might Just not be in love with him. Upon consideration 
s?e decid~s ~ot, but after he leaves and she hears of his expected return, a 
little agitation sends her to further reflection. For the first time Emma who 
never thinks of herself if she can do good to others must think of herseif and 
sort out her feelings. ' 

. A person who is drawn into making change, forming even just a passive scheme 
in order .to. combat solitude will find himself bringing on situations disruptiv~ 
to. t7anquillity: "She felt. as if the spring would not pass without bringing a 
crisis, an event, ~ some~h~ng, t? alte: her present composed and tranquil state," 
(III.~). Once this crisis arises its proper resolution seems to demand 
self-i~terest. A crisis brought on by defying solitude-bearing change face to 
face will leave us alone--perhaps forever. The only way out of loneliness will 
be to use our own resources . (Recall the irony of Mrs. Elton: "Blessed with so 
many. resources within myself, the world was nothing to me."--II.15) This means 
looking at ourselves, having a certain self-interest. Those who sneakily escape 
chan~e encounter no crises. But then no one would ever call Mr. Woodhouse 
heroic. 

The hero's resolution of a crisis begins in the appreciation of the crisis, the 
realizaiton of his own wretchedness having brought on the crisis: 

How to understand the deceptions she had been thus practising on 
herself and living under! The blunders, the blindness of her own head 
and heart! She sat still, she walked about, she tried her own room, 
she tried the shrubbery--in every place, every posture, she perceived 
that sh7 had acted mos~ w:akly; that she had been imposed upon by 
others in a most mortifying degree; that she had been imposing on 
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herself in a degree yet more mortifying; that she was wretched and 
should probably find this day but the beginning of wretchedness . 

To understand , thoroughly understand, her own heart , was the first 
endeavour. (III . 11) 

Emma has fought with change and has been violently hurt . Unbearable confusion 
takes hold of her thoughts. The inescapable feeling of her past weakness , the 
pain of probably long - continued wretchedness, marks the first clear ing of her 
confusion . Ennna cannot accept confusion; the situation must be made sense of. 
But the realization of wretchedness cannot be much more comfortable to her than 
unsettling confusion . 

. Emma cannot settle with wretchedness . She must ask why she has come to be 
wre t ched . She begins to answer by looking at her past vanity: 

With insufferable vanity had she believed herself in the secret of 
everybody's feelings, with unpardonable arrogance proposed to arrange 
everybody's destiny . She was proved to have been universally mistaken, 
and she had not quite done nothing--for she had done mischief. 
(III.II) 

To account for her present wretchedness Emma turns to her past assurance of her 
greatness. Emma dared to work change, to arrange destinies, and her presumption 
carries the shock of wretchedness. Not quite doing nothing, taking desti~ies in 
hand, is the work of heroes, though. A hero's story, at least a comic hero's 
story, cannot end in wretchedness~ 

Once aware of her weakness Emma longs for self - contentment. The hero ca~ envy 
the boring old man, for that old man may be content with himself and at peace. 
Mr. Woodhouse, ever concerned with the preserving of good health of his body and 
the bodies of those he loves, is the image of self-contentment. But a boring man 
can only be a valetudinarian of the body; he is unaware that there is a health 
for the soul. This is the health that Emma's wretchedness sets her out to 
procure. She may in fact grow to give us along with Mrs. Weston "the idea of 
being the complete picture of grown- up health," (I .5, emphasis added) . 

The hero's sickness calls for the curing of heroic faculties . For Emma these 
faculties are her understanding and her fancy . Emma is always admired for her 
cleverne ss , quickness of mind, and observation . Mr . Knightley repeatedly appeals 
to he r understanding . She excels by far her sister's power of observing . She 
can quickly form an insightful judgment of character as we can see in her 
cons iderat ion of Mrs . El t on . Emma can obse r ve and read the appearances well . 

--That is until her second strength, "that very dear part of Emma, her fancy," 
intrudes. Emma can imagine herself the future Mrs. Frank Churchill long before 
their meeting. She can imagine Harriet the child of a gentleman in the face of 
Mr. Knightley's well-founded suggestions otherwise. In her drawing she :an 
portray Harriet a bit more becoming than she truly is. Emma has the charming 
talent of being able to manipulate and fabricate appearances. She can see what 
there is to be seen and make seen what is not. 

In failing to notice her love for Mr. Knightley and fancying herself in love 
with Frank Churchill there is a conflict of understanding and fancy. So there 
seems to be, at leas~ to Harriet, in Eunna's attaching Harriet to Frank instead ~f 
Mr. Knightley in her mind. The occasion, therefore, of Emma's blunder is 
conflict of understanding and fancy. The first response upon recognizing the 
blunder is still a confusion of these faculties. Emma tries to be detached and 
follow her understanding in considering the possibility of a match between 
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Harriet and Mr. 
understanding. 
possible. 

Knightley. Her fancy confusedly comes to 
The result is the mistaken regret that the 

the 
match 

aid 
is 

of 
all 

her 
too 

Somehow, for Emma's health of soul, understanding and fancy must be 
reconciled. Mr. Knight ley is right that Emma wi 11 never submit to "anything 
requiring industry and patience and a subjection of the fancy to the 
understanding." (I.5) True, such a subjection would bring less pain, but it 
cannot be expected from .a hero. A hero needs keen understanding. He must be 
able to read the :hanging appe~rances well and recognize heightened solitude. 
But he cannot let his understanding overcome his power to look on changes as gain 
of the new.and to con~emplate future change. He must not just accept what is 
brought to light but bring to Ught ("fancy" .: phaino) things himself 

Emma~s. l?nging for self-contentment can only be satisfied by a true 
reconc1~1at~on o~ her unde~sta~ding and f~ncy. But what is a strong enough guide 
for th~1r direction? Emma s first lessening of the pain of her wretchedness is 
found in her resolution to come to know herself: 

the only ~ource whence ~nything like consolation or composure 
could be draMl was in the resolution of her own better conduct and the 
hop~ that however ~nferior in spirit and gaiety might be the ;ollowing 
and ever~ future winter of her life to the past, it would yet find her 
mor~ rational, more acquainted with herself and leave her less to 
reg re t \1111 en i t we re gone • (I II • I 2 ) ' 

with herself, think of herself before doing 
come to act with the dignity found in being 

Emm13 desires to grow acquainted 
good to others. Emma promises to 
ever mindful of her self-respect. 

S?e has turne~ to ~eek knowledge of herself, and the conclusion of the first 
series of ~eflections is.that she never really cared for Frank Churchill at all. 
Her af~ection for Mr. Knightley, the only sensation revealed to her, is the only 
s7nsation that does not make her sorrowfully indignant and ashamed. Emma 
d1~covers a love for truth, a willingness to submit to the influence of 
Kn~ghtley . I~ only she had a?cepted Mr. Knightley's penetrating suggestion t~:~ 
Fr~nk Churchill loved Jane Fairfax, she might have escaped her tragic mistake. 
If .only she had followed Mr. Knightley's known wishes in paying attention to Miss 
Fairfax, "she must in all probability, have been spared from every pain which 
pressed on her now" (III.12). 

It is painstaking and bitter to try to 
But t~e sense . of progress an·d honesty 
scrutiny: 

make sensf' of confusion in the heart. 
are great rewards for the melancholy of 

The weather continued much the same all the following morning; and 
the same loneliness and the same melancholy seemed to reign at 
Hartfield; but in the afternoon it cleared; the wind changed into a 
softer qua:ter; :he clouds were carried off; the sun appeared; it was 
summer again. With all the eagerness which such a transition gives, 
Emma .r:solve~ to be out-of-doors as soon as possible. Never had the 
ex~ui~1te sight, smell, sensation of nature--tranquil, warm, and 
brilliant after a storm--been more attractive to her. She longed for 
the serenity they might gradually introduce •••• (III.13) 

Change has brought solitude to Emma. But as she seeks t · f b . o gain com ort y 
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h l 1 . s begins to pass. Mr. Perry comes to 
turni.ng to know herself t e one ines . h . h" · h h. climate of health, wh1c is 1s 

.Hartfield after dinner and brings wit 1m a 

professional concern. when her truthfulness to herself leads her 
Emma's health of soul is only se~~:e in terms of a plot, seems to be only 

to a broader love of truth. But Mr.1sinightley. When Mr. Knightley enters ~he 
possible with an attachment to 1 Re asks her to bear with 

lk "th Emma he has a truth to revea • 
shrubbery to wa wi '. 11 h. . t. ism Only upon looking closely at 
it as well as she has borne with a is cr1 ic • M Knightley's love 
what appears about her and what lies within her own he~r~~-~:; understanding and 
for her and her love for him--will Emma be healthy. do 
fancy must somehow marry truth--which all knights defen • . nc1tice truth 

· h · h · It demands keen understanding to 
A marriage to trut is eroic • h t .· ~ criticism that 

that appears. But it also demands keen fancy to endure t e ryino 

truth presents: 

You hear nothing but truth from me. 
you, and you have borne it as no other 
borne it. (III .13) 

I have blamed you and lectured 
woman in Engl:rnd would have 

Emma's endurance 
and work change. To 
our own, is the work 

account ed to her ability to imagi.ne 
of such trials is to be 

and to design destinies, including 
imagine and work change · d t 
of tbe fancy. Emma's understanding makes ber suite o 

truth. But it is her fancy 
that allows her to bear it for the good and 

appreciate it. 

III. "Why did Sarah laugh ••• Is anything too wondrous for the Lord?" 

--Genesis 

reconciled with her understanding. by the help of an 
When Emma's fancy was not . . of h could fail miserably. Mr. 

attachment to truth, her proJection c ange t der 
h brings a momentous change to Emma. Emma m~s won ·. 

Knightley's proposal to er k how to hope for could come so pleasingly true. 
how a change she did not even now 

Emma was almost ready to sink 
The dread of being awakened from 
most prominent feeling. (III.13) 

under the agitation of this moment. 
the happiest dream was perhaps the 

· K · htley's fantastic hope is true. 
Emma's happy dream is reall, andl_Mr.f nigy and understanding towards truth and to 

k t l• ty of sou to a ign anc . A. h It ta es ma ur K . htley has patiently guided Emma • .lj_s er 
have a truthful hop:· The mature Mr. n1gnd ainted pictures of a more cautious, 
educator he has manipulated what he ~:~~la en~eavor has gone into making his hope 
caring Enrrna that come true. Not a 1 e 
that Emma will marry him come true. 

But the outcome does not rest wholly on his work: 

fact been wholly unsuspicious of his own influence. He 
Re had in · 't H had come 

followed her into the shrubbery with no idea of trying i • ~ . h 
how she bore Frank Churchill's engagement wi~ no 

in anxiety to see · f h 11 ed him an 
selfish view, no view at all but of endeavouring, i s e a ow k of 

to Soothe or to counsel her. The rest had been the wor 
opening, 
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the moment, the immediate effect of what he· heard on his feelings. The 
delightful assurance of her total indifference towards Frank Churchill, 
of her having a heart completely disengaged from him, had given birth 
to the hope that in time he might gain her affection himself; but it 
had been no present hope--he had only, in the momentary conquest of 
eagerness over judgement, aspired to be told that she did not forbid 
his attempt to attach her. The superior hopes which gradually opened 
were so much the more enchanting. (III.13) 

Mr. Knightley's lack of suspicion of his influence, 
view, the spontaneity, the conquest of eagerness 
enchantment of hope all speak of grace. Mr. Knightley 
champion of truth, and has ordered his soul with 
influence the appearances about him for the good. What 
not beyond his good hope may be granted him by grace. 

the absence of selfish 
over judgment, and the 
knows himself, has become 
dignity. Re has tried to 

is beyond his power but 

The endeavor of a mature soul can bring about many beneficial 
is unlikely that one person's good work to arrange the life of 
fully effective. Mr. Knightley's hopes of Emma's accepting 
marriage from him, although enchanting, always remain superior. 
hopes come true, we must ask "why?" 

changes. But it 
another will be 
a proposal of 

But when the 

What sense does the ans"'er "grace" make for a book whose greatest villains are 
the vicar and his wife and whose heroine rejoices over not being able to get to 
church on Christmas or the next Sunday? How can grace act where "devotion might 
be interrupted, [but] curiosity could not be satisfied by a bride in a pew," 
(II .14). 

The story of chance may seem odd and the story of good fortune might seem 
nice. But both of these in contrast to the story of grace seem rather dismal. I 
doubt that these stories hold any lasting interest for us or can continue to make 
us laugh. Everything unexpected may be funny, but good comedy goes beyond the 
funny unexpected. It seems to allow room to hope for the unexpected, rising 
above the story of chance in this way. It also seems to hold interest by telling 
of growth, rising above the static story of good fortune in this way, since good 
fortune requires no special maturity to notice or receive. 

Jane Austen secures these two claims for her comedy with great artfulness. She 
never lets us forget that this world is contrived, directed, and orderly: She 
exercises judicious balance placing one blunder in the beginning, one at the end; 
one instance of penetration for Mr. John Knightley in the course of the first 
blunder, one for his brother in the course of the second. Her ordering is almost 
intrusive with the three marriages at the end. And then there are such distinct 
resemblances . Among the marriages: the John Knightleys', Eunna's and Mr. 
Knightley's, Frank Churchill's and Jane Fairfax's, and Harriet's and Robert 
Martin's. Among the characters: Almost everyone can bear some telling resemblance 
to Emma--Jane Fairfax, Miss Bates, Frank Churchill, Mr. Woodhouse, Isabella, Mrs. 
Weston, and Mr. Knightley. Jane Fairfax resembles Mr. Knightley in character and 
Mrs. Weston and Harriet in situation. Mr. Woodhouse is as engagingly 
self-centered as Mr. Weston and as much a homebody as Mr. John Knightley. 

This is a world where events bear the clear mark of manipulation. From the 
beginning we have an assurance, from Mrs . Weston, that all is destined to turn 
out for the good in the end: " ••• [Emma] will never lead anyone really wrong; 
she will make no lasting blunder; where Emma errs once, she is in the right a 
hundred times," (I.5). The novel seems to bar all chance and invite all hope. 

The balances and resemblances also offer foils against which we can take notice 
of Emma's growth. When Emma believes everything is going well with Harriet and 
Mr. Elton, she might think Hartfield to be a pocket of good fortune: 
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There does seem to be a something in the air of Hartfield which gives 
love exactly the right direction and sends it into the very channel 
where it ought to flow. 

The course of true love never did run smooth--

A Hartfield edition of Shakespeare would have a long note on that 
passage. 

The course of love does not run smooth, at least for a while. When we notice 
Ennna's growth out of failure, we notice something hope for good fortune never 
could excite. Hope in grace, though, might. 

To notice grace, though not necessarily to receive it, takes a niature soul. We 
must be able to see that things might not always turn out for the good. We 
therefore get to see the two blunders, and Emma gets to be bothered by a check to 
all her great happiness. Harriet remains hurt, and it is most J y Emma's fault• 
It seems that not everything will turn out thoroughly good. 

Emma feels the weight of Harriet's claim, and how best to guard her COQfort 
becomes the quest ion. Emma knows that it is really "too much to hope even of 
Harriet that she could be in love with more than three men in one year," 
(III.15). Harriet's pain will not wholly subside until Mr. Knightley is 
forgotten, which will not be soon . But Emma must hope that some e:omfort can be 
found. She therefore devises her last scheme of th~ novel and sends Harriet to 
the home of her sister and brother-in-law. 

Emma fully understands her powerlessness to do any better than this. But 
Ennna's growth of soul has led her to the alliance of fancy and understanding with 
truth. I said earlier that a well-grown soul, like Mr. Knightley's, gains the 
possibility of truthful hope. It seems that Emma's might now be well ordered 
enough to invite grace. Perhaps she will receive it. 

When Emma hears from Mr. Knightley of Harriet's engagement to Robert Martin, it 
seems that she has received grace. Nothing that Emma has done stands in the way 
any longer of her happiness. She truly appears "faultless in spite of all her 
faults." Such is the power of grace. Emma now has a genuine hold on "some of 
the best blessings · of existence," which we are told as we first meet her she 
seems to unite. That existence has its blessings is a religous sentiment, and 
grace might be what delivers these blessings. 

We gain assurance that the answer "grace" makes sense when we can lau~h at the 
story. The comedy of Emma gains its force from the fact that after thrngs ~eem 
to settle in their turn for the worse, they take a turn for the better. Things 
have the audacity to turn out right in the end, and that ' s lau~hable •. 

Laughter seems to be a healthy recognition of grace. Sarah in the Bible cannot 
help laughing when she hears the Lord's rnessenge: report that she will soon bear 
a son. It is too incomprehensible that a ninety-year-old woman can have a 
child. God's fancy--his power to change the way things see~--is too great not to 
bring on laughter. The messenger seems to approve of this response, for he 
comically taunts Sarah: 

"Why did Sarah laug.h, saying, 'Shall I in truth bear a child, old as 
I am?' Is anything too wondrous for the Lord?" ••• Sarah dissembled, 
saying, "I did not laugh," for she was frightened. He replied, "But 
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you did laugh." (Genesis 18:13-15) 

We must laugh at the incomprehensible close of Emma's story, and so must she: 

Serious she was, very serious, in her thankfulness and in her 
resolutions; and yet there was no preventing a laugh, sometimes in the 
very midst of them. She must laugh at such a close--such an end of the 
doleful disappointment of five weeks back--such a heart--such a 
Harriet! (III.18) 

·:·· ' " 1" 2dth, hope, love abide • • " 

--Paul to the Corinthians 

Changes occur in Mr. Knightley's and Hariett's lives that betray the 
craftsmanship of grace. For a religious person grace 1 s probably always at work 
in the designing of destinies. But there is room for human initiative: Mr. 
Knightly ~ends himself off~ and Emma sends off Harriet to the John Knightleys'. 
At Bru~swick Square Mr. Kn1ghtley and Harriert might have come into contact with 
something that could act as the instrument of grace. it is rather clear that the 
model of the goodness of home had its effect on Mr. Knightley: 

He had gone to learn to be indifferent. But he had gone to a wrong 
place. There was too much domestic happiness in his brother's house • 

(III .13) 

Emma's world apears to be very much a world of social man. That is what makes 
Emma's candidness to Miss Bates on the Box Hill expedition so distasteful. Emma 
t:ansgresses the strictures of social intercourse much more blameworthily than 
Miss Bates has ever done. As Mr. Knightley pointed out to her earlier it is 
almost human instinct to preserve smooth social relations even at the e~pense of 
truth: 

We all know the difference between the pronouns "he" or "she" and 
"thou,'.' the plainest spoken amongst us; we all feel the influence of a 
something beyond common civili.ty in our personal intercourse with each 
other--a something more early implanted. we cannot give anybody the 
very disagreeable hints that we may have been very full of the hour 
before. We feel things differently. (II.15) 

The demands of society are very early concerns, but there are other concerns 
still more basic : the concerns of home. Mr. John Knightley finds Mr. Weston's 
dependence on society for his comforts a bit unnatural. Emma was half a mind to 
take up this reflection of her brother-in-law's when he shares it on his 
Christmas visit, but she struggles and lets it pass: 
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the peace if possible; and there 
valuable in the strong domestic 

of home to himself, when ce resulted 
look down on the common rate of social 

was imp ortant. It had a high claim 

She would keep 
honourable and 
all-sufficiency 
disposition to 
those to whom it 
(I . 11) 

was something 
habits, the 

her brother's 
intercourse and 
to forbearance. 

Emma later comes to share something of her brother's disposition . When she 
realizes that she is only one of Mr . Weston's several intimates that he asked to 
survey the Crown before the ball , she is a bit disappointed : 

She liked his open manners, but a little less 
would have made him a higher character. General 
general friendship, made a man what he ought to 
such a man . (III .2) 

o f open - heartedness 
benevolence , but not 
be . She could fancy 

Perhaps Emma fancies a man who recognizes that men 
animals, that they are ultimately alone. This man must 
is painful and that the safest, most legitimate, noblest 
is with the love to be found in a good home. 

are not first social 
recognize that solitude. 
way t o comba t that pain 

Home can be the seat of the starkest solitude as Hartfield seems t o be after 
Emma recognizes her second blunder. The weather is dismal, and she is left all 
alone with her father: "It reminded he r o f their first forlorn tete-a-t'ete on the 
evening of Mrs. Wes ton's wedding-day; but Mr. Knightley had walked in then, soon 
after tea and dissipated every melancholy fancy," (III .22). Hartfield seems to 
have lost,what magic it might have had at the opening of Harriet's attachment to 
Mr. Elton. It is time for the magic of the heart t o take over. Mr. Knightley 
must walk in again. 

When he does, he brings with him love that can make Hartfield a rival to 
Brunswick Square in the power of domestic happiness. The "all-sufficiency of 
home" at Hartfield will be even greater t han at Brunswick Square since it will be 
heroic. Part of the heroism of Emma's and Mr. Knightley's marriage is that it 
can be the occasion t o share truth . Society cannot always allow this; Emma ought 
not to be candid to Miss Bates. Emma fears, though, that even her love for Mr . 
Knightley will not allow the sharing of truth. It causes her great pain not to 
be able to divulge the truth of her conduct regarding Harr iet. 

But she can divulge her true feelings at the momen t of the proposal: 

Seldom, very seldom, does complete trut h belong to 
disclosure; seldom can it happen t hat something is not 
disguised or a little mistaken; but where, as in this case, 
conduct is mistaken, the feelings are not, it may not 
material. (III .13 ) 

any human 
a little 

t hough the 
be very 

That Emma and Mr. Knightley can feel genuinely and show their feelings as~ures 
us that they have gone beyond common intercourse . But the power to bare painful 
truths like that of Emma's conduct, even to someone as dearly loved as Mr. 
Knightley, is rare, heroic, and not quite human. With the help of t he graceful 
event of Harriet's engagement even this comes: 
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High in t'be rank of ·i-.l-'r nnist serious t:1·,.J l· t·.i1 t - ft:, H f <-· 1 1, --; r :1 "'· \·':.::::. 
t r1 e r E' f 1 e c t i n n t h .:, t 8 1 ] n c c i::' ~ s i t. y c f c n n c f' ~ '. n.; : u I fr t": rn '!,I l • t'-'' ; :., \ i t -~ •. ~ - ~; 
would r:;oon t:f' OVf"·r . Thi-· ·3 ifgtd.se, eql1iv,)c .::it:l "~ n, myst~·ry, sc l : .'.1( .. ;·,, ! 1· 1, 
1-: t-> r t 0 p r a c t i s t-' , ir i g b t s (, o r 1 b c, c v (-· r • S h (· c o u ~ d n ~, ,, ? o c -~:. ( ~ , : · .. · ~ · 1 1 

gi ving him t h f;t fu ::1 an,: f!f'. rfect c ot ; fid ... " n Lt' whictJ l-:. ·r d>:r·' ·f·, ; ; 1 .. :·: \ . £:J:; 

r.lost ready tl'.1 we 1cc1' '. f· ;-i s .::1 duty. (JJT . 18) 

Noh th.-1t c~. '-11Jty .c, ,. ~ ... r 11ir-: o f t-">: ptt-ssi on hetwf·E'. n Emme! hnd M::- .. f: · : -..' t :r .:-' ~- ; , : 
hf'l-'tl ri.~.r1.acf.'c with t.n~t 1~, •rnuthf' r· hr:rc i c turn comeB: th? r0 ;-·1.:• .• r . r: (• f the 
,~ ,-n ,r• T t: f :. r t'- ~: pt • dj e n1 · ; w:th tb·, ci::n(f·rri for what is tn:.1: ;_ :;c;d, .:·: im .. • 1,, .-:1;,t. s !c L1-
11f:pf u l to ~larr~. ~ · t , nnc~ •<'f't">dit·ri l" _y : ~; h e r concfrn in mald.nt:, H;..rr:cr. 's tn <.•tcl: ,,_· ; l: 
Mr. ~ 1t o n: "Tb:· 1ongeT sht cor.~; id(· rt-d it, the f;r t at 1:-· J ~ •• n :; 1-t· r ~<, . -,.::. ~: · c~ i l' 
<">.p·diency>'' ( T .4). Euf th f· e >:e:e ssiv t: desirE: tc" bt:1 usE:fu~ ic• r -1 !·;;1 :-' lt-~: l ·ifi< ·:c; t <: 

.': L i d . o f s ~· ;_ :[· -- ront· 1- · ntn:t'nt -- sonH:.~tbing our hen·. gainPG ~rcn :d i g nint u ndt·r ~ tcrnd in~ 
:rn d ·· ,rn ,: y tc·h· t rch : rnth,. .Expediency betrays t00 1,1 ,:: 11 nnn !puL1t:i(>n ;;i ·,,; 

cc>1 1l : v lf.'· -m ,,dr{ 1ins . Tt: is D(Jt loyo.1 enougl: tc; tn: ti-. f·~) r- '' here. 
Wl1 1:--n ~,- , c- n:~v t-·r·sc · ·• ... ith thc:se we love, ot:r conco:n c- .Jn t-. (• r~)tl: '·•'h <it ;s 

(1rncond-it l(1n ~dly) ~ood. Emma's mardagi'> to Mr . Kr:ight10:r i .s ~_..: .. -.J J.n 
~.., 3 y- -·f"?VOl ;; ::·(Jd fc.r } it t 1 ~ · H<''n ry Knight 1 ey, even goou fc., r Vir, ~lcod h ut:_.., E'. 

truJy 
thj,s 

It is 
f.ml!1;i's t; ,s~ t< : b rf n ~: her fathe.r, whom sbE· 1o"es, to "1elcornE. what iB good. 

At thf'.' c1ei s (' 0f t'h. i noveJ Emma's talt•nl for <:lrT8nging the livE:s of other~ 'has 
: , 1- • E' n f u 11 y (. 11 ~ t i " a L ·· .3 • ··'he urn i n du c e Mr • Wood ho u s e t o c on s en t t c 1 he r n~ a 1 f'i ~ 1 ~ t> • 

~ h ... r-.• :s! ~o1 Jor·1 ~ i rs . ;.~r· ston 's Jead i [I prf'senting, thf' subject as both s r· t tJp( nnd 
~ ,· .. , ,_: ---

1 
• · .;,; t:• ·· ·~· ,. ~ 1 <~vJ<JT t= ::i f' t bP n e rtrJ y E"'"lu ~i1 i.n,purt cince of the t.vm r t- ccn 1!•, f·r 1d cii i ~ ·, :1r 

I• i ·: .. 1:-., .. c'l·Jli , S ':"~ ' n!nd," (1Jf.17). Put <H tlie t i me for the Wf'dd~n t :iPf. r ::: .:ichc; 
.·· r,.' r-

1
1. \.fc,,dhcusr· resign<; birnseH to i t~ i1H.:vitabi1ity without: bC ·. ··: i:t ;llL iu; 

(~ f'.' ~ ~ r :-d:i ility, Fm:nJ's fancy and underst<rnding meet an(lthl:'r crisis . .i:-_1 ~ ;;; l.:1_9~·.Q.. 
rr.cit iv!r. Woodh0t•SE'· -wiJJ calm down soon after the weddjng, but ~h· 2.]_1"_'.jL_::·. G~ t:is 
suffering is too strong for her to go on with it: 

Sti]], however, he was not happy. Nay, he appeared so r:mcb <;t1 1erwisf' 
t hM b j_ ~i d2ughter 'S ('OUT <'lg€ fa i 1t>d. r.be C Oll J d not bear tc S E>E• r it;·. 
s~ f f ~r{ng; to knn~ him f~ncying hi~s~Jf neglected; and though her 
unc1d:·r s tnn<ling alr:iost acquiEsced i.n the Assurance• of both tl ~ P Mr. 
Kn ig1it 1eys that when once the evE::nt YIE'H over hi.s distress would be 
soon uver too, she hPsitated --she could not proceed. (JJI.19) 

But i.n ht:r ~•ttach!H'nt. to t.ruth Emma h&s g<dnt:>d trE· .:.e}f-contentment shf· longed 
f o r • Sr'. <> k nows h E-" r s nu 1 , a nd i t i s we 1 1 c, rd f r e d • H c· r s o u 1 c an n ow in v i e 
grB ce . 

Mr. Knightley's bridl" is to be "thf.· c:he£;t?n, the first, the d<:arest, the friend, 
the wife to whom he l ooked fo r a]J the best b1E's si ngs of existence,'' (ITI.12). 
This is not Ea rriE·t but Emni<:i. TiiE'. irr.::ig,t> of don:u. tic pf·ace once again acts as the 
instr11n:t-•nt u, hring on grace . This ti.me Fartfit>ld, not Brunswick Square, with 
Emma's and µr. KnightlPy's loves brings g r ace tu ~ ~ cur~ the best blessings of 
~xistence f( ' r aJ1 in volv€>d . TI-:f> grau· cor.;es iri the form of poultry-yard raids. 

Mr. Woodhcuse fea rs housebreaking, and ''the strength, resolution. presence of 
rr,ind and of the Mr. Knight h-y s commandecl. his fulJpst depPndPnce," (JII.19). Mr. 
Woodhouse's n0rvous systeo is hrought to oper a t ~ in ~nother ~~y--h~ is able to 
l ook on the marriagf' as good - - by an act of grac e -with the image of the peae:e of 
Hartfield in the foreground . 

Grace . a lways at work in the 
human arrangement of 1 ives. Emma 

designing of destinies, still leaves room for 
is right; there is a third sort of matchmaking 
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(which Mr. Woodhouse's change of mind truly is) that is "a something between the 
do-nothing and the do-all," (I.1). It takes talent, a special strength of soul, 
to meddle well and with love. Emma Woodhouse seems to have this talent whose 
basis is self-contentment gained by an attachment to truth and an ability to see 
not only what appears but also what lies beyond appearance, something a Mrs. 
Elton could never do: 

••• Mrs. Elton, from the ·particulars detailed by her husband, 
thought it all extremely shabby and inferior to her own. "Very little 
white satin, very few lace veils; a most pitiful business! Selina 
would stare when she heard of it." But in spite of these deficiencies, 
the wishes, the hopes, the confidence, the predictions of the small 
band of true friends who witnessed the ceremony, were fully answered in 
the perfect happiness of the union. (III.19) 

One night beneath the turning sky, I stood 
Above the floor -- the cusp bearing us two 
In its great sweeping round. 
You, sleeping pearl crescent, 
Transfixed me at your bed, as if below 
The gently floating shell in slow turning 
The sea pulse brought you for the land toward day, 
While the deeps still wound in your wide black hair . 
What fe 11 away 
Suddenly lost 
Like a warm stone 
When I reached down 
And you stirred? 

-- Pierre H. Gagnier 
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