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			PREFACE

			The Lost Traveller’s Dream

			HE SAID THAT THE STORY WAS NOT HIS. Whose was it, then? I never could ask, because he spoke it like a torrent. After a time I lost the words and heard only their sound and tumult.

			It seemed like a dream narrative, spasmodic and flickering, yet a miracle of coloring, as though erotic beckoning were its only substance. I knew him well enough to find no relevance to his personality as it rocketed along. His was a dry soul, a limp leaf waiting for combustion.

			He dreamed of a Western gate with vine leaves crimson on the wall. They whispered to him, and some seemed flying words that meant to strike him.

			I gave up listening and walked away. Directions have always been preternaturally hard for me. Rarely can I tell east from west. When I was younger, hiking was a burden, as I always got lost.

			Hopelessly I wandered on. And then I tripped and fell downward into what seemed a darkening hall. Landing on my feet was painful but not disabling. A lover of Cervantes, like everyone else, retrospectively I realized I was imitating Don Quixote’s descent into the Cave of Montesinos (Part 2, Chapters XXII–XXIII). Cervantes was parodying the epic journeys to Hades by Odysseus and Aeneas, though the Sorrowful Countenance is let down by a rope that is tied around him and then is hauled back up after rather less than an hour. He returns in what seems deep sleep and with his usual passionate conviction says that he has been below for several days. The Knight describes a crystal palace created by Merlin the wicked enchanter:

			
			“With no less pleasure do I recount it,” responded Don Quixote. “And so I say that the venerable Montesinos led me into the crystalline palace, where, in a downstairs chamber that was exceptionally cool and made all of alabaster, there was a marble sepulcher crafted with great skill, and on it I saw a knight stretched out to his full length, and made not of bronze, or marble, or jasper, as is usual on other sepulchers, but of pure flesh and pure bone. His right hand, which seemed somewhat hairy and sinewy to me, a sign that its owner was very strong, lay over his heart, and before I could ask anything of Montesinos, who saw me looking with wonder at the figure on the sepulcher, he said:

				“ ‘This is my friend Durandarte, the flower and model of enamored and valiant knights of his time; here he lies, enchanted, as I and many others are enchanted, by Merlin, the French enchanter who was, people say, the son of the devil; and what I believe is that he was not the son of the devil but knew, as they say, a point or two more than the devil. How and why he enchanted us no one knows, but that will be revealed with the passage of time, and is not too far off now, I imagine. What astonishes me is that I know, as well as I know that it is day, that Durandarte ended the days of his life in my arms, and that when he was dead I removed his heart with my own hands; and the truth is that it must have weighed two pounds, because according to naturalists, the man who has a larger heart has greater courage than the man whose heart is small. If this is the case, and if this knight really died, why does he now moan and sigh from time to time, as if he were alive?’ ”

				(trans. Edith Grossman)

			

			This being Cervantes, the delight of absurdity is mixed with the Hispanic sublime. Durandarte is both dead and noisily alive. Belerma, his true love, keeps marching by, holding his heart in her hands. A young peasant girl, a friend of the immortal Dulcinea of Toboso, approaches Don Quixote with a new cotton underskirt as security for a loan of a half-dozen reales that Dulcinea desperately requires. The noble Knight declines the security and empties his pockets to find no more than four reales, which he swiftly gives.

			
			I cannot say that I found Durandarte, let alone Dulcinea, but my dream returned to one of Ursula K. Le Guin’s realms. Surrounded by shadowy forms, I strained to hear the voice of a woman chanting:

			“The money burned to ashes, the gold thrown away. Footsteps on the air.”

			In the dream I could not recollect the source. I see now that I quoted the end of The Telling (2000). Sutty, Le Guin’s surrogate, sums up the complex experience of a journey to the planet Aka in search of its lost spirituality.

			In her The Word for World Is Forest (1972), Le Guin cites a report that a Malaysian community, the Senoi, constructed their culture as a dream world founded on the formula: “Where did you fall to, and what did you discover?” Le Guin’s supple prose intimates a charming skepticism, yet the formula is helpful.

			In last night’s bad dream, my late and beloved friend John Hollander and I had arranged to meet for lunch somewhere in lower Manhattan. Again I got lost, and fell down an open grate. Where did I fall to, and what did I discover?

			I have had a great deal of trouble getting up to my study recently. My friend and trainer of the last thirteen years is away in Florida, and it might be a little dangerous to attempt it without her. In the dream I fell into my own study, onto a pile of novels strewn about. One was by my friend Cormac McCarthy, but when I picked it up I did not recognize it. I assumed that it was his work in progress. He phoned me this morning, when I was still iced over from a dreadfully early excursion to pick up my new hearing aids. In our conversation he talked about his almost completed new novel. Only later did I realize that my dream had been proleptic.

			

			—

			Today, in mid-afternoon I suddenly remembered two quatrains of William Blake and realized that I had seen them engraved over a gateway in a dream several nights ago:

			
			VERSES FROM “THE GATES OF PARADISE”

				[Epilogue]. To the Accuser who is The God of this World

				Truly, my Satan, thou art but a dunce,

				And dost not know the garment from the man;

				Every harlot was a virgin once,

				Nor canst thou ever change Kate into Nan.

				Tho’ thou art worship’d by the names divine

				Of Jesus and Jehovah, thou art still

				The Son of Morn in weary Night’s decline,

				The lost traveller’s dream under the hill.

			

			In my nightmare, the gate was flanked by fearsome Cherubim waving flaming swords and frowning fiercely. Only now do I recall John Milton’s expulsion of Adam and Eve from Eden:

			
				They looking back all th’ Eastern side beheld

				Of Paradise, so late thir happie seat,

				Wav’d over by that flaming Brand, the Gate

				With dreadful Faces throng’d and fierie Armes:

				Som natural tears they drop’d, but wip’d them soon; 

				The World was all before them, where to choose

				Thir place of rest, and Providence thir guide:

				They hand in hand with wandring steps and slow,

				Through Eden took thir solitarie way.

			

			I try to puzzle it out. Is my lost traveller’s dream only another attempt to restore the Satanic-Promethean figure of Lucifer, son of the morning? My heart is with Blake and not with Milton, though the shadow of Milton all but eclipsed Blake’s vision of “the human form divine.” What is the dream of reading your own way into secular revelation, the enterprise of my long life, if at last you must founder on the reef of intersubjectivity? Are we purely social beings, or have we experiences so inward that great poets, novelists, dramatists, storytellers can at once achieve adequate outward forms for them while retaining a sense of solipsistic glory, or is that only another delusion?

			
				I was myself the compass of that sea:

				I was the world in which I walked, and what I saw

				
				Or heard or felt came not but from myself;

				And there I found myself more truly and more strange.

				(Wallace Stevens, “Tea at the Palaz of Hoon”)

			

			That ecstasy is not social. I live, day to day, reciting these lines among many others.

			I have always understood that my imagination requires a Covering Cherub or blocking agent in order to raise itself for mental fight and not collapse into solipsism. This has never been a question of my will but of my character or fate. A strong critic, like a strong poet, has no choice. To defend the aesthetic is to defend poetry, but this is a defense that initially may seem an attack upon poetry.

			

			—

			Today is Sunday, February 4, 2018, and it is thawing outside. I am still not ready to leave the house or to climb up to my study. I reread Pride and Prejudice this morning and necessarily enjoyed it. I then decided rather sadly to replace Persuasion by it, because I have never published anything on the most popular of Jane Austen’s novels.

			When I finished the book, I read my late acquaintance Tony Tanner’s 1972 introduction to Pride and Prejudice, reprinted at the back of the Penguin Classics edition of 2003. It retains freshness, and the insights are still helpful. Tanner defends Jane Austen from the strictures Charlotte Brontë expressed in a letter to G. H. Lewes, George Eliot’s partner. Brontë opined that she would not like to live with Jane Austen’s people in their confined lives.

			Though Jane Austen was a contemporary of the English High Romantics, she was a throwback to the age of Dr. Samuel Johnson and Samuel Richardson, her authentic precursor. Ralph Waldo Emerson, in his journal for the summer of 1861, expressed an ultimate dismissal of Jane Austen:

			
				Never was life so pinched & narrow. The one problem in the mind of the writer in both the stories I have read, “Persuasion”, and “Pride & Prejudice”, is marriageableness; all that interests in any character introduced is still this one, Has he or she money to marry with, & conditions conforming? ’Tis “the nympholepsy of a fond despair”, say rather, of an English boarding-house. Suicide is more respectable.

			

			
			Emerson, no great lover of Lord Byron, nevertheless quotes from Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage, Canto iv, Stanza 115:

			
				EGERIA! sweet creation of some heart

				Which found no mortal resting-place so fair

				As thine ideal breast; whate’er thou art

				Or wert,—a young Aurora of the air,

				The nympholepsy of some fond despair;

				Or, it might be, a beauty of the earth,

				Who found a more than common votary there

				Too much adoring; whatsoe’er thy birth,

				Thou wert a beautiful thought, and softly bodied forth.

			

			Emerson can be forgiven. He did not like novels anyway, and even dismissed those by his Concord walking companion Nathaniel Hawthorne. The summer of 1861 was hardly a good time for a Northern abolitionist, and the romance of Elizabeth and Darcy, though timeless, did not appeal to the Sage of Concord.

			Jane Austen will have multitudes of readers until the end of time and beyond. Stendhal famously defined love as a blend of lust and vanity. For Jane Austen, love is affection, a mutual esteem that remains within the compass of a narrow social class. Her precursors—Shakespeare, Dr. Johnson, Samuel Richardson—taught her how to represent change in her more complex characters. Darcy and Elizabeth change by listening to one another and sometimes overhearing what they say in their most affectionate moments.

			If you are questing for the transcendental and extraordinary, you need not read Jane Austen, but who can quest day after day throughout a lifetime? Elizabeth Bennet has little in common with Clarissa Harlowe. Jane Austen does not present us with Protestant saints. Shakespeare’s Rosalind is a closer forerunner, though even Elizabeth cannot compare to that superb vision of a woman.

			

			—

			Intersubjectivity is enough of a problem for me without sliding over into the occult. Many years ago, I wrote a commentary on Henry Corbin’s Alone with the Alone: Creative Imagination in the Sufism of Ibn ‘Arabi; the book was published in French in 1958. My preface dates from 1997, and I have not reread it since then. I recall that the preface was very substantial and devoted mostly to what the Sufis call Hurqalya, the imaginal realm:

			
			Between the world of pure spiritual Lights (Luces victoriales, the world of the “Mothers” in the terminology of Ishraq) and the sensory universe, at the boundary of the ninth Sphere (the Sphere of Spheres) there opens a mundus imaginalis which is a concrete spiritual world of archetype-Figures, apparitional Forms, Angeles of species and individuals; by philosophical dialects its necessity is deduced and its plane situated; vision of it in actuality is vouchsafed to the visionary apperception of the Active Imagination. The essential connection in Sohravardi which leads from philosophical speculation to a metaphysics of ecstasy also establishes the connection between the angelology of this neo-Zoroastrian Platonism and the idea of the mundus imaginalis. This, Sohravardi declares, is the world to which the ancient Sages alluded when they affirmed that beyond the sensory world there exists another universe with a contour and dimensions and extension in a space, although these are not comparable with the shape and spatiality as we perceive them in the world of physical bodies. It is the “eighth” keshvar, the mystical Earth of Hurqalya with emerald cities; it is situated on the summit of the cosmic mountain, which the traditions handed down in Islam call the mountain of Qaf.

				(The Man of Light in Iranian Sufism)

			

			Ibn ‘Arabi calls Hurqalya “Creative Imagination.” Corbin translates from ‘Arabi’s major work, The Book of the Spiritual Conquests of Mecca:

			
				Know that when God had created Adam who was the first human organism to be constituted, and when he had established him as the origin and archetype of all human bodies, there remained a surplus of the leaven of the clay. From this surplus God created the palm tree, so that this plant (nakhla, palm tree, being feminine) is Adam’s sister; for us, therefore, it is like an aunt on our father’s side. In theology it is so described and is compared to the faithful believer. No other plant bears within it such extraordinary secrets as are hidden in this one. Now, after the creation of the palm tree, there remained hidden a portion of the clay from which the plant had been made: what was left was the equivalent of a sesame seed. And it was in this remainder that God laid out an immense Earth. Since he arranged in it the Throne and what it contains, the Firmament, the Heavens and the Earths, the worlds underground, all the paradises and hells, this means that the whole of our universe is to be found there in that Earth in its entirety, and yet the whole of it together is like a ring lost in one of our deserts in comparison with the immensity of that Earth. And that same Earth has hidden in it so many marvels and strange things that their number cannot be counted and our intelligence remains dazed by them.

				
				(Spiritual Body and Celestial Earth [1977])

			

			To me it is the loveliest of creation myths. From the remnant of the clay left over after Adam’s creation, God made the palm tree, Adam’s sister. That highly original making still left another tiny remainder, and from that God created the immensity of the heavens and the earths, the paradises and hells.

			My dreams were commonplace. I sat at the dining-room table surrounded only by the ghosts of dead friends. I tried talking to them, but there were no answers. Baffled, I started to recite poems: Yeats, E. A. Robinson, Eliot, Stevens, Hart Crane, Shelley, and many others. It all went into the void, and my throat became sore. I left the table to find water and as usual got lost.

			When I reached a river, it was too far below me, and my thirst was unabated.

		

	
		
		
			
			CHAPTER 1

			Don Quixote (1615)

			MIGUEL DE CERVANTES 

			CERVANTES, in relation to the Spanish language, stands with the titans of European and American literature. He is what Shakespeare is to English, Dante to Italian, Goethe to German, Pushkin to Russian: the glory of the vernacular. There may be no single eminence in French: Rabelais, Racine, Molière, Montaigne, Victor Hugo, Baudelaire, Stendhal, Balzac, Flaubert, Proust, Paul Valéry are among writers of the first order. In Russian, Tolstoy alone challenges Pushkin.

			The Desert Island Question (“If just one book, which?”) has no universal answer, but many readers would choose among three: the King James Bible, the complete Shakespeare, and Don Quixote by Miguel de Cervantes. Is it an oddity that the three competitors were almost simultaneous? The King James Bible appeared in 1611, six years after the publication of the first part of Don Quixote, in 1605 (the second part came a decade later, in 1615). In 1605, Shakespeare matched the greatness of Cervantes’s masterwork with King Lear, and then went on rapidly to Macbeth and Antony and Cleopatra.

			It could be argued that Don Quixote is the central work of the last half-millennium, since the greater novelists tend to be as much Cervantes’s children as they are Shakespeare’s. Shakespeare teaches us how to talk to ourselves, whereas Cervantes instructs us how to talk to one another. Hamlet scarcely listens to what anyone else says (except it be the Ghost); Falstaff so delights himself that Prince Hal can seem merely the best of resentful students and half-voluntary audiences. But Don Quixote and Sancho Panza change and mature by listening to each other, and their friendship is the most persuasive in all of literature.

			
			Sancho Panza or Falstaff? Don Quixote or Hamlet? Hamlet has only Horatio. Falstaff dies almost solitary. But Don Quixote dies in the loving presence of Sancho, who proposes new quests to his heroic Knight. I have frequently argued that Shakespeare invented the ever-growing inward self, condemned to be its own adventure, as Emily Dickinson affirmed.

			Cervantes, whose life was arduous and darkly solitary, either had endless bad luck or had to battle against the stigma of being a “New Christian,” a converso of Jewish descent. He insisted he was of “untainted blood” and allows Sancho Panza to denounce “the Jews.” Yet he had to go into exile to Italy, for legal reasons, and then enlisted in the Spanish military. He fought with exemplary courage at the naval Battle of Lepanto in 1571, under the command of Don John of Austria, and sustained three serious bullet wounds. He underwent half a year of rehabilitation, and permanently lost the use of his left arm. When he enlisted again, he was captured by Barbary pirates, and endured five years of captivity in Algiers. Finally, he was ransomed by a monk of the Trinitarian Order and by his parents.

			His vicissitudes were far from finished. He was imprisoned for several months when he served as a purchasing agent for the Spanish navy, and had later difficulties as a tax collector. Despite the instant success of Don Quixote, Part I (1605), he received no royalties and had to bring out the second part in 1615, when a plagiarist published a dubious sequel to Part I. He could not find sufficient patronage from noblemen, but finally received enough of a stipend so he could devote himself to writing in his final years.

			Cervantes (1547–1616) died the day before Shakespeare (1564–1616) and doubtless never heard of the English dramatist. Shakespeare had so uneventful and colorless a life that no biography of him can be at all persuasive. The significant facts can be stated in a few paragraphs. Cervantes, however, experienced a difficult and violent existence, though no account of his life worthy of the subject exists as yet in English.

			
			Reading Don Quixote, I am not at all convinced that scholars who believe book and writer devout are at all accurate, if only because they miss his irony. But, then, many scholars tell us that Shakespeare was Catholic, and again I am not persuaded, since his major allusions are to the Geneva Bible, a very Protestant version. Don Quixote, like the later Shakespeare, seems to me more nihilistic than Christian, and both of these greatest Western imaginers hint that annihilation is the final fate of the soul.

			What is it that makes Don Quixote Shakespeare’s only rival for the highest aesthetic glory? Cervantes is superbly comic, as is Shakespeare, but Don Quixote is no more to be characterized as comedy than is Hamlet. Philip II, who exhausted the resources of the Spanish Empire on behalf of the Counter-Reformation, died in 1598, a decade after the fiasco of the Spanish Armada, destroyed by the gales and English seamen. The Spain depicted in Don Quixote is post-1598: impoverished, demoralized, clergy-ridden, with the underlying sadness of having wrecked itself a century before by exiling or driving underground its large and productive Jewish and Muslim communities. Much of Don Quixote, as of Shakespeare, needs to be read between the lines. When the amiable Sancho Panza shouts that he himself is an Old Christian and hates the Jews, does the subtle Cervantes intend us to receive this without irony? The context of Don Quixote is squalor, except for the noble houses, which are bastions of mockery and racism, subjecting the wonderful Don Quixote to horrible practical jokes.

			As masters of representation, Shakespeare and Cervantes alike are vitalists, which is why Falstaff and Sancho Panza bear the Blessing. But these two foremost of modern writers are also skeptics, so that Hamlet and Don Quixote are ironists, even when they behave like madmen. Gusto, a primal exuberance, is the shared genius of the Castilian father of the novel and the English poet-dramatist beyond all others, before or since, in any language.

			Freedom, for Quixote and for Sancho, is a function of the order of play, which is disinterested and precarious. The play of the world, for Quixote, is a purified view of chivalry, the game of knights-errant, virtuously beautiful and distressed damozels, nasty and powerful enchanters, as well as giants, ogres, and idealized quests. Don Quixote is courageously mad and obsessively courageous, but he is not self-deceived. He knows who he is, but also who he may be, if he chooses. When a moralizing priest accuses the Knight of an absence in reality, and orders him to go home and cease wandering, Quixote replies realistically that as knight-errant he has righted wrongs, chastised arrogance, and crushed assorted monsters.

			
			Why did the invention of the novel have to wait for Cervantes? Now, in the twenty-first century, the novel seems to be experiencing a long day’s dying. Our contemporary masters—Pynchon, the late Philip Roth, and others—seem forced to retreat back to picaresque and the romance form, pre-Cervantine. Shakespeare and Cervantes created much of human personality as we know it, or at least the ways in which personality could be represented: Joyce’s Poldy, his Irish Jewish Ulysses, is both Quixotic and Shakespearean, but Joyce died in 1941, before Hitler’s Shoah could be fully known. In our Age of Information and of ongoing Terror, the Cervantine novel may be as obsolete as the Shakespearean drama. I speak of the genres, and not of their supreme masters, who never will become outmoded. The Knight and Sancho, between them, know all that there is to know. They know at least exactly who they are, which is what, finally, they will teach the rest of us.

			
				WHICH DESCRIBES THE CONDITION AND PROFESSION OF THE FAMOUS GENTLEMAN DON QUIXOTE OF LA MANCHA

				Somewhere in La Mancha, in a place whose name I do not care to remember, a gentleman lived not long ago, one of those who has a lance and ancient shield on a shelf and keeps a skinny nag and a greyhound for racing. An occasional stew, beef more often than lamb, hash most nights, eggs and abstinence on Saturdays, lentils on Fridays, sometimes squab as a treat on Sundays—these consumed three-fourths of his income. The rest went for a light woolen tunic and velvet breeches and hose of the same material for feast days, while weekdays were honored with dun-colored coarse cloth. He had a housekeeper past forty, a niece not yet twenty, and a man-of-all-work who did everything from saddling the horse to pruning the trees. Our gentleman was approximately fifty years old; his complexion was weathered, his flesh scrawny, his face gaunt, and he was a very early riser and a great lover of the hunt. Some claim that his family name was Quixada, or Quexada, for there is a certain amount of disagreement among the authors who write of this matter, although reliable conjecture seems to indicate that his name was Quexana. But this does not matter very much to our story; in its telling there is absolutely no deviation from the truth.

				
				(trans. Edith Grossman)

			

			The opening of Part I of The Ingenious Gentleman Don Quixote of La Mancha by Miguel de Cervantes more than sets the tone of this first and greatest of all Western novels. I quote it here and throughout from the skilled translation by Edith Grossman (2003).

			Cervantes stations Don Quixote in a Spain just before his own, a country declining from the glory of the naval victory of Lepanto over the Ottoman Empire on October 7, 1571. In 1588, the Spanish Armada failed against the English fire ships and then was scattered by fierce storms. The Dutch, allies of the English, blockaded the Spanish army in the Netherlands, employing flyboats to splendid effect.

			Throughout the seventeenth century, Spain declined from its earlier Golden Age, of which Cervantes was the great ornament, and instead lost its financial, military, and political dominance. Don Quixote is poised at the turning point between the culture’s glory and its fading away into a harsh land of the Inquisition, the torture and burning of Jewish and Muslim converts suspected of backsliding.

			I enjoy the exuberant comic elements, but the Knight of the Sorrowful Countenance and poor Sancho suffer every kind of violence and ridicule as they continue questing. At the close, the Knight suffers shattering defeat, and goes home to die.

			Let us begin with Don Quixote in his early glory. His mind crazed by chivalric romances, he determines to become a knight-errant and rather outrageously sets about the labor of finding the proper equipment:

			
				The truth is that when his mind was completely gone, he had the strangest thought any lunatic in the world ever had, which was that it seemed reasonable and necessary to him, both for the sake of his honor and as a service to the nation, to become a knight errant and travel the world with his armor and his horse to seek adventures and engage in everything he had read that knights errant engaged in, righting all manner of wrongs and, by seizing the opportunity and placing himself in danger and ending those wrongs, winning eternal renown and everlasting fame. The poor man imagined himself already wearing the crown, won by the valor of his arm, of the empire of Trebizond at the very least; and so it was that with these exceedingly agreeable thoughts, and carried away by the extraordinary pleasure he took in them, he hastened to put into effect what he so fervently desired. And the first thing he did was to attempt to clean some armor that had belonged to his great-grandfathers and, stained with rust and covered with mildew, had spent many long years stored and forgotten in a corner. He did the best he could to clean and repair it, but he saw that it had a great defect, which was that instead of a full sallet helmet with an attached neckguard, there was only a simple headpiece; but he compensated for this with his industry, and out of pasteboard he fashioned a kind of half-helmet that, when attached to the headpiece, took on the appearance of a full sallet. It is true that in order to test if it was strong and could withstand a blow, he took out his sword and struck it twice, and with the first blow he undid in a moment what it had taken him a week to create; he could not help being disappointed at the ease with which he had hacked it to pieces, and to protect against that danger, he made another one, placing strips of iron on the inside so that he was satisfied with its strength; and not wanting to put it to the test again, he designated and accepted it as an extremely fine sallet.

			

			
			If there is irony here it is washed away by surpassing tenderness. Cervantes loves his Knight and so do we. It would have been more than enough had Cervantes given us only Don Quixote and Cervantes himself. Genius triumphant presents us with the Squire of Squires, Sancho Panza:

			
				During this time, Don Quixote approached a farmer who was a neighbor of his, a good man—if that title can be given to someone who is poor—but without much in the way of brains. In short, he told him so much, and persuaded and promised him so much, that the poor peasant resolved to go off with him and serve as his squire. Among other things, Don Quixote said that he should prepare to go with him gladly, because it might happen that one day he would have an adventure that would gain him, in the blink of an eye, an ínsula, and he would make him its governor. With these promises and others like them, Sancho Panza, for that was the farmer’s name, left his wife and children and agreed to be his neighbor’s squire.

			

			
			It is an irony to call Sancho brainless. He is shrewd, sly, awake to reality, and his greatness justifies Franz Kafka’s parable in which Don Quixote is only Sancho’s daemon:

			
				Without making any boast of it Sancho Panza succeeded in the course of years, by feeding him a great number of romances of chivalry and adventure in the evening and night hours, in so diverting from himself his demon, whom he later called Don Quixote, that this demon thereupon set out, uninhibited, on the maddest exploits, which, however, for the lack of a preordained object, which should have been Sancho Panza himself, harmed nobody. A free man, Sancho Panza philosophically followed Don Quixote on his crusades, perhaps out of a sense of responsibility, and had of them a great and edifying entertainment to the end of his days.

				(“The Truth about Sancho Panza,” trans. Edwin and Willa Muir)

			

			Kafka manifests critical acuity by placing Sancho at the center. Sancho dreams, and his daemon or genius rides out into the ultimate elegance, the imagined land. That realm is and is not Castile. If we set aside Kafka’s lovely joke about the Squire’s sense of responsibility, what we witness is the birth of the loving friendship between Sancho Panza and Don Quixote, which will become the unextinguished hearth of the book. The impetuous Knight is both rash and violently forceful. Sancho, prudent and passively peaceful, will be carried along from catastrophe to virtual immolation, and yet, like his Knight, somehow he attains survival.

			
			As they were talking, they saw thirty or forty of the windmills found in that countryside, and as soon as Don Quixote caught sight of them, he said to his squire:

				“Good fortune is guiding our affairs better than we could have desired, for there you see, friend Sancho Panza, thirty or more enormous giants with whom I intend to do battle and whose lives I intend to take, and with the spoils we shall begin to grow rich, for this is righteous warfare, and it is a great service to God to remove so evil a breed from the face of the earth.”

				“What giants?” said Sancho Panza.

				“Those you see over there,” replied his master, “with the long arms; sometimes they are almost two leagues long.”

				“Look, your grace,” Sancho responded, “those things that appear over there aren’t giants but windmills, and what looks like their arms are the sails that are turned by the wind and make the grindstone move.”

				“It seems clear to me,” replied Don Quixote, “that thou art not well-versed in the matter of adventures: these are giants; and if thou art afraid, move aside and start to pray whilst I enter with them in fierce and unequal combat.”

				And having said this, he spurred his horse, Rocinante, paying no attention to the shouts of his squire, Sancho, who warned him that, beyond any doubt, those things he was about to attack were windmills and not giants. But he was so convinced they were giants that he did not hear the shouts of his squire, Sancho, and could not see, though he was very close, what they really were; instead, he charged and called out:

				“Flee not, cowards and base creatures, for it is a single knight who attacks you.”

				Just then a gust of wind began to blow, and the great sails began to move, and, seeing this, Don Quixote said:

				“Even if you move more arms than the giant Briareus, you will answer to me.”

				And saying this, and commending himself with all his heart to his lady Dulcinea, asking that she come to his aid at this critical moment, and well-protected by his shield, with his lance in its socket, he charged at Rocinante’s full gallop and attacked the first mill he came to; and as he thrust his lance into the sail, the wind moved it with so much force that it broke the lance into pieces and picked up the horse and the knight, who then dropped to the ground and were very badly battered. Sancho Panza hurried to help as fast as his donkey could carry him, and when he reached them he discovered that Don Quixote could not move because he had taken so hard a fall with Rocinante.

				
				“God save me!” said Sancho. “Didn’t I tell your grace to watch what you were doing, that these were nothing but windmills, and only somebody whose head was full of them wouldn’t know that?”

			

			Sometimes I regret that tilting at windmills has become the key signature of Cervantes’s masterpiece. Yet Cervantes and the Knight know exactly what they are doing. Extravagance, going beyond limits, and exuberant disregard for safety or comfort are necessities if the order of play is to triumph over the commonplace.

			The Knight is neither madman nor fool. He plays at knight-errantry. We love Don Quixote because he trusts in his own freedom, and also in its seclusion and disinterestedness, and, finally, in its limits. When he is defeated, he gives up the game, goes back to sanity, “and dies.” I second the remark of Miguel de Unamuno (1864–1936), that the Knight quests for his authentic country and finds it only in exile.

			So varied are the exploits of Don Quixote that more summary quickly becomes useless. I move on to one of the more magnificent achievements of Cervantes, the first of the two appearances of the master illusionist Ginés de Pasamonte, a grand confidence man:

			
				Behind all of them came a man of about thirty who was very good-looking except that one eye tended to veer slightly toward the other. He was shackled differently from the rest, because around his foot was a chain so large it encircled his entire body, and there were two fetters around his neck, one attached to the chain and the other, the kind called a keeper or a brace, from which there hung two irons that reached to his waist, and on these were two manacles holding his hands and locked with a heavy padlock, so that he could not raise his hands to his mouth or lower his head to his hands. Don Quixote asked why that man wore so many more shackles than the others. The guard responded that it was because he alone had committed more crimes than all the rest combined, and was so daring and such a great villain that even though he was bound in this way, they still did not feel secure about him and were afraid he would escape.

				
				“What crimes can they be,” said Don Quixote, “if they have deserved no greater punishment than his being sent to the galleys?”

				“He’s going for ten years,” replied the guard, “which is like a civil death. All you need to know is that this is the famous Ginés de Pasamonte, also known as Ginesillo de Parapilla.”

				“Señor Commissary,” the galley slave said, “just take it easy and let’s not go around dropping all kinds of names and surnames. My name is Ginés, not Ginesillo, and my family is from Pasamonte, not Parapilla, as you’ve said; and if each man looks to his own affairs, he’ll have plenty to tend to.”

				“Keep a civil tongue,” replied the commissary, “you great thief, unless you want me to shut you up in a way you won’t like.”

				“It certainly seems,” responded the galley slave, “that man proposes and God disposes, but one day somebody will know whether or not my name is Ginesillo de Parapilla.”

				“Well, don’t they call you that, you liar?” said the guard.

				“They do,” responded Ginés, “but I’ll make sure they don’t, or I’ll tear out their hair and they know where. Señor, if you have anything to give us, give it and go with God; your wanting to know so much about other people’s lives is becoming irritating, but if you want to know more about mine, know that I’m Ginés…even for two hundred ducados.”

				“Is it that good?” said Don Quixote.

				“It’s so good,” responded Ginés, “that it’s too bad for Lazarillo de Tormes and all the other books of that genre that have been or will be written. What I can tell your grace is that it deals with truths, and they are truths so appealing and entertaining that no lies can equal them.”

				“And what is the title of the book?” asked Don Quixote.

				“The Life of Ginés de Pasamonte,” Ginés replied.

			

			Ginés will reappear in Part II as the trickster Master Pedro, whose puppet show is destroyed by Don Quixote. Lope de Vega (1562–1635), described by Cervantes as “the Monster of Literature,” was the insanely prolific and successful rival of our beloved creator of Quixote and Sancho. There are about three thousand sonnets, nine epics, seven novellas and novels, and perhaps five hundred plays accepted as being by Lope. He must have written from morning to night on a daily basis. Cervantes attempted to write dramas but had no chance against Lope and Calderón. Whatever distress that gave the greater writer, we can appreciate his two depictions of Lope as a picaroon and as an illusionist:

			
			“And is it finished?” asked Don Quixote.

				“How can it be finished,” he responded, “if my life isn’t finished yet? What I’ve written goes from my birth to the moment when they sentenced me to the galleys this last time.”

				“Then you have been there before?” said Don Quixote.

				“To serve God and the king, I’ve already spent four years on the galleys, and I know the taste of the hardtack and the overseer’s whip,” responded Ginés. “And I’m not too sorry to go there, because I’ll have time to finish my book, for I still have lots of things to say, and on the galleys of Spain there’s more leisure than I’ll need, though I don’t need much for what I have to write because I know it by heart.”

				“You seem clever,” said Don Quixote.

				“And unfortunate,” responded Ginés, “because misfortunes always pursue the talented.”

				“They pursue villains,” said the commissary.

				“I’ve already told you, Señor Commissary,” responded Pasamonte, “to take it easy; those gentlemen didn’t give you that staff of office for you to abuse us poor wretches but to lead and guide us to wherever His Majesty commands. If not, by the life of…Enough! One day those dark stains at the inn may come to light, so let’s all hold our tongues, and live well, and speak better, and keep walking; the joke’s gone on too long.”

				The commissary raised his staff to strike Pasamonte in response to his threats, but Don Quixote placed himself between them and asked that he not abuse the prisoner, for it was not surprising that a man whose hands were so tightly bound would have a rather loose tongue. And turning to all those on the chain, he said:

				
				“From everything you have said to me, dear brothers, I deduce that although you are being punished for your faults, the penalties you are about to suffer are not to your liking, and you go to them unwillingly and involuntarily; it might be that the lack of courage this one showed under torture, that one’s need of money, another’s lack of favor, and finally, the twisted judgment of the judge, have been the reason for your ruination, and for not having justice on your side. All of which is pictured in my mind, and is telling, persuading, and even compelling me to show to all of you the reason that heaven put me in the world and made me profess the order of chivalry, which I do profess, and take the vow I took to favor those in need and those oppressed by the powerful. But, because I know that one of the rules of prudence is that what can be done by good means should not be done by bad, I want to ask these gentlemen, the guards and the commissary, to be so good as to unchain you and let you go in peace; there will be no lack of other men to serve the king under better circumstances, for to me it seems harsh to make slaves of those whom God and nature made free. Furthermore, these poor wretches have done nothing against you gentlemen. Each man must bear his own sin; there is a God in heaven who does not fail to punish the wicked or reward the good, and it is not right for honorable men to persecute other men who have not harmed them. I ask this quietly and calmly because if you comply, I shall have reason to thank you, and if you do not comply willingly, this lance and this sword, and the valor of this my arm, will force you to comply against your will.”

			

			This superbly mad oration soars beyond any question as to who is guilty or innocent. We love the Knight because his politics are anarchist. The “order of play” must overturn every social order and every constraint. We need not ask whether Cervantes endorses the stance of Don Quixote. Both of them know what they know, and they do not always know the same things:

			
				“A fine piece of nonsense!” responded the commissary. “He’s finally come out with it! He wants us to let the king’s prisoners go, as if we had the authority to free them or he had the authority to order us to do so! Your grace, Señor, be on your way, and straighten that basin you’re wearing on your head, and don’t go around looking for a three-legged cat.”

				
				“You’re the cat, the rat, and the scoundrel!” responded Don Quixote.

				Speaking and acting were all one, and he charged so quickly that he did not give the commissary time to defend himself and knocked him to the ground, wounding him with a thrust of his lance, and it was fortunate for Don Quixote that he did, for this was the man holding the flintlock. The other guards were stunned, overwhelmed by this unexpected turn of events, but they came to their senses, and those on horseback put their hands on their swords, and those on foot grasped their javelins, and they charged Don Quixote, who very calmly waited for them; matters undoubtedly would have gone badly for him if the galley slaves, seeing the opportunity presented to them to obtain their freedom, had not attempted to achieve it by breaking the chain to which they were fettered. So great was the confusion that the guards, turning now to the galley slaves, who were breaking free, and now to Don Quixote, who was attacking them, did nothing of any use.

				Sancho, for his part, helped to free Ginés de Pasamonte, who was the first to leap into the battle free and unencumbered, and, rushing at the fallen commissary, he took his sword and flintlock, and by pointing it at one and aiming it at another, without ever firing he cleared the field of guards because they all fled from Pasamonte’s flintlock and from the shower of stones that the galley slaves, who were free by now, were hurling at them.

				This made Sancho very sad, because it seemed to him that those who were fleeing would inform the Holy Brotherhood, who would then come looking for the lawbreakers, sounding the alarm, and he told this to his master and begged that they leave immediately and hide in the mountains, which were not far away.

				“That is all very well and good,” said Don Quixote, “but I know what must be done now.”

				And calling to all the galley slaves, who were in a state of frenzy and had stripped the commissary down to his skin, they gathered round to see what he wanted of them, and he said:

				
				“It is customary for wellborn people to give thanks for the benefits they receive, and one of the sins that most offends God is ingratitude. I say this, Señores, because you have already seen and had manifest proof of what you have received from me, and in payment it is my wish and desire that, bearing the chain which I removed from your necks, you immediately set out for the city of Toboso, and there appear before the lady Dulcinea of Toboso, and say that her knight, he of the Sorrowful Face, commends himself to her, and you will tell her, point by point, every detail of this famous adventure, up to the moment when you achieved your desired freedom; having done this, you may go wherever you wish, and may good fortune go with you.”

				Ginés de Pasamonte responded for all of them, and he said:

				“What your grace, our lord and liberator, orders us to do, is absolutely impossible for us to carry out, because we cannot travel the roads together but must go our separate ways, each man on his own, trying to burrow into the bowels of the earth so as not be found by the Holy Brotherhood, who, beyond any doubt, will come looking for us. What your grace can do, and it is right and proper that you do so, is to change this service and tribute to the lady Dulcinea of Toboso into a certain number of Ave Marías and Credos, which we will say on your grace’s behalf, and this is something that can be done night or day, fleeing or at rest, at peace or at war; but to think that we will go back to our miseries in Egypt, I mean to say, that we will take up our chain and set out for Toboso, is to think that night has fallen now when it is not yet ten in the morning; asking that of us is like asking pears of an elm tree.”

			

			Ginés is totally justified; does the reader agree with him or not? The aesthetic strength wielded by Cervantes must slash even the most attentive into hearers wounded by wonder:

			
				“Well, then, I do swear,” said Don Quixote, his wrath rising, “Don Whoreson, Don Ginesillo de Paropillo, or whatever your name is, that you will go alone, your tail between your legs, and the entire chain on your back!”

				
				Pasamonte was not a man of great forbearance; already aware that Don Quixote was not very sane, for he had done something so foolish as wanting to give them their freedom, and seeing himself spoken to in this way, he winked at his companions, and, moving a short distance away, they began to throw so many stones at Don Quixote that he could not even manage to protect himself with his shield, and poor Rocinante paid no more attention to his master’s spurs than if he had been made of bronze. Sancho hid behind his donkey, protecting himself in this way from the hailstorm of rocks pouring down on them. Don Quixote could not shield himself as well as Sancho, for so many stones found their mark on his body, and with so much force, that they knocked him to the ground; as soon as he had fallen, the student attacked him and took the basin from his head and struck him three or four blows with it on his shoulders and smashed it an equal number of times on the ground until he had shattered it. They took a doublet he wore over his armor and would have taken his horse if the greaves of his leg armor had not prevented them from doing so. From Sancho they took his coat, leaving him in shirtsleeves; then, after dividing among themselves the other spoils of battle, each went his separate way, more concerned with escaping the Brotherhood, which they feared, than with picking up the chain and carrying it to the lady Dulcinea of Toboso.

				The donkey and Rocinante, Sancho and Don Quixote, were left alone; the donkey, pensive, with bowed head, twitching his ears from time to time, thinking that the tempest of stones had not yet ended and was still falling around his ears; Rocinante, lying beside his master, for he too had fallen to the ground in the shower of stones; Sancho, in his shirtsleeves and afraid of the Holy Brotherhood; Don Quixote, grief-stricken at seeing himself so injured by the very people for whom he had done so much good.

			

			Miguel de Unamuno could be as sublimely mad as his lord Don Quixote: “All of which should teach us to liberate galley slaves precisely because they will not be grateful to us for it.” The battered Knight Quixote probably would not have accepted Unamuno, a numinous Basque exegete, since he pledges to Sancho that he has learned his lesson, but the wary Sancho ripostes: “Your grace will learn the lesson the same way I’m a Turk.” It was Cervantes who took warning, because of his affection for his minor but superb creation Ginés de Pasamonte, “the lying crook.” Ginés, confidence man and shamanistic imp of the perverse, is what might be called one of the canonical criminal characters in literature, like Shakespeare’s Barnardine in Measure for Measure or Balzac’s superb Vautrin. If Vautrin can reappear as Abbé Carlos Herrera, then Ginés can manifest himself as Master Pedro, the puppet master.

			
			Critics argue that the difference between Ginés and the Don, picaroon trickster and chivalric visionary, is partly an opposition of two literary genres, the picaresque and the novel, which Cervantes essentially invented, in much the same way that Shakespeare (who did not know Greek tragedy, only its crippled remnant in the Roman Seneca) invented modern tragedy and modern tragicomedy as well. As in the Shakespearean protagonists, authentic inwardness incarnates itself in Don Quixote, whereas the scamp Pasamonte is all outwardness, despite his deep talents at duplicity. Ginés is a shapeshifter; he cannot change except in externals. The Knight, like the great Shakespearean characters, cannot stop changing: that is the purpose of his frequently irascible but always finally loving conversations with the faithful Sancho. Bound together by the order of play, they are also united by the endless love they induce in one another. Their quarrels are frequent; how could they not be, in the realm of the Quixotic? Sancho hesitates sometimes on the verge of abandoning the relationship, yet he cannot; partly he is fascinated, but in the end he is held by love, and so is the Don. The love cannot perhaps be distinguished from the order of play, but that is as it should be. Certainly one reason for Ginés de Pasamonte’s return in Part II is that he never participates in play, even as puppet master.

			Every reader recognizes that the difference between the two parts of Don Quixote is that everyone who matters most in Part II is either explicitly credited with having read Part I or knows that he was a character in it. That provides a different frame for the reappearance of the picaroon Ginés when we reach the moment in Part II, Chapter XXV, when we encounter a man clad in chamois skin, hose, breeches, and a doublet, and with a patch of green taffeta over one eye and that whole side of his face. This is Master Pedro, come, as he says, with the divining ape and the spectacle of the freeing of Melisendra by her husband, the famous knight-errant Don Gaiferos, she being the daughter of Charlemagne held captive by the Moors, and he being a principal vassal of Charlemagne.

			
			The landlord at the inn where Master Pedro joins Don Quixote and Sancho Panza says of the puppet master, “He talks more than six men and drinks more than twelve.” After he identifies the Don and Sancho, at the advice of his divining ape (whose divination goes only backward, from present to past), Ginés-Pedro stages the puppet show, certainly one of the metaphorical splendors of Cervantes’s masterpiece. The classic exegesis here is from Ortega y Gasset, in his Meditations on Quixote; he compares Master Pedro’s puppet show to the Velázquez Maids of Honor, where the artist, in painting the king and queen, simultaneously places his studio in the picture. It is not a painting upon which Don Quixote could safely have gazed, and he is certainly the worst possible audience for the puppet show:

			
				And Don Quixote, seeing and hearing so many Moors and so much clamor, thought it would be a good idea to assist those who were fleeing; and rising to his feet, in a loud voice he said:

				“I shall not consent, in my lifetime and in my presence, to any such offense against an enamored knight so famous and bold as Don Gaiferos. Halt, you lowborn rabble; do not follow and do not pursue him unless you wish to do battle with me!”

				And speaking and taking action, he unsheathed his sword, leaped next to the stage, and with swift and never before seen fury began to rain down blows on the crowd of Moorish puppets, knocking down some, beheading others, ruining this one, destroying that one, and among many other blows, delivered so powerful a downstroke that if Master Pedro had not stooped, crouched down, and hunched over, he would have cut off his head more easily than if it had been so much marzipan.

			

			That downward stroke, by no means unintended, may be the heart of this delightful intervention. Master Pedro has intruded in the order of play, where he has no place, and it moves to avenge itself upon the picaroon. A while before, Don Quixote has said to Sancho that the puppet master must have made a bargain with the devil, because “the monkey replies only to past or present things, which is as far as the devil’s knowledge can go.” The Knight’s suspicion of the trickster continues when he criticizes Master Pedro’s mistakes in ascribing church bells to the Moorish mosques. Ginés-Pedro’s defensive reply further prepares us for the Don’s shattering of the show:

			
			“Your grace should not concern yourself with trifles, Señor Don Quixote, or try to carry things so far that you never reach the end of them. Aren’t a thousand plays performed almost every day that are full of a thousand errors and pieces of nonsense, and yet are successful productions that are greeted not only with applause but with admiration? Go on, boy, and let them say what they will, for as long as I fill my purse, there can be more errors than atoms in the sun.”

			

			Don Quixote’s reply is dark: “That is true.” Master Pedro has become Cervantes’s great literary rival, the monstrously productive and successful poet-playwright Lope de Vega. The Knight’s subsequent assault upon pasteboard illusions is at once a critique of public taste and a metaphysical manifestation of Quixotic or visionary will, making ghostlier the demarcations between art and nature. The humor of disjunction is salted by literary satire, hardly mitigated by the aftermath in which the chastened Knight makes financial amends for his generous error and blames the usual wicked enchanters for having deceived him.

			It would hurt me too much to rehearse again the final defeat, surrender of identity, and virtuous death of Alonso Quijano the Good, who had been Don Quixote. Sancho Panza urges his friend to rise up and go on fresh adventures, but the good Alonso declines. All is redeemed by the final entry of Miguel de Cervantes:

			
				For me alone was Don Quixote born, and I for him; he knew how to act, and I to write; the two of us alone are one, despite and regardless of the false Tordesillan writer who dared, or will dare, to write with a coarse and badly designed ostrich feather about the exploits of my valorous knight, for it is not a burden for his shoulders or a subject for his cold creativity; and you will warn him, if you ever happen to meet him, to let the weary and crumbling bones of Don Quixote rest in the grave, and not attempt, contrary to all the statutes of death, to carry them off to Castilla la Vieja, removing him from the tomb where he really and truly lies, incapable of undertaking a third journey or a new sally; for to mock the many undertaken by so many knights errant, the two he made were enough, and they have brought delight and pleasure to everyone who knows of them, in these kingdoms as well as those abroad. And with these you will fulfill your Christian duty, by giving good counsel to those who do not wish you well, and I shall be pleased and proud to have been the first who completely enjoyed the fruits of his writing, just as he wished, for my only desire has been to have people reject and despise the false and nonsensical histories of the books of chivalry, which are already stumbling over the history of my true Don Quixote, and will undoubtedly fall to the ground. Vale.

			

			
			I experience the same sadness here that afflicts me when Sir John Falstaff departs forever. For just this once in my life, I will quote Ezra Pound at his elegiac best:

			
				And sorrow, sorrow like rain.

				(“Lament of the Frontier Guard,” in Cathay [1915])

			

		

	
		
		
			
			CHAPTER 2

			Clarissa (1748)

			SAMUEL RICHARDSON

			WHEN I WAS YOUNG, I devoted most of my days to reading poetry. Otherwise I read mythology, history, religious texts, novels, and stories. I omit the reading of Shakespeare, which was constant. Reaching back into time, I remember an early obsession with the novels of Thomas Hardy. He led me on to D. H. Lawrence and then to Virginia Woolf and E. M. Forster.

			As a Cornell undergraduate of seventeen, I had the good fortune to participate in a seminar on the novel taught by Professor William M. Sale, Jr. Sale was a lean, rangy Kentuckian who spoke with a slow drawl and demonstrated a fierce reluctance to deal with fools. At seventeen I was afraid of him, but by the time I graduated I had spent many afternoons in his house with him, his gracious wife, Helen Stearns, and with his oldest son, William, who became a distinguished classicist and a lifelong friend until his death in Saint Louis in 2017.

			In a yearlong seminar with Professor Sale, we began with Samuel Richardson’s Clarissa. We devoted a month to that extraordinary novel, reading it uncut. I regard Clarissa and In Search of Lost Time as the two most eminent of all novels, surpassing even Tolstoy and Dickens. I realize that again I will always be Sale’s student. I am assuming that Don Quixote, Moby-Dick, Joyce’s Ulysses, and Victor Hugo’s Les Misérables are closer to epics than to novels.

			
			Sale’s seminar was eclectic, and included Wuthering Heights, Middlemarch, Vanity Fair, Nostromo, Absalom, Absalom!, and Howards End. Not everything was on that level. Sale’s personal taste gave us John P. Marquand’s H. M. Pulham, Esquire, and Robert Penn Warren’s All the King’s Men. Several years ago I tried to reread Pulham but failed, and though Warren’s best novel holds up, it remains less impressive than his later poetry.

			Sale’s impact on me remains largest when I reread Clarissa, which I do every other year or so, as I do also with In Search of Lost Time. Richardson’s art converts an epistolary novel into a narrative frequently tumultuous and just as often given to a kind of unearthly stasis. Clarissa Harlowe dies majestically but with an excruciating slowness. Dr. Samuel Johnson, who admired the novel with absolute conviction, famously remarked to Boswell, “Why, sir, if you were to read Richardson for the story…you would hang yourself….You must read him for the sentiment.”

			Shakespearean inwardness can be said to have been absorbed by Richardson more fully than by any other novelist except for Proust. Clarissa Harlowe remains the ultimate Protestant heroine. I say this warily, because for the last quarter-century I have been beaten up by Christian critics for my heretical views on what I have come to call the American Religion and its relation to the spiritual history of the Protestant will. In my exhausted old age, I do not know whether the School of Resentment or the orthodox oxen are more unmannerly. Perhaps being gored by a Christian is more salubrious than being speared by a Franco-Heideggerian, but I will not know that until I get to the place of rest.

			I do not know of a more ambivalent erotic relationship between a woman and a man than the mutually destructive passion of Clarissa Harlowe and Robert Lovelace. The only rival might be Shakespeare’s Cleopatra and Antony. It is very difficult to compare the strife of empires to a domestic trauma, though the tragic grandeur of Clarissa Harlowe is not lessened by juxtaposition with the Egyptian queen.

			How could a marriage between Clarissa and Lovelace have worked? Lovelace is the Restoration rake resurrected, while Clarissa is a Protestant martyr. Her slow death becomes for her a mounting glory, for him an annihilation of the will.

			It is only a step from that to his dying words after he has lost his duel with Colonel Morden, Clarissa’s kinsman:

			
			Blessed—said he, addressing himself no doubt to Heaven; for his dying eyes were lifted up—a strong convulsion prevented him for a few moments saying more—But recovering, he again with great fervour (lifting up eyes, and his spread hands) pronounced the word Blessed—Then, in a seeming ejaculation, he spoke inwardly so as not to be understood: at last, he distinctly pronounced these three words,

				LET THIS EXPIATE!

				And then, his head sinking on his pillow, he expired; at about half an hour after ten.

			

			Lovelace dies invoking a goddess, the transfigured Clarissa Harlowe. It is hardly a Christian death. Clarissa dies a Protestant death but one very much transmembered by the force of her will:

			
				I beseech ye, my good friends, proceeded she, mourn not for one who mourns not, nor has cause to mourn, for herself. On the contrary, rejoice with me that all my worldly troubles are so near their end. Believe me, sirs, that I would not, if I might, choose to live, although the pleasantest part of my life were to come over again: and yet eighteen years of it, out of nineteen, have been very pleasant. To be so much exposed to temptation, and to be so liable to fail in the trial, who would not rejoice that all her dangers are over!—All I wished was pardon and blessing from my dear parents. Easy as my departure seems to promise to be, it would have been still easier had I had that pleasure. BUT GOD ALMIGHTY WOULD NOT LET ME DEPEND FOR COMFORT UPON ANY BUT HIMSELF.

			

			Richardson wishes us to remember that the sublime Clarissa is only nineteen. To say that God withdraws all comfort except Himself is not exactly a humble sentiment. She dies on her own terms and accepts God’s esteem in a mutual exchange of overwhelming wills. Poor Lovelace is quite accurate at the close. His final view of Clarissa is not so very different from her own self-estimate.

			I have always been impatient with critics who ascribe flaws to Clarissa Harlowe. Far more than Richard Lovelace, who cannot quite bridge the gap between Restoration libertine and Herculean hero in the mode of John Dryden’s dramas, Clarissa has the wholeness of the great Shakespearean personalities. Richardson appropriates from Shakespeare the representation of inwardness, and Clarissa is as persuasive as Rosalind or Portia, though she stems from Shakespearean tragedy and not from comedy.

			
			In 1987, I edited a volume of critical essays on Samuel Richardson, including work by Ian Watt, Martin Price, and Mark Kinkead-Weekes. Rereading it now, in 2018, I am captivated by the final essay, “Reading the Fire Scene in Clarissa,” by Rosemary Bechler. It seems to me the most enlightening discussion I have encountered on this Protestant masterpiece of internal struggle to achieve the original bareness of the soul confronting the divine.

			Bechler returns me to William Law (1686–1761), who has always been a spiritual preceptor to me since my early years as a scholar of William Blake, when I wrote a long study, Blake’s Apocalypse (1963), and also composed an immense commentary for my friend David V. Erdman’s edition of The Complete Poetry and Prose of William Blake (1965). William Law was the center of a circle around Samuel Richardson, who was a printer and publisher as well as a novelist. The group included two physicians, George Cheyne and John Freke, as well as the poet John Byrom, disciple of William Law and author of the poem Enthusiasm (1752). William Law’s most famous work remains A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy Life (1729), which inspired a marvelous response from the magnificent Dr. Samuel Johnson:

			
				When at Oxford, I took up Law’s Serious Call to a Holy Life, expecting to find it a dull book…and perhaps to laugh at it. But I found Law quite an overmatch for me; and this was the first occasion of my thinking in earnest of religion, after I became capable of rational inquiry.

			

			Law’s later work was in the hermetic tradition that had been revived by Jacob Boehme (1575–1624). Boehme, a shoemaker, had mystical visions that identified God the Father as fire, and the Son as light. To be saved, we have to go through hell in this life, and learn to read The Signature of All Things. William Blake read Boehme with some sympathy, as he initially did with Swedenborg, but then decided that a poet like John Milton contained the larger truths that the mystics could only touch.

			
			Samuel Richardson and his group were conscious of reviving the seventeenth-century tradition of the English Inner Light Puritans: at one point Lovelace remarks that the light of the Bible “is too glaring to be borne.” Against it, he sets on fire the house of assignation in which he has confined Clarissa:

			
				Meantime Dorcas, after she had directed me upstairs, not knowing the worst was over, and expecting every minute the house would be in a blaze, out of tender regard for her lady (I shall for ever love the wench for it) ran to her door, and rapping loudly at it, in a recovered voice, cried out with a shrillness equal to her love, Fire! Fire!—The house is on fire!—Rise, madam!—This instant rise—if you would not be burnt in your bed!

				No sooner had she made this dreadful outcry, but I heard her lady’s door with hasty violence unbar, unbolt, unlock, and open, and my charmer’s voice sounding like that of one going into a fit.

				You may believe how much I was affected. I trembled with concern for her, and hastened down faster than the alarm of fire had made me run up, in order to satisfy her that all the danger was over.

				When I had flown down to her chamber door, there I beheld the charmingest creature in the world, supporting herself on the arm of the gasping Dorcas, sighing, trembling, and ready to faint, with nothing on but an under-petticoat, her lovely bosom half-open, and her feet just slipped into her shoes. As soon as she saw me, she panted, and struggled to speak; but could only say, oh, Mr Lovelace! and down was ready to sink.

				I clasped her in my arms with an ardour she never felt before: My dearest life! fear nothing: I have been up—the danger is over—the fire is got under—And how (foolish devil! to Dorcas) could you thus, by your hideous yell, alarm and frighten my angel!

				Oh Jack! how her sweet bosom, as I clasped her to mine, heaved and panted! I could even distinguish her dear heart flutter, flutter, flutter, against mine; and for a few minutes, I feared she would go into fits.

				
				Lest the half-lifeless charmer should catch cold in this undress, I lifted her to her bed, and sat down by her upon the side of it, endeavouring with the utmost tenderness, as well of action as expression, to dissipate her terrors.

				But what did I get by this my generous care of her, and by my successful endeavour to bring her to herself?—Nothing, ungrateful as she was! but the most passionate exclamations: for we had both already forgot the occasion, dreadful as it was, which had thrown her into my arms; I, from the joy of encircling the almost disrobed body of the loveliest of her sex; she, from the greater terrors that arose from finding herself in my arms, and both seated on the bed from which she had been so lately frighted.

			

			The sadistic element in Lovelace’s lust for Clarissa cannot be overstated. There is a schizophrenic trace in his alternations as rake and as Dryden’s Herculean hero, more in the mode of Marlowe than of Shakespeare. As sadistic rake he rapes Clarissa Harlowe, in the actual presence of procuress and whores, and with the aid of drugged alcohol. The rape will destroy them both. With her will and integrity violated, Clarissa’s possible love for him vanishes forever. The tragedy, because of her spiritual eminence, is greater for her, yet for Lovelace it is tragic also, because the heroic strain in him authentically loves her.

			
				I had no suspicion yet that these women were not indeed the ladies they personated; and I blamed myself for my weak fears—It cannot be, thought I, that such ladies will abet treachery against a poor creature they are so fond of. They must undoubtedly be the persons they appear to be—what folly to doubt it! The air, the dress, the dignity, of women of quality—How unworthy of them, and of my charity, concluded I, is this ungenerous shadow of suspicion!

				So, recovering my stupefied spirits as well as they could be recovered (for I was heavier and heavier; and wondered to Dorcas what ailed me; rubbing my eyes, and taking some of her snuff, pinch after pinch, to very little purpose), I pursued my employment: but when that was over, all packed up that I designed to be packed up; and I had nothing to do but to think; and found them tarry so long; I thought I should have gone distracted. I shut myself into the chamber that had been mine; I kneeled, I prayed; yet knew not what I prayed for: then ran out again. It was almost dark night, I said: where, where, was Mr Lovelace?

				
				He came to me, taking no notice at first of my consternation and wildness (what they had given me made me incoherent and wild): All goes well, said he, my dear!—A line from Captain Tomlinson!

				All indeed did go well for the villainous project of the most cruel and most villainous of men!

				I demanded his aunt!—I demanded his cousin!—The evening, I said, was closing!—My head was very, very bad, I remember, I said—And it grew worse and worse.

				Terror, however, as yet kept up my spirits; and I insisted upon his going himself to hasten them.

				He called his servant. He raved at the sex for their delay: ’twas well that business of consequence seldom depended upon such parading, unpunctual triflers!

				His servant came.

				He ordered him to fly to his cousin Leeson’s; and to let his aunt and cousins know how uneasy we both were at their delay: adding, of his own accord, Desire them, if they don’t come instantly, to send their coach and we will go without them. Tell them I wonder they’ll serve me so!

				I thought this was considerately and fairly put. But now, indifferent as my head was, I had a little time to consider the man and his behaviour. He terrified me with his looks, and with his violent emotions as he gazed upon me. Evident joy-suppressed emotions, as I have since recollected. His sentences short, and pronounced as if his breath were touched. Never saw I his abominable eyes look, as then they looked—triumph in them!—fierce and wild; and more disagreeable than the women’s at the vile house appeared to me when I first saw them: and at times, such a leering, mischief-boding cast!—I would have given the world to have been an hundred miles from him. Yet his behaviour was decent—a decency, however, that I might have seen to be struggled for—for he snatched my hand two or three times with a vehemence in his grasp that hurt me; speaking words of tenderness through his shut teeth, as it seemed; and let it go with a beggar-voiced humble accent, like the vile woman’s just before; half-inward; yet his words and manner carrying the appearance of strong and almost convulsed passion!—Oh my dear! What mischief was he not then meditating!

				
				I complained once or twice of thirst. My mouth seemed parched. At the time, I supposed that it was my terror (gasping often as I did for breath) that parched up the roof of my mouth. I called for water: some table-beer was brought me. Beer, I suppose, was a better vehicle (if I were not dosed enough before) for their potions. I told the maid that she knew I seldom tasted malt-liquor: yet, suspecting nothing of this nature, being extremely thirsty I drank it, as what came next: and instantly, as it were, found myself much worse than before; as if inebriated, I should fancy: I know not how.

				His servant was gone twice as long as he needed: and, just before his return, came one of the pretended Lady Betty’s, with a letter for Mr Lovelace.

				He sent it up to me. I read it: and then it was that I thought myself a lost creature; it being to put off her going to Hampstead that night, on account of violent fits which Miss Montague was pretended to be seized with: for then immediately came into my head his vile attempt upon me in this house; the revenge that my flight might too probably inspire him with on that occasion, and because of the difficulty I made to forgive him and to be reconciled to him; his very looks wild and dreadful to me; and the women of the house such as I had more reason than ever, even from the pretended Lady Betty’s hints, to be afraid of: all these crowding together in my apprehensive mind, I fell into a kind of frenzy.

				I have not remembrance how I was for the time it lasted: but I know that in my first agitations I pulled off my head-dress, and tore my ruffles in twenty tatters; and ran to find him out.

				
				When a little recovered, I insisted upon the hint he had given of their coach. But the messenger, he said, had told him that it was sent to fetch a physician, lest his chariot should be put up, or not ready.

				I then insisted upon going directly to Lady Betty’s lodgings.

				Mrs Leeson’s was now a crowded house, he said: and as my earnestness could be owing to nothing but groundless apprehension (and oh what vows, what protestations of his honour did he then make!), he hoped I would not add to their present concern. Charlotte, indeed, was used to fits, he said, upon any great surprises, whether of joy or grief; and they would hold her for a week together if not got off in a few hours.

				You are an observer of eyes, my dear, said the villain; perhaps in secret insult: saw you not in Miss Montague’s now and then, at Hampstead, something wildish?—I was afraid for her then—Silence and quiet only do her good: your concern for her, and her love for you, will but augment the poor girl’s disorder, if you should go.

				All impatient with grief and apprehension, I still declared myself resolved not to stay in that house till morning. All I had in the world, my rings, my watch, my little money, for a coach! or, if one were not to be got, I would go on foot to Hampstead that night, though I walked it by myself.

				A coach was hereupon sent for, or pretended to be sent for. Any price, he said, he would give to oblige me, late as it was; and he would attend me with all his soul—But no coach was to be got.

				Let me cut short the rest. I grew worse and worse in my head; now stupid, now raving, now senseless. The vilest of vile women was brought to frighten me. Never was there so horrible a creature as she appeared to me at the time.

				I remember, I pleaded for mercy—I remember that I said I would be his—indeed I would be his—to obtain his mercy—But no mercy found I!—My strength, my intellects, failed me!—And then such scenes followed—Oh my dear, such dreadful scenes!—fits upon fits (faintly indeed, and imperfectly remembered) procuring me no compassion—but death was withheld from me. That would have been too great a mercy!

			

			
			Lovelace will come to understand that his rape of Clarissa was an apocalyptic defeat for him.

			His realization is slow: it comes when Lovelace suddenly apprehends the dialectical entrapment Clarissa has been for him:

			
				A horrid dear creature!—By my soul, she made me shudder! She had need, indeed, to talk of her unhappiness, in falling into the hands of the only man in the world who could have used her as I have used her! She is the only woman in the world who could have shocked and disturbed me as she has done—So we are upon a foot in that respect. And I think I have the worst of it by much. Since very little has been my joy; very much my trouble: and her punishment, as she calls it, is over: but when mine will, or what it may be, who can tell?

				Here, only recapitulating (think, then, how I must be affected at the time), I was forced to leave off, and sing a song to myself. I aimed at a lively air; but I croaked rather than sung: and fell into the old dismal thirtieth of January strain. I hemmed up for a sprightlier note; but it would not do: and at last I ended, like a malefactor, in a dead psalm melody.

				High-ho!—I gape like an unfledged kite in its nest, wanting to swallow a chicken, bobbed at its mouth by its marauding dam!—

				What a devil ails me!—I can neither think nor write!—

				Lie down, pen, for a moment!—

				(Letter 226)

			

			The devil that ails him is the beginning of his own end, his falling outward and downward from his last shreds of a libertine ideology into the dreadful inner space of his defeat by Clarissa, his enforced realization that self-willing and self-assertion are permanently over for him. Clarissa, a great Puritan withholder of esteem, will not accept him at his own evaluation, and he begins to know that pragmatically they have destroyed one another. His actual death is a release from the death-in-life he has suffered since Clarissa’s death.

			Clarissa Harlowe is a larger form than all the heroines of the Protestant will descended from her: Jane Austen’s Elizabeth Bennet, Emma Woodhouse, Anne Elliot; Hawthorne’s Hester Prynne; George Eliot’s Dorothea Brooke; Thomas Hardy’s Sue Bridehead; Henry James’s Isabel Archer, Milly Theale; D. H. Lawrence’s Ursula Brangwen; E. M. Forster’s Margaret Schlegel; and Virginia Woolf’s Lily Briscoe. The largeness is Samuel Richardson’s Shakespearean triumph. The fire of divine wrath is mitigated by Clarissa’s inward light. If there could be a Protestant version of Dante’s Beatrice, it would be Clarissa Harlowe.

		

	
		
		
			
			CHAPTER 3

			Tom Jones (1749)

			HENRY FIELDING

			WILLIAM EMPSON increasingly seems to me the most useful literary critic of the twentieth century. I owe a lot more to the great Canadian magus Northrop Frye, whose writings formed me for twenty years, from 1947 to 1967, when I reacted against them after a night of bad dreams concerning the figure that Ezekiel and William Blake called the Covering Cherub:

			
				Thou art the anointed cherub that covereth; and I have set thee so: thou wast upon the holy mountain of God; thou hast walked up and down in the midst of the stones of fire.

				Thou wast perfect in thy ways from the day that thou wast created, till iniquity was found in thee.

				By the multitude of thy merchandise they have filled the midst of thee with violence, and thou hast sinned: therefore I will cast thee as profane out of the mountain of God: and I will destroy thee, O covering cherub, from the midst of the stones of fire.

				(Ezekiel 28:14–16, KJV)

			

			My distinguished former student Leopold Damrosch, Jr., in his book God’s Plot and Man’s Stories (1985), begins with the judgment that the most eminent literary work of the eighteenth century is Fielding’s Tom Jones. I am more attached to Samuel Richardson’s Clarissa than to Tom Jones, and wonder why Damrosch prefers Fielding to Jonathan Swift, Alexander Pope, Samuel Johnson, and William Blake. Still, Damrosch argues a considerable case. For him Tom Jones, though a farewell to providential fiction, nevertheless affirms the presence of a benign God:

			
			The marvel of Tom Jones is that it balances so perfectly between determinism of plot and freedom of character. Within the large patterns of causality that God ordains, human beings remain free to improvise and change. Like Bunyan and Richardson, Fielding is a Christian, and like them he therefore asserts a providential universe, but fallen life looks altogether different to him, and his mode of fiction stands in permanent opposition to theirs.

			

			I am not sure what Empson would make of that. He did not much care for the neo-Christianity of T. S. Eliot and his critical disciples. Fallen life to Fielding, indeed, is very different from the visions of Bunyan and Richardson. Pragmatically, it seems at its best Edenic. The marriage of Sophia Western and Tom Jones at the close of the book is that of an unfallen Eve and a regenerate Adam.

			My late friend and colleague Martin Price observed, “Fielding can reward his heroes because they do not seek a reward.” Another friend and former teacher, the late Frederick W. Hilles, enjoyed comparing Tom Jones to Joyce’s Ulysses, though he acknowledged that Fielding as narrator was neither indifferent nor invisible. Tom Jones is a comic Odyssey, and so the ancestor of both Charles Dickens and James Joyce.

			I have idolized Dr. Samuel Johnson all my life but am somewhat baffled that he strongly disliked all of Fielding’s work. I myself share Johnson’s preference for Samuel Richardson over Fielding, though I love Tom Jones, but, then, Clarissa always seems to me much the strongest novel in the English language, surpassing even the works of Jane Austen, George Eliot, Henry James, and all their descendants. There is the alternative tradition that includes Dickens and Joyce, and it finds its great precursor in Tom Jones, and yet certainly they surpass Fielding even at his best.

			For Johnson, Fielding was simplistic, but the greatest of our critics misread how shrewd a moralist the comic Fielding could be. I recall venturing that Fielding and Richardson in effect split up Shakespeare between them. Shakespeare’s unique gift for representing inwardness was partly absorbed by Richardson, whereas Fielding chose to emphasize the Shakespearean power that could depict the world of romance so deftly that it seemed to become more real than reality.

			
			Readers of Tom Jones sometimes identify with the rambunctious hero, whose exuberance renders him always ready for rapid activity, whether it be fighting, whoring, hunting, or exercising his good-heartedness at every moment that comes along. He falls truly and permanently in love with Sophia Western, yet follows a labyrinthine path until, at last, they are united, at the very close of the book.

			You do not go to Fielding to trace the progress of the soul. His mode excludes inwardness, and his skepticism even toward his own created self, the “Fielding” who as narrator is always with us, absolves him from the burden of self-consciousness. Johnson, pushing away Boswell’s protests, insisted, “There is more knowledge of the heart in one letter of Richardson’s, than in all ‘Tom Jones.’ ” This excessive judgment depends upon Johnson’s conviction that Richardson gave us “characters of nature” whereas Fielding could only give us “characters of manners.” Richardson, an extraordinary psychologist, insisted that he would not read Tom Jones. I suspect that he did read it, since he comments that Fielding neglected Probability. Tom Jones was published only some weeks after the yearlong appearance of the seven volumes of Clarissa. Both evidently sold quite well, and Fielding, a much more genial person than the dour Richardson, consumed all of Clarissa and then wrote a generous letter of praise to Richardson. The two novelists were as antithetical as Henry James and James Joyce, or as Flaubert and Victor Hugo.

			For me, and I would believe for most readers, the glory of Tom Jones has to be the quite Shakespearean Squire Western, Sophia’s improbable father, magnificently played by Hugh Griffith in the 1963 film version directed by Tony Richardson from the screenplay of John Osborne. Charming as Albert Finney was as the bastard Tom Jones, Griffith steals the movie with his absolutely mindless energy, violence, and daemonic force. He seems to be the Freudian bodily ego run rampant. Squire Western is hardly Shakespeare’s Falstaff or Chaucer’s Wife of Bath. They have dangerous wit and indisputably heroic vitalism. They give us life. Western parodies vitalism, and yet he touches the limits of representation and can live outside the novel in that world beyond mimesis that only Shakespeare, Cervantes, Chaucer, and Dante can give us. Here is an instance of the Squire run wild:

			
			Western had been long impatient for the event of this conference, and was just now arrived at the door to listen; when, having heard the last sentiments of his daughter’s heart, he lost all temper, and, bursting open the door in a rage, cried out—‘It is a lie! It is a d—n’d lie! It is all owing to that d—n’d rascal Jones; and if she could get at un, she’d ha’ un any hour of the day.’ Here Allworthy interposed, and addressing himself to the squire with some anger in his look, he said, ‘Mr Western, you have not kept your word with me. You promised to abstain from all violence.’—‘Why, so I did,’ cries Western, ‘as long as it was possible; but to hear a wench telling such confounded lies—Zounds! doth she think, if she can make vools of other volk, she can make one of me?—No, no, I know her better than thee dost.’—‘I am sorry to tell you, sir,’ answered Allworthy, ‘it doth not appear, by your behaviour to this young lady, that you know her at all. I ask pardon for what I say; but I think our intimacy, your own desires, and the occasion justify me. She is your daughter, Mr Western, and I think she doth honour to your name. If I was capable of envy, I should sooner envy you on this account than any other man whatever.’—‘Odrabbit it!’ cries the squire, ‘I wish she was thine, with all my heart—wouldst soon be glad to be rid of the trouble o’ her.’—‘Indeed, my good friend,’ answered Allworthy, ‘you yourself are the cause of all the trouble you complain of. Place that confidence in the young lady which she so well deserves, and I am certain you will be the happiest father on earth.’—‘I confidence in her?’ cries the squire. ‘ ’Sblood! what confidence can I place in her, when she won’t do as I would ha’ her? Let her gi’ but her consent to marry as I would ha’ her, and I’ll place as much confidence in her as wouldst ha’ me.’—‘You have no right, neighbour,’ answered Allworthy, ‘to insist on any such consent. A negative voice your daughter allows you, and God and nature have thought proper to allow you no more.’—‘A negative voice!’ cries the squire—‘Ay! ay! I’ll show you what a negative voice I ha.—Go along, go into your chamber, go, you stubborn—.’ ‘Indeed, Mr Western,’ said Allworthy, ‘indeed you use her cruelly—I cannot bear to see this—you shall, you must behave to her in a kinder manner. She deserves the best of treatment.’—‘Yes, yes,’ said the squire, ‘I know what she deserves: now she’s gone, I’ll show you what she deserves. See here, sir, here is a letter from my cousin, my Lady Bellaston, in which she is so kind to gi’ me to understand that the fellow is got out of prison again; and here she advises me to take all the care I can o’ the wench. Odzookers! neighbour Allworthy, you don’t know what it is to govern a daughter.’

			

			
			Lady Bellaston, a bower of lust, had taken Tom Jones for her lover and attempted to dispose of Sophia Western by having her raped by a kinsman and thus forced into an unhappy marriage. Tom, condemned to death for having slain a man who survives quite boisterously, is released, to the discomfort of Squire Western, who himself seeks to marry Sophia to the dreadful pill Blifil, in the expectation that Blifil will be Squire Allworthy’s heir. When all this is reversed, Squire Western jubilantly swings to the other extreme. Eavesdropping, he hears Sophia resolutely rejecting both Tom and the horrible Blifil. He bursts in like a tempest:

			
				At this instant Western, who had stood some time listening, burst into the room, and, with his hunting voice and phrase, cried out, ‘To her, boy, to her, go to her.—That’s it, little honeys, O that’s it! Well! what, is it all over? Hath she appointed the day, boy? What, shall it be to-morrow or next day? It shan’t be put off a minute longer than next day, I am resolved.’ ‘Let me beseech you, sir,” says Jones, “don’t let me be the occasion’—‘Beseech mine a—,’ cries Western. ‘I thought thou hadst been a lad of higher mettle than to give way to a parcel of maidenish tricks.—I tell thee ’tis all flimflam. Zoodikers! she’d have the wedding to-night with all her heart. Would’st not, Sophy? Come, confess, and be an honest girl for once. What, art dumb? Why dost not speak?’ ‘Why should I confess, sir,’ says Sophia, ‘since it seems you are so well acquainted with my thoughts?’—‘That’s a good girl,’ cries he, ‘and dost consent then?’ ‘No, indeed, sir,’ says Sophia, ‘I have given no such consent.’—‘And wunt not ha un then to-morrow, nor next day?’ says Western.—‘Indeed, sir,’ says she, ‘I have no such intention.’ ‘But I can tell thee,’ replied he, ‘why hast nut; only because thou dost love to be disobedient, and to plague and vex thy father.’ ‘Pray, sir,’ said Jones, interfering—‘I tell thee thou art a puppy,’ cries he. ‘When I vorbid her, then it was all nothing but sighing and whining, and languishing and writhing; now I am vor thee, she is against thee. All the spirit of contrary, that’s all. She is above being guided and governed by her father, that is the whole truth on’t. It is only to disoblige and contradict me.’ ‘What would my papa have me do?’ cries Sophia. ‘What would I ha thee do?’ says he, ‘why, gi’ un thy hand this moment.’—‘Well, sir,’ says Sophia, ‘I will obey you.—There is my hand, Mr Jones.’ ‘Well, and will you consent to ha un to-morrow morning?’ says Western.—‘I will be obedient to you, sir,’ cries she.—‘Why then to-morrow morning be the day,’ cries he. ‘Why then to-morrow morning shall be the day, papa, since you will have it so,’ says Sophia. Jones then fell upon his knees, and kissed her hand in an agony of joy, while Western began to caper and dance about the room, presently crying out—‘Where the devil is Allworthy? He is without now, a talking with that d—d lawyer Dowling, when he should be minding other matters.’ He then sallied out in quest of him, and very opportunely left the lovers to enjoy a few tender minutes alone.

			

			
			I wonder why Johnson, who was willing to call Tom Jones “the Comedy of Romance,” made no comment upon the whirligig of Squire Western. Johnson memorably extolled Sir John Falstaff, brushing away his own moral qualms. Afflicted by a vile melancholy, Johnson depended upon good company to keep him going. He found in Falstaff what is truly there: the joy of existence. Squire Western is deliciously funny as he reverses himself without the slightest realization of inconsistency. Perhaps it was the absence of mind that caused Johnson to turn from the mad Squire. Johnson found true wit in Falstaff and was nourished by it. A latecomer disciple of the Grand Cham, I have been vitalized by Falstaff for the last seven decades, and Squire Western, alas, is no Falstaff. But I take what I can get, and Squire Western gratifies me.
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