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| GHAKESPEARE:  (THE PHOENIA AND THE TURTLE)

Charles G, Bsll
Lecturs - Fall, 1964

To_plot Shakespeare as an_svolving and particular enscay in the fisld of Renmis-
sance, we require first a metaphor for the tension ovsr which the phenomsnon
ccours. In that frams we summon up a whirl of transformations where everything, -
art and scisnce, comic, tragic, seeming and reality, - reverses and turna on
itself. This is the crucible in vhich the old idealism of love is consumed, &nd
roborn in the Cordelia and flarina restorative invardness of heart.

In Tapsstry Hall

Sixtean years ago I went to an exhibition of tapestries in tha Metropolitan Mugeum.
The strangest effect was to stand at an arch separating the last Cothic rooms from
‘the Pirst of the post-Renaissance, Classical, Barogus, whatever nams is to be

used - on the watershed of 1600 to 1620, in one aye ths flat, flowered ground,
linear pattern and dreaming thin poignance of ths Lady end tha Unicorng in the
other a largs Finding of Mossa, woven not much over 8 hundred yesrs later. (1627)
from @ dasign by Voust: the voluminous recession of landscaps, chozdel pomp of
light and shads, robes, gestures = prids made art, art ripaned into pride.

Remembering the utmost contrast of other civilizations with each others Byzantins
and Western, Egyptian, Babylonian, Greek, 1 asked, if thay had not led ons into
the other, who could have imagined that these wsre expressions of a aingle culturs.
a single religion and way of lifs, that the -grandchildren of the first manner
could actually have baen working in the escond?

Yet they wers one, The first opening of Gothic spacs, the sarthly entrainment of
that energy, had est up the vector which pointed to ths conquest of Beroque, with
all its incarnats temporality; the proudest Baroque assertlon threatsns at any
moment to melt back into cloud: La Vida es Susno., Thers is no estern century
where ths lean Christ of sarthly negation doss not call heroic art and selencs to
Pascalian surrender: "Humble yourself, weak reason; be silent, foolish nature;
"learn your true condition, of which you are ignorant. Hear God,"

As Por that contrast in the tapestry hall, it was heightsnad by omission. The
transition of Ranaissancs hardly showsd there, Gothic, in that collection, hung
on until suddenly it was repleced by what had bsen dsvaeloping in the painting of
a dynamic certury. But ths century from 1510 to 1610 is cruciale If Uastern art
breaks in tuo, it ias just the gyre between ons etyle and another which haa cast
up its ultimats monuments, .

It was in the lingering of ths fMledieval and spacelees that Shakespeare geev ups i*
was in the volitionel grandsur of the 17% century that he disd, Insvitabply the
values of the mystery plays he sau as a boy were carrisd over into the works with
which. ha crouned his carsers o

_ But man, proud man,
Drossed in & little brisf authority,
fioat ignorant of what ha’e most assured,
© “His .glassy zssence, like an angry ape,
Plays such fantastic tricks pefore hich Heaven .
Ao make the angels weep. o « (Measure fop Neasure)
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That is earth the morality stage, no realm of valid ratter, but a battlefield for
engelic and Zemonic powers. This ghostly forshall for the Day of Wrath (solvet
sasclum in faviila) hed been set up a thousand years bsfore, and waa to perpstuate
itself through the centuries, climexing in & storm cn a heath, ==

close pent-up guilts,
Rive your concealing continents, and cry
These dreadful summoners graca. . . (Lear)

== @ chorus of witches in a cave called Acharon, to which Mr.gbeth would come, liks
Dante psr loco esterno for "thlequivocation of the fiend."” It fades avay in the
magic of a shipureck on the seacoast of Bohsmia, Ben Jonson could laugh, in his
dialogus with Drummond: “Bohemia, where there is no sca near by some hundred

- miles," Yo ars more inclined to wonder at the power of the spacelesa haritags:

Hers upon this bank and shosl cf tims
Uatd jump the world to coms. (Jacibetn)

" No less insvitably, the moral struggle, the human grandsur of the tragedies and

late romances is nascent in the earliest plays: ths fschisvellian thruat of
Richard III)“-- ] d ; R

Conecicrice is a word that cowsvda uso, o o ,
Our strong erms be our conscisnce, cwords our law,

-~ the counterthrust of retributive Justice, --

. Tomorrow in the battle think on ms, .
And fall thy edgeless sword. Despair ana dis,

~= the taske set at the close of Lovs's Labours Loét, -

A twelvemonth shall you sperd, ard rover reat
‘But sesk the weary beds of psopls sicke

v tﬁe 288 sorrov and rbmantic union -latent even in Tha Comady o?f Egggns;‘r-
After so long grief, such Nativityl

On that watershed of 1600, batween the divided kingdoms of ffedisval end post-
Renaissancs, Shakespsare, liks an animating spirit o? the time (it is not the -
minor figures who reslize an age; that {s the timid illusion based on axrt~surfacsse}
. it is ths giants who ssem to transcend age, "not for an ags but for all time"),

Shakespsare knits up ths historical antinomisa, bedying forth the symbalic field
in the energias of ths real, )

Jo_Clothe the Antinomies

The Medieval ground of resignation, that earth ia a transitory show in which
nothing availa but thes incommensurate grace of God, runs through all Shakeepeare,
but in the later works it is caught up snd incorporated in the tragic whirl:

, I will proach to thes: marke. o o
When we are born, ws cry *hat we are come .
Yo this great stage of foulse, o o (Loar)
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As a residual ground it lies most exposed in the eariy historian. In the fall of
all vanities it is. the old monk of the Thebaid who comes forward with the gaunt
assurance that the world could hardiy have expected another end. Thus Chaucer's
Troilus enters the eighth spherc and sees what Dante had’ geen

And down from thennes faste he gan avyse

This litel spot of erthe, that with tne se
" Embraced is, and fully gan despise

This wreoched world, . .

Sotuastings spesaks befére he dies (Richard III) ' -L' . e

. O mommentary grace of mortal men,
< Which we more hunt for than the grace of God:
: Who builds his hope in air of your gocd looks,
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast,
Peady, with every nod to tunble down
Into the fatal bowels of the deep.

That older polarity is stripped, an Alpine lacdscape: the rock of our wretched-
ness below, and above, the hope of heaven, a thia intervening soil, vernal with
flowers, earth's brittle joys. What .characterizes the Reraissance is the vast
complication of thz value world, an elaboration berwian the dire antinomies, a
polyphonic texture of sesuous beauty irradiated by *he sovereign good - as if
generations of growth and loam~building had fcrmed 1 forest: upper and lower
and middle terraces, leaves, vines, flowers, saprophytes, fungi, bizds, insects,
all the dykes and deflections that turn entropic fall to growth and indwelling -
as if that had all unfolded where before was bare ruck under the sun and rain.
Beside the “naked vallainy" and "Holy Writ" of Richard Iii, set the otherwise
similar.farewell of Wolsey to his greatness (Hemxy VIII, perhaps Shakespeare's 1
last work): “Tarewell/ The hopes of court! my hopes in heaven do dwell," What

sustained magic has opened in our transience:

I have ventured,
Like little wanton boys that swiz on bladders,
This many suumers in a sca of glory. .+ «

Even in going off, greatress celetrates its fall:

Say Woisey, that once trod the waya -of glory
And sovnded all the depths and shoals of honour,
Found thee a way. «

And what ic discovered under the denial is a self-validating invardness which had
no parallel in the older style-world: :

I feel within me
" A peace above all earthly dignities,
A still and quiet coascience. « o .

Every style-study 1s a manipulation over polarity; it simultaneously integrates
and differentiates. In making the entire Shakespeare one with the sweep of
Christendom (seeing Lear, under its pagan surface, like El Greco's Lacoon, = that
apocalyptic involvewent of the Luman family in the toils of the god-snake -~ as a
type of Christian mystery, the vltimate crushiung of pride and ripening of

the .
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' cherity: . "Poor’naked wretches, wherasos'sr you srs/ o o« « I have tatan/ Too little
care of this!") wa do not avoid the diffraction by wirich Shakespears also becomss
. many, a spectrum of those transformaticns ha partly mirrors, partly affects.

So far as one can formulate such subtle shadings, it would gaam that in his early
work Shakespsars stands on the shoze Farnham exploreu in his Masdisval Backgrounds
that in ths middle pericd hs traversaes a whirl in which tragsdy becomss the pedal
point for a vast moral transformation; that in his last plays he has plantsd his
foot on tho other shors. . .

Indeed, if he had set himself to sxhibit ths magnitude of ths style road he
traveled, he could hardly have done more, having written A_Midsummer Night's Dream
parly, than to close with The Tempsst, in which such love and magic rsappear, but .
changed, heving crossed & mysterious divide into another country with other causal
laws, : ' .

0f A_Midsummer Micht's Dream one is temptad to say with Knights “Shakespeare's

most wonderful romantic comedy" = oz as he adde mera mecklasaly: "wopth all the
other romencas," But when compared with The Tempaux, its natural peer, it seems

" strangely thin and archaic, nsarer to the Chaucer of JTroiius and The Knicht's Tals.

than to the volitional island of Good Hope, To mouc rsom one to the othex 1s like

erossing the threshold in our opening hall: we gu from tha yeerning tstrameter

mystery of Titania and Oberon

Then, my Queen, in eilence sad
Trip us after the night's shade

to the swslling utterance thet btasses the world's treanass, nunishes and rswards:

Nethought the billous spoks, and told ms of it;
The winds did sing it to me; and ths thunder,
That deep and dreadful organ-pips, preoncunced
Tha name of Prosper. « « :

florelity, in the Dream, hange suspsnded in a realm oV cugricious delignt, Hermials?
father is as testy and irresponsible as a father could ts, buc his Polly ‘has no

consequancs and dosa not lead to his blams, The .Fairzy King himeslf applies his
magic to trivial snds: ‘ :

And with the juice of this I'1l sirask hex eyes,
And make her full of hateful fantasisa. o « :

Prospera {who is boti father and a kind of Fairy King) pretends to be srbitrary,
but .only to etrongthen Ferdinand's love, "lest too light winning/ flake the prize
1light." The transmorel Puck is told "thou mistak'st/ Or alse committ!st thy
knaveries wilfully." But Ariel works under the wand and speaks the wordd® of his
principal: "I and my fellows/ Are ministers of Fate, . " "You are thrse men of
sin, whom Destiny., . ." UWhen Ferdinand tekes his oath as e rasponsibla.lover,

“Aa I hops/ For quist daya, fair iesus and long life," he assumes a mcral dimensie
vhich did not exiat under the reign of Puck's laughier: ."And those thinns do bestl.
. please me/ That befall prepoatersusly,”

' Prospsro, of course; has not crog®ed all the vay to the romantic assextion 3f
universal goode Neithsr nature nor history rukes leaps of that kind. His clotd-
-cappad towers and gorgeous palaces B :

¢



. dissolve,
And, like thie insubstantial pageant faded,
Leeve not & rack pshind., . .

The likensss of this rsalm to that of Antony's dying; "Thou hast seen these signs;/
They are black vesper's pageantg" this tragic undargirding it ite glory. The white
magician is ons who must burn his books (it had also pesn the last cry of Faustus,

- though bootless for him); like Cherles V¥ of Spain, Prospsro will retire to a hermi-
tage whers “svery third thought will be his dsath." If Miranda's "O Drave nauw
world" is not as ironic as post-Ruxleian actors seem to make it, at least it is the
rapture of inexpsrienca. :

And yet, in some crucial way, ir . The-Tenpest,.mafi"haj.reecoie the wondsr forsseen by
Pico della Mirandola, a self-shaping will, whose essence is potentiality. Like
Bacon’s* universal science, Prospero's powsr contains what had formerly been
ascribed to puckish fate or the capricious malice of the stars.

There is a waking at the end of the Tempest, as of ths Midsummer Night's Dream.
In the early play the earthly looks "small and indistinguishaole,/Like far-off
mountaine turned into clouds." There Titania withdraws, Platonic soul troubled
by the vicisgitudes of time:

Coms, my lord; and in our flight,
Tell me how it cams this night,

. That I sleeping hare was found
With these mortals on the ground.

For Prospasro Miltonic reason wakes as the law of the heart:

. Their understanding
Begins to swell, and the approaching tide
Will shortly fill the reasonaole shore
That now lies foul and muddy « « « »

Perhaps to 21l ths lightly foundad happiness of the early romances the Duke's words
to Claudio apply: ‘ ' : ,

Thou hast nor youth nor ags,
But as it were an after-dinner sleep, :
Dreaming on poth. . . (Measure)

These airy mismatchings that so troubled the romantics (that other Claudio's get-
ting Hero in Much Adc) have some of the insupstantiality of opeggar Sly's waking
in a palace to the dream of sase and a wife who is in Fact & boy. WUhere malics
enters such a texture, gladness falls back (from Shylock clenking off with his )
-scales), unable to grapple with so dark an antagonist. - The succesding love scene
must pe at night, under distant neo-Platonic stars, the talk of Dido, Thisbe,
Medea, old tragic loves. In a brighter play, a fool liks Falveolic, storming off:-
"7111 pe revenced on the whole pack of you," can shake the fragils couplings of
Twelfth Night, so that the closing song trails sway .cn the diminuendo of the wind
and rain.

If the sequence of early and middls comedies slides from year to year into the
whirl of undigested evil, until in the time of the tragedies the depth of that
funnal is explored.in Measure for Measure and Troilus - in one a happy anding
echieved without regenaration, as by dountful accidents; in the other'a catastrophe
yielding no catharsis: "the argumgnt a cuckold and a whora" whom:"the devil luxury
with his fet rump and potats finger tickles...togsther," a close which bequsaths us
nothing put Pandarus' diseases - it is pecauss they ars caught in the involvment
which is lesding from comic caprice and changing loyalties, whers moral questions
hardly eriss, to a world of such responsibility that rvoconciliation is hard to coms
"by, muat be paid for at a commsnsurate, slmost st a tragic price. For the only
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- eoin in which evil may be paid out is pain. ‘
Thus Paulina to Leontes in The Winter's Tale:

A thousand knees
Ten thousand ysars together, naked, fasting,
Upon a parren mountain, and still winter
" In atorm perpetual, could not move the gads
To look that way thou wert . . . (Uinter's Tale)

'Only ‘heart-sorrow and a cleer life snsuing” prepars for restorative plessings
"tears shed thers shall pe my recreation. . . Come and lead me untc thess sorrows."
Such is the moral reworking of Gresne‘'s story of jealous caprice; and the solemn
good of Hermions's waking is no accidant, but the evidence that "powers divine
pshold our human actions," a leseon Shakespsare learnsd only in tragsdy. As Milten,
who becams the fruit of all this said: “What purifies us is trial,"

. . - You gods, lool douwny
And from your sacred vials pour your graces

Upon my daughter's head. (Winter's Tale) .

Surely these are the same gods who throw incense upon such sacrifices as Lear and
Cordelia. It is only that thay have found a way to smiis, not merely on the tims-
lasss, but on.time, ) .

Prometheus with a Differsnce

" Fremed in the revolutionary perspective nsar the source of which it stands," ths
century from Michelangelc to Milton looms like Goya's 1820 Titan, hugely brooding
over the world,

After the Gothic relsass of energies in the sacred frame, and the 15% century in-
sular perfection of the humanist modes, we reach a turning point about 1520. The
peaceful cultivation of the escular under an ampivalenca of valuss, which runs
from Chaucer to Machiavelli (it has pbegun, ‘indséed,  in Dants, and may bs callsd
after him “the cultivation of herces in Hell"), gives way to an expansive and in-
creasingly conscious struggle of ths new world against the old and the old genera-
ting on the new, aimed et a dynamic. transcendence which i3 modern, physical and
human, yet gathers into itself the transformed substanca of Medisval contempt of
the world and timeless faith. -

The Reformation disrupting the North, the counter-Reformation tightening the South,
‘meanvhile under bpoth a confident and now arcused humenism struggling in sciencs,
politice and philosophy for freedom and the power to build - in this turmoil, svery
stress communicating.itself through the cultural fluid to each point of expregsion -
Europe rises to a might of creativity, as giant men are pressed uvp from the whirle ’
ing mass, visible smoodiments of that trial and adventure of the spirit,

In the variety of Europe we senss vectors of one design; the human emergence, man

self-willing, world-swaying, involved in a nature his force now penetrates and
gathers to its own formative storm.

A center of greatness is Vanics. The paintings of late Titian and Tintoretto are
whirls of light in darkness. But the ground is dark, an undsrpaint of general
shadow, on which lights, glazed with ths sensuous impasto of the ensrgized orush,
assert a wildnees of tragic dimension. The motion is carried .to its culminus by
El Greco, who enters, takes the firs, radiates to Tola:do. flusic, at the same
time and from the same center (and casting over Europe chromatic off-shoots;
Wealkes, Sweelink, Schein) builds to Giovanni Gaprielli: the vast held chords,
derk modulations laid down like a somber impersonal ground, out of which brasses

blazon, voices leap and trill, a running freedom in tha strictness of polyphonic
form.
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The personality aims at a self-valideting pride, Tintoretto's Sebastiana Veniero,
arlowe's dynamic aspirers robad in the mighty Iime,-ss" T abhaildtse:

Nature that fram'd us of foure Elements,
Warring within our breasts for regiment,
Doth teach us all to have aspyring minds:
Qur soules, whose faculties can comprshend
The wondrous Architecture of the world:

And measure every wandring plannets courss,
Still climbing after knowledos infinite,
And alwaies moving as the restless Spheeres,
Vils us to weare our selves and never rest,
Untill we reach the.ripest fruit of all,
That perfect hlisse and sols felicity,

(breaking from that soer, the infinite lenoing channelled into mere politlcs,
anticlimactic).

The swset fruition ~f an earthly. crowne.
That is one thrust of the tension, the titanic urge:
Hare Faustus trie thy hraines to gaine a deitie.

But it strikes against thae dark, to which it tragically yields:
"I'11 burn my books . . . Ah Mephistophilis." The Chorus
returns to aged wisdom, ground of resignation:

Faustus is gone, regard his hellish fail . . .

The resolution of that ground and that thrust is the thought and life of Bruno, the
mysthical Icarus, as caught in the Tansillo sonnet Prunc included in his own
Eroici Furori ("Poi che spiegato ho l'ali al hel desia"):

Since first my soul heat wings to ths high dssire,
The vaster sense of air -bensath my trsad,

The swifter pinions to the air I spread,

Till spurning sarth, to the heavens 1 aspire.
Not Dasdal's son warns with example dire

That I descend or bow my threatensd head;

For though with him I plummet earthward dead,
What is 1ife's cendle to this funeral pyre?

I hear my heart's voice through the dusky air:
"Whither, o fearless darer, would you dare?
Not without wreck this giant temerity."

"Fear not," I answer, “"what the ruin may he.
Hold secure to the clouds and calmly dis,
Content if heaven allows a death so high."

Here the expansive spirit seems to foresee its later history and to affirm the en-
counter which requires that loss., It is a phase of the gsneral tragic awareness,
what Bruno's somatime host, Fulke Greville, reached for in his philosophic poems:

if nature did not take delight in hlood, =
She would have made more easy ways to good.

The expreseion is parallelled hy Shakespeare in Titus Andronicus:

0, why should naturs hul‘d go foul & den,
Unless the gods delight in tragedies?

What such currsents havs washed over they reduce to scoured rock, bones of ths once
assertive, But there remaine a shattsred Pista, gathering incredible tendernses
in its ruins - "No cause, no cause," "Come let's away to prison" - or spms last
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" death mask, as of Gloucester or Lear, inalienably nobis - tha final Tinoretto self=-
portrait in tha Louvre, pride divinely hroken qu affirmad, reaching beyond itae;P
- with matchless powar: 0 sun, - .

Burn the great sphare thou mov'st ‘in. Darkling stand -
The varying shore o' the world.

Yhat the matrix of Reformation-Renaiesance contains in itself is not only the
causal fullnesa of Baroque, hut as Milton reveals, the Revolutionary hope and
reversal, the whols incernate West, its drive to realize the kingdom of God in the
here and now. Shakespeare is part of that upheaval of spirit.

Yet, the attempt to read him in the light of it is misleading. His rsvolution is
carried out with a difference. Those flaming men of the Continent, of Italy most
of all: 'm1chelangelo, Titian, Bruno, Campanelle, Galileo and the rest, had to
fight Prom ths cradle against the ingrained Jealousias of church and Spanish stats,
every corruption and hypocriasy and Pisrce grip of the old powers. Undser this
stress, Italy hecomes ths first arena for the production of eelf-conscious giant-
men - a hrief glory, since the furnace that forged them buznt tham up, consumad

. the fahric in which their successors might have been formed. But the happy ags

-of Elizahath, by some grace of statescraft almost sheltarsd from those wasting
broils, a "demi-paradise", as Shekespeare knew so well -

' S this little world,
This preciocus stone sst in the silver sea . « .
‘Against the envv of less happier lands . . .

‘exhihite iteelf under the lingering Gothic emile of the impersonal.

The revolution occurs. That trim mannerist art, as finely unaseuming as the land-
scapes of NMomper, ths court miniatures of Hilliard - thoss dainty groupings of
Rosalind, Orlando, Touchetons, or of Oraino, Viola, Feste: "If music he the faod

of love, play on,/ Give me excess of it" - all that hecomsa the medium of Hamlet's
ragst

-?

. Nay, hut to live

In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed

Stewed in eorruption, honeying and meking lova
Over the nasty sty ., . .

However titanic ths manifestation, it does not spring, as in Italy, from ths core
of tormsnted person. As in the racing adventure of Raleigh and Sidney, Drake,
Essex - those Englishmen, as a contemporary said, "free, stout, haulte, prodigal
of life end hlood" - we observe an incomparable energy issue ms if out of nature,
or what is more to the point, from the modesty of pre-Renaissance craft end guild.

No wonder later times havs lookad for another maker, Bacon, Miarlows, anyone morse
evidently fired with mission than the "swan of Avon," "sweetest Shakespeara,
fanciss child." How laughahle for the quiet impersonal mask of the Stratford hust
or the Folio engraving to give voice and shake ue with the utterance of thunder:

: Let the great Gods
That keep this dreadful pothsr o'er our heads
Find out their enemies now . . .

Whenever our romantic blood throws itsslf into the Promethean Renaissance, we must
glance hack in that tapsstry hall to tempsr our Wagnerian tendency with the re-
soerve of The Lady and the Unicorn. This might even defend us againet some of the
mors painful srrors in the interpretation of Shakespears. :

It is just the datermination to sink the modern tooth into Shékaepeara that makes
8o many performances.intileralle. And perhaps the. intuition of a quister and mors
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harmonious bard has made:many prefer reading the plays ta seeing them. Of coursse
they were msant to he acted; but the truth iz, we have no tradition to put us in
" touch with what happensd on thas £lizahethan stage - and I em not thinking so much
of entrances and exits, inner etage, balcony and the rest, as of the projsction of.
human psrsonality. There is no likely restorative or way of circumventing the
post-romantic ector from throwing himeslf into the role. That is what he calls
‘doing his joh, bringing the play to lifs; and the danger is not the rhetorical
rant Hamlet ohjsctad to (“"ocut-Heroding Herod"), it is Rokason mangling the limhs
of Othello, Olivier throwing Ophelia down the Freudian stairs and panning up on
her lacerative sohs. And this is what almost every actor unconsciously brings
scmething of - Shakespsare of the romantic cry.

Uhat. @ hlessing if we could find a company of old playeras, like a chest of lutes,
vicels and recorders, and sst them to play King Lear, that the instinctive limits

of imparsonality and cleanness in which their soul must have operated ("apeak

the speech « « « trippingly", Hamlet says, "hegst a tempsranca that may give it
smoothness”) might restore us (as in music the veiled sonorities and gentler ,
nuances, the very defscts of those old instruwents have given us the clus) to a .
genuine Shakespears of Renaissance ensrgy incorporating the Gothic ground, to which
no investigation of staging or sven a complete rebuilding of the Gloke, will he an
adeguate guide, '

Such playsrs would place themselves on the divida of that Europsan hall, invested
_in the continental and Promethean, looking forward to the swelling grandeur to
coms, hut still (as tha Christ Church palatial stair brings the fan-vault of
Gothic into the 17% century) holding in remembered love the thin poignance of the
Capture of the Unicorn and the Offering of the Heart. :

.The 01d Cadsnce and the Idealism of Love .

Shakespeare's affinity with that past is to be inferred not only from moments:
Romea's Gothic dreem -

1 dreamt my lady came end found me dead -

Strange dream that gives a dead man leave to think -
And breathed such life with kissas in my 1ips,

ihat I revived and was an emperor.

- not mersly from his impersonality and delicacy, a kind af lingering vicl-ﬁone in
him. It goes to ths heart of hie greatest value, the idealism of love. ° .

He was obviously aware of archaism here - living in the prasence of Jonson and
Donne, how could he have heen otheruise? Indeed, with the reckless power to em-
hirace amhivalsnce and suhsume paradox which everywhers characterizes him, he
opsned himself to these hittersr motions. "My mistress ayas are nothing like tha
sun" is in the current which was producing Conne's Elsgies: "Spermatique issus of =
rips menstrucus boils." The corruption of love and sanctity which turns Jongon's
Voloons to vitriolic castigation runs through the hitter comedies (in Measurs for
fleasure how the whole world has darksned, thickening the early joyful clouns,
Bottom and Dogberry, into the Jonsonian hawd ard pander Pampsy Bum: "Does your -
worship mean to geld and splay all the ysuth of the city?®}; it rages in the
tragedies: . "The fitchew nor the secilsed horse goss to't/ With a more riotous
appatite"; it spills over into the late romances:

o barricade for a helly. Know't;
It will let in and out ths enemy
With hag and haggagse (Winter's Tels)

But this viciousness takas the form of an impdtation againat what remains inviol-~
able; it is a muddy tide that washss up and subsides, leaving the marble forms of
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what ideally was. Thus lago befouls.lesderone:

Blessed fig's end . . . Didst thou not ses her paddle
with the palm of his hand . . . Lechery . . . an index
and obscure prologue to the history of lust and foul
thoughts. ‘

But when the curtains of the boudoir ars withdrswn, we see a sort of married vir-
gin ("Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world?") hanging her head and sing-
_ing an old song: "The poor saul eat sighing, by a sycamors tree,/ . . . Sing
willow, willow, willow." : :

How clear it was to Shakespsare that this lyric idealism belonged to the past:
"My mother had a maid called Barbary . . . She had & song . . . an old thing 'twas."

Uhat elss but Shakespeara's predilection speaks in the Duke in TJwslfth Night,
avoking a chivalric devotion, as noble as that of the Knight of ths Woaful Coun-
tenancs: '

the song we had last night --

Mark it, Cesario, it is o0ld and plain;

The spinsters and the knittscs in tha sua,

And tha free maids that wsavn thsir thread with bonsse,

Do use to chant it; it is silly sooth, "

And dallies with the innocencs of lcve,

-Like the old age.
And the eong "Come away, coms away death" wekes the high Platonic strain to which
Shakespeare was to remain faithful from first to last - the purity his late plays
consciously revalidate and reward. So Cymbeline, with its fable of flowsr-death
and revival, where foul suspicions fall from irnocence undor the burial cadence of
the old song “Let us . . . sing him to th' arcund,/ As once cur mother; uss like °’
note and words" (Sing Fidela, that i3, ths offended Trogen) -

fear no more the hsat o' th' sun,
Nor the furious winter's ragas.

Like Gibbons, Ferrabosco and the rast, who contiiwe tha Elizahsthen viol fantasies
into a csntury of shrill fidcles and emotional cecltative (that fivs part sombsy
swelling out of tone, airy echoss, the dying full, "a salemn air und the best

comforter/ To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brainra"), Shukesgaarg,turning to the
past, "dallies with ths innccence of love."

As always when ¢raat art knits up the past - whan 1arvantes creates ths hiighest
~ fiction out of chivalric madnass, or Rembrarzt invests Lhe mystery of shadowed
- vaults - the backuard glance impregnates tha iuturs., It is on the archaic idealism

of Platonic love that Shakespeare reste tha final harmonies ia which he rgeconsti-
tutes the blesgedness of the scul. ' '

An Interluds on Scisnce

In history ore has to take what ha cen get. Ue micht wish that the man who had
concentratad intc Lear and the storm or the heath such earih-shaking power had
also beei, like Bruno, a flamino msecursive philecsophsr, that his thought had
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shattered the spheres as effectively as his imagination upset and reformed drama-
tic valuss and style. Wa might as well wish ha had besn a painter compounded of
everything from Peasant Brsughel through Titian and El Greco to the last sunsst
mood of Rubens (with soms of Rembrandt's humanity thrown in). Or that he had
written Cilbert's Macnetism and Galileo's Starry Message; that he had bean the
dllegitimate son of Queen Elizabeth and the Earl of Leicestsr, or for that matter
of Queen Elizabeth by a pig, and thersfores named Bacon.

It is trus that Lord Bacon in some sense runs a parallel courss. He sees the
tragic yielding of mind to world from which new powsr will flow:

Nature to be commanded must be obeyed; and that
which in contemplation is as the cause is in
operation as the rule. (Novum Organum, Aphorisma)

and he envisages on the other shore of this salutary yielding a brave Neuw Atlantis
of utopian command. But his work ~ for all that long-winded inquiry into heat as
motion - is tentative; whils Shakespsars's plays, reared over the same transition,
are eternally what they must bs. '

The fault is not merely in Bacon, though no doubt, as Harvey said, he did write
natural philosophy "like a lord chancellor." The transitional character of the
Renaissance is nowhers clearsr than in science, where exploration struggles ageinst
the older world-view shich, until Newton's time, it'qannot supsarsseds, :

The central problem was of planetary motions.

Leonardo could write the cryptic sentence: "The sun doss not move”; Copsrnicus
" could work out the mathematics of the heliocentric in his De Revolutionibus;
Bruno could alarm contemporaries with flaming insights into infinite starry
worlds; Gilbert--even while Shakespsare was postizing Ptolemaic astrology:

the planets and this canter
Observe degree . « « «
And therefors is ths gloricus planat Sol
In noble eminence enthroned and sphered
Amidst the other, whoss madicinable eye . . . stc.

(Ulysses. in Troilus)

--Gilbert seemed on the vergs of endowing his infinite universe of animate orbs
with a kind of gravity: "The force which emanates from the moon reachas to the
earth, and, in like mannar, the magnetic virtue of the earth pervades the region
of the moon . . . but the earth has more effect in consequence of its supsrior
mass . « « * (from his last work, Ds mundo nostro, published posthumosly)z but
all these things remain provisional, because they have not been worked out in °
terms of a causal thsory of motion. :

It is to God and his perfection that Copernicus turns for proof, though a God
reformed by reason, who would rather have the earth circle ths sun bscause it .is
more beautiful that way. The sams perfection makes Copernicus cling to circular
motions, even when (to explain sccentricity) they drive him back on epicycles:
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Then fMlercury runs on seven circles in all; Venus
on five; the earth on three . . . . Altogsther,
therefore, thirty-four circlss suffice to explain
the entirs structure of the universs and ballat of.
the plenets. " '

But why should the planets pursue that ballet anyway?

The Ptolemaic system rasted on Aristotslian physics, or rather trans-physics,
physics of desire, souls and angsls; it conformed to that -- though its epicycles,
eccentrics and squants compromissd ths pure cause and seemed arbitrary. There
wvere two sorts of matter, ths earthly, which moves in straight lines, but under
resistance, tending always to the center; and the heavenly or sthereal, which

by its nature and guiding spirit moves eternally and rapidly in its spheres.

And the objections raised to Copernicus' moving the earth were not mersly those
of authority (Luther's "The fool will turn the whole science of Astronomy upside
down. But as Holy Writ declares, it was the Sun and not the Earth which Joshua

. commanded to stand still.”) but those of Aristotselian physics:

fMatter which is set in violent rotation does not seem
at all fit to be masssd togsther, but rather to be
dispersad . . » The disintegrated sarth would have
baen dissipated over ths heavens . . . Bodies falling
in atraight lines would not arrive on the place
destined for. them. . . Us would also sea the

clouds. . . always moving toward the wsst.

Copsrnicus' answer (since these abjections are from his own summary), that the
motion is natural and would not produce such effects, is hardly adsquate. If
earth is to move like a heavenly body, what is required is a physics of heavenly
bodiss built on the model of sarthly masa, otherwise the moticns are without
cause. And such a physics lay beyond the exploratory rush of the Renaissance, on
the shore of ths Baroque formulation. The fable of the apple ( We hadde the apil
take ben") teaches us this much, that what Newton had to extend through the uni-
varss was terrestrial law, and if this was to give nature & divins order, it must
be that of the deified earthly. By the alisnation of such earthly fall, ethereal
matter was to arrive at astronomical dignity.

It is curious that Galileo, who around 1600 was best equipped to make the planatary
synthesis (his treatment of a projectil cries out to be applied to the moon), did
not attempt it. Like everybody else he lacked what may have besn essential, the
‘calculus, though insbriated with the infinite and infinitssimal:

Uhat a sea we are slipping into without knowing it!
With vacua and infinitiess and indivisibles and
instantansous motions, shall we euvsr be able,

even by means of a thcusand discussions, to reach
dry land? (Two New Sciences)

But he also overlooked Kepler's Laws (no.doubt he preferred circlss) and never
brought his knowledge to beer on the.problem. His wonderful telescopic obsaerva-
tions, which almost initiats modsrn instrumental science, have the exploratory
excitement of late-Renaissance:
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« + o other stars in myriads , . . nevsr sean befers,
' . « « « the body of the moon ¢ : . thirty times larger..
s . o o Y1 the face of the earth itself . . . every-
- where full of vast protuberances, deep chasms, and
sinuosities ., . . four planets, nsither known nor .
observed befors my time, which have their orbits . = . T
round a certain bright star . . . (Sidersus Nuncius, 1610) - - .|

It is only in the last dialogues (when the visual erts, under Ca:avaggiO'andifha‘
Caracci, have consolidated Renaissance to Baroque) that-calilao;begins.to formulate

the physical component of the synthesis, the laws of inertia, acceleration, falling
. bodies. But he nesver (in Neuwton's words) extended them to the orb of the moon.

Kepler, the most extraordinary precursor, a kind of Rubens of Renaigsance-Barogue
transition, made that attsmpt.” But he had neither the calculus nor Galileag's . -
physics to work with, only the magnetism of Gilbert. As he gaid -in ths preface to
his Epitomss . : . .

You might doubt whether you were doing a part of physies or
astronomy, unless you recognized that speculative astronomy

is one part of physics . + . I build my whols agtranomy upon
_Coperhicus' hypothesis concerning the world, upon the . '
pbservations of Tycho Brahs, and lastly upon the Englishman,. -
William Gilbert's philosophy of magnstism. ‘

It wvas a prophstic leap, but despsrate; because by soms Aristotelian quirk, Kepler
never doubted the naturalnsss of circular celestial motion; so all he regquired of
) his magnstism wes a rotating virtue from ths sun to kesp the whirl from dying

" (dynamic inertia had not occurred to him), and a magnetic inclination of planets to

- gonvert circularity into ellipses. An incredible lifetime of jugglimg. Tycho =~ . .. -
Brahe's cbservations, confident they would reveal mathematical harmonies, produced - -
the three permanent Keplerien laws; but the great synthesis goss to ground, - wrecked
on the rock he thought to anchor to, estronomical physics. By the ons fatal lack, °
he is trapped in endless spaculations about planstery size, intsrcept, mase, motor .
virtus, things of which he knew nothing, manipulatirg their ratios, roots and.
powers, trying to get "archetypal reasona" and the observations into line. '

So it is not pyntil the sscond half of tha savanteenth century that the three ‘great :
;thrusts - mathematice, advancing from Descartes' ggometryi(1537) toward the dif- -
* fersntial and integral calculus; physics, which from Galileo on uwas setting up the .
laws of force and moticn; andtobservational and Copernican astronomy - converge- in: °
in the finality of Newton's Principia., But it would not take ruch study.of that
great work to reveal, that as far es pericd-stylz is concernsd, it has issued from
the vortex of Shakespeare and the Renaissance into a realm of formulated power,
for which the literary parallel ssems almost absurd, a Dryden heroic play. WUe sars
not here in the equivocal radiance of Antony snd Clsopatra, but the reconstituted
grendeur of All for tove. Within the opportunities of a style, some arts reach
their height, others take a humbler station. If we sesk a cultural parallel worthy
of the Newtonian ordering, it must be the methodizing of polyphony that leads toward
Bach ang.the Art of -fuque.. ‘ ' : ) . o

it is perhaps an indication of how lop-sided en accomplisnment rafional acienCa-iél”?
that the vital suspension between new and old, wiich by its paradox and transcen- -
dencs so outdid itself in the arts, producing in a hundred ysars the whole.ggngg' .



14 -

'frbm Leonardo to E1 Greco and Prom Erasmus and Machiavelli to MQntaigne( Cervantas
and Shaksspeare, appsars less fruitful in scisnce, as in systematic philosophy,
though there as elsewhers it is markad by bola discovery,

Or have we moved far enough in this century from the Newtonian formulation to feel
* the limitation of that clockwork, to recognize the spsculative glory of Leonardo
with ‘his vitalism of force ("an incorporeal agency, an invisible powar . . . born
in violsnce it dies in liberty; end the greater it is the more quickly it is
consumed . ., "), of Bacon with his perceptive lodeatone, of Gilbert's magnatic
worlds, sach moved by its destinate soul, of Telesio, Bruno and the rest, in whose
physical universe Spirit, God, archetypal magic ars dynamically etirreq?

The age stands before us like ths seeker it praecipitated, the mythical Doctor
Faustus, reaching beyond hia grasp. UWhen Vieta, at the close of his book on algsbra
(Isanoge in artem analyticam, 1591) exclaims, "This Universal Mathematics enables. -
us to attack the 'proud problem of problems.' For THERE IS NO PROBLEM WHICH CANNOT
BE- SOLVED"~~ he overuwsens, perhapa misleads; yet that is the "climbing after know-
ledge infinite"” by which Western thought began to be remads. ‘

Our judgment of thess works is not frae of postic participation.: Uhen we cull from
Bruno his incompareble vision ~- :

For us consists the Universal sphere as a single all over-
spreading, infinite, immovable continuum, in which number-
less spheres or particular worlds exist, There is but one
sky, only one immeasureble world-space, one matrix, one
universal connsctive, one sther region through which the whols
moves. In this, bécoms visibls innummerable stars, constel-
lations, world-bodies and suna . . . OF thess our sarth is
ons, yet not a single one is the center, for the universe is
in all directions equally immeasurable . . . The earth end
‘all other conatsllations have their owri life principle,
_Which is none other than their own soul, which again is

but a part of the World Soul.

-~ on what basis do we conciuds (with Koyre): Bruno, 1 regret to say, is not a
very good philosopher,?

The two visws stand opposed. To the Renaissance soul it is the exploratory vitality
Wwhich epilling over (like the Mannsrist whirl of light into the more massive
rhetoric of Rubens), gives excitemsnt to the solid achisvemsnts of 17t century
method. Thus Harvey, marveling at the pulsating drop of blood that is an embryo
chick: : ‘ :

Throbbing betwsan existence and non-existence,now visibls,
now invisible, it was the beginning o lifs, . . ,
: (Motion of the Heart and Blood)

or universalizing the mstaphor of circulations:

The moist earth warmed by the sun gives off vapors which,

rising, are condsensed to fall again moistening the earth.
By this msans things grow . . . So the heart is the center
of life, the sun of ths Microcosm, as the sun ftself might
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be called the heart of the world. . . (1bid)

As in Galilec and Kepler, we reepcnd to some Faustian irradiation. Even at the end
of the century it strikes fire in the world-organism of Lsibnitz. The very Nawton
,who wrote in the Principia "non fingo hypothess", spsculeted daringly in bhis
letters and Quéries ebout the sther, the transformation of matter into light,
nature as "a perpstual circulatory worker.”

Despits all this, to the coldsr rational eye, what distinguishes Harvey is his
methodical proof of circulation, not ths larger wonder. It is this which places
him, with Descartes and the others, in the century of formulated achievement. UWhil
that wild swinging between the valuss of world and trans-world, which gave
Ranaissance art and postry their strange magnituds, appears a sciantific handicap,
reducing the earlier texts to curiosities. It is Docter Faustus indsed, spirit-lec
his powar going to pieces in his hands. ’

In any case Shakespsare is of that horizon, a demonic forcs, ruthlessly axploratory
The early plays push out in all directions, a dstermined advance on every front

of the farm: Titus Andronicus, a Roman tragsdy of sheer villainy; Romeo and Juliet
a madisval tragedy of fortuns, ths loves of lyrical star-crossed lovsro; The Comedy
of Errors, a Plautine farce of plot; Love's labours lost, a court masque and con-
versation pisce, hardly using plot at all; A Ifidsummsr Night's Oream, a magic
romance, undst the spell of Titania end Obsron. And ha goes on through his whole
career, Lreaking barrisrs and reaching beyond himeslf: hacking his wey, like the
most vicious of skaptics, into the negations of Troilus; at the sams moment mountii
through that breach to tragic affirmation (*. . . we dafy augury. There's special
providsnce in the fall of e sparrow. . . if it be not now, yet it will coms. The
readiness is all."); Pighting through the terrore of King lLesr almost to ths rain-
bow of love afier the storm, yet crushing that; spitting cut the misanthropies of
Timon, a hats which can only come to rest "Upon the beached verge of tha salt floo
putting out, finally, acroes that flood to map the island of reconciliation (as
with Columbus it becomee a continent) that lies bayond. . }

Hed a scientist sat up end torn down as much as this wildest of revolutionaries, h
might, like Paracelsus, Telssio and ths rest, have hinted at everything withput
reducing a single area to dsmonstrable formulation.

Lucky that art is more eelf-contained, that the greatness of Macbeth is not affect
by whether ws believe in the virtue of poisonsd entrails in a stew., Yet sven art
is somshow dependent on the symbolic truth of its world. Macbsth and Lear would
* not be so deeply revealing (nor the Divine Comedy, for that matter) if we did not
~1liveé in a universe of such mythical suway. And is not this what the metaphors of
Renaissance science always imply, and what the billiard-ball determiniem of Newton
centuriss increasingly and blindly ignored? - :

The Metamorphosis of tha Comic

Standing on the threshold betwesn the Gothic and Baroque, ws have, as it wers,
fallen into a Blakean vision and seen, like thas whesel of Beatrice's car in the
illustrations to Dante, a vortex of faces, flames and eyes. it is not merely a
_gyre of styls, or if so, style must be opansd out te include averything, our way ¢
" thinking, feeling, being - the validation of good and the containment of evil. Tt
is ths whirl where opposites maest, reverse and are combined, as recklessly as a Qt
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dies and is reborn., Like Hegel!s verb aufheban, it manaées ai once to destroy, to
continue, and to go beyond, Consider ths comic, the slement of laughter,

Its transformation in Western literature has two simultaneous summits, one in Don
Quixote, the other in Harlet and Lear, = In both the comic goes beyond itself, and in
both madness is the mediztorj but the manner of the change is different,

The ‘point of depacturs for Cervantes might have besen Erasmus! Praiss of Folly, which
opens the pot-bellied Silenus of laughter to the great riches within, Hers we move
without a break from putty absurdities of the vain and harmlessly mad, through the
vicious follies of hypocrigy and war, to ths Platonic and Christizn silliness
(Shakespearets "silly sosth", seiig, salan?) which divinely incapacitates us for the
world. The Praise aof Folly is a Christian text, but it could only have come into
being in the Renaisaancs, when the perspective of humanism had so liberated faith
from itself that the mind could contemplate again, as the pagan schoolboy did in the
Palatine graf'itto, the Christian crucified ass: "Alexamsnus varsnips his god,"

Shakespeare, on tne octher hand, has his roots in the northern folk trvadition, the
English mystery play, the mingling of sacred, comic and se.ious of the Seconda
Pastorum ("never saw I until ncw a horned lad in eradle .*). In both the matrix is
Christian; in both there ie en apotheosizing madness; but in Cervantes it is comic
and banign, in Shakespsare demonically driven.

Oon Quixote bathes his world is such radiant innoazence that it becomes a comic .
paradiss, a direct and noble transcendence of the absurd, Shakespearse's world is
flawed, full of devils, more compleax and mors ambiquous than that of Cervantes,
Weird that Cervantes, liviig in inquisition Spain and through Moorish captivity and
under grinding poverty, should have so excluded villainy, whila Snaxsspeare, in
fortunate England, quiatly making a2 success of his investments and his ert, should
have been so possessed, - - ’ .

Shakespeara, of courss, has humor of many kinds, Thare are the low clowne, thicken-
ing undar tragic stress to Pomp=y Bum or ta the Macbeth porter of Hell-gate, so
disappearing, tinless the bumpkins of the Uinter!s Tals are an Arcadian renewal.
There ars the witty Jaoters, Touchstone and Festo. [iis strain also enters the
tragio field. When Yorick guss under, only Hamlet szems to take his place; in Lear
the court fool appears again, but under the transformation wc are investigeting,

Shakespeere’s nost ambitious comie, Falstaff, has often been contrasted with Don
Quixote. He has none of tha visionary glory of the Don., Only the tragie figures
reach at that, and not by their comicg motions, even when they incorporate the comic.
Falstaff has more in common with Sancho Pepra, but a zhadcwed and corrupt Sencho,

By shear wit, vitalivy and geniuvs (Shakespearets genius is his) Falstaff converts

the negative into the lovable, delights us with rnbbsry, cowsrdica, lying, a kind of )

absolute Machiavellian opposite Lo Sha Spanish ccmic saint, It is significant that
perhaps the high spot of his clewning involves the macabre, a ocanca of ueath humor,
When ha leads his "pitiful rascals" onto the stage, such scarecrows that he might

have "unloaded all ths gibbets and pressed ihe dead bodiss," and tells the Prince -

Tut, tuts good enough to toss; food for powder, food for
powder; they'll Pill a pit as well as better: tush man,
mortal men, mortal men

-~ and when he comes in laeter without them, saying e

I have led my ragamuffins where they are peppered; there's
not three of my hundred and fifty left alive; and they ars .-
for the town's end, to beg duriny lifo :

=
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==~ our laughter reminds us how close tickling is to pain, their tears indistinguish-
able, the smile.(as evolutionists used to argus) & suspension of ths snarl.

Falstaff's humor here is that of tamlet draoging off Paloniuss "If11 lug the guts
into the neighbor room," or joking about the body: "Not where he sats, but where he
is eeten: a certain convocation of politic worms are s’en at him." 1If this
"laughter out of dsay belliss" is traversad on the wav in to the dead center of ths
tragic' storm, it sesms we escape, in The liinter's Tale, by the same road: "This is
the chase « « » {Exit, pursued by a bear)" and the clowns "the men are not yet cold
under water, nor the bear half dined on the gentleman: hs's at it now." To which
the shepherd: "Heavy matters! Heavy matters! . ., . thou mettest with things dying,
I with things new-~born."

Shakespeare's metamoophosis of the comic is lesc to ernoble it as such than to whip
it like a volatile element through the whole tuwnult and ascent of tragedy. It is
rot merely relief, Evsn the porter's speech in facbsth coas beyond that. And when
Hemlet, thrown into s frenzy by the messege of his fatharfs ghost, tries to swear

.the others to secrecy, and ths ghost achoes from wtho cellerags: “Swear", and they

shif* ground and ars echoed again, and Hamlet -~ to the ghcst, of which he has just
caid: "Remember thas! / Ah, thou poor ghost, whilse memory iolds a seat / In this
distracted globe" -~ criss "Well said, old mola! canst werk i! the earth so fast? /
A worthy pioneer!" = what tickles our ribs is the daflected death-thrust,

Even more, when Lear fasls madness rising from his neart, and groans, "Hysterica.
passio + » » But downi" eno the Fool cheers him on: “Cry to it nuncle, as the
cockney did to tne eals when she put em in the pasta alive . , . ," the words,

the image of knocking down climbing sorrows as that absurd cockney knaps thoss live
eele rising from the pastry, affard one of the cowic pesks in Shakespeare; but the
laughter does not givus.reliefj it heightens and muxes mystarious the pathos of. Lear,
1ifts it to a kind nf lyrical dslirium, where sozrow :ightens with electric energy,

This ePfect sprsads end takes ths whole stage in the storm ecene, With Lear going
mad: "Hast thou givsn all to thy two daughters? and art thou come to this?®"; Edger
pretending tou be mad: "This is tha foul fiend Fiiboartigibbets he begins at curfeuw
and walks till the firet cock . o « "'} the Fool clouning like a madman: "prithes,
nuncle, be contented: 'tis a nacghty night to swim in . . . " -~ all doing it with .
insans gusto -- wo arz caught up in a chromatic cagricelio, = kind of flerce

inversion ef the opay., ‘

So in the trial scene, where joint stools are arraigned as daughters and the
delusion is glaringly thrown sguinst the fact: "another vhase warp'd looks proclaim
what store her heart is made on . « « , " it is nat only flad Tom who is wrenched by
his feelinge: "My tears begin to take his part so much, / Thav!ll mar my
counterfeiting,”

Finally, when Lear comes in mad on the heath: "8ehold yond simpering dams, / Whoss
face bstween her forks presagas snow," it is imposaibla to know why the fool has
disappearsd or whether Lear's later "and my poor fool is hang'd" in some way takes
care of him as well as of Coruelia; but we are csriain no fool is naaded, because
Lear has absorhed the comic levity into his own madnoss, which is total now ~- at
last almost related to ths humor of Don Quivote, an alrvy spociss 0f tho divine

‘grotesque -~ no less victorinua, bhut within the catagory of pain.

Tragady and Containmsnt

Since great tragedy arises at the vertex of these oppositas, the unleasning and the
containment of pain, the problem of tragedy may be statad either way: as to raise,
or to contain ths passions, : :
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' But if that raising and that containment, though oppnsite, ars not an indissoluble
act, if they should separate by so much as the brsadth of a hair, one has slipped
-from the peak of tregedy into some energy state lsss difficult to maintain.

Add to this that the emotions, if raised without limit, are in their nature uncon-
" trollable; their attacl: cannot be met nor their grief assuaged. Lear!s cry: "Uhy -
should a dog, a horse, & rat, have life, / And thou no breath at all?" admits of . no
answer. It is not wiilhin the province of tragedy to raconcile us to waste and painj
that would be to belie its nature., When Aristotle says that Euripides "even if his
execution be faulty in svery other point, is , . . the most tragic certainly of the
dramatists," hs identifies tragedy with the pathos vcctor, W©hen Arnoid expresses
the other pole, that suffering which does not reach resolution is “painful, not
tragic," he reducas containment to Victorian platitude, But ths centrel mystery of
tragedy is that it binds us simultaneousiy with tha upanswersole sufferer and the
universe which requiras and celsebrates his suffering.

Water chacmed is not tragic, the discrete drops on the leaves, ths nourishing
tempest. It is the {lood that bears down the world, ihet ends in no rainbow, Tho
fire on ths hsarth is not trapic; that is romance, danqgec tamed to blessing, It is
‘the burning land, forests, cities, the Heraclitean fire; thees are tragic, but how
are they to bs contained? : '

————

- So the pro&lem of tragudy may be rephrased as that of centaining thse uncontainable,

No paradox is to be bridgeﬁ as paradox, All mating of cuntiaries rests somewhere
on fudging, the sic st non, "Well yes; and then again nc,” to assume a base of
likeness in what appeary antithetical; it is the identity of cpposites,

So the storm in Shakespeare only sesms to iear down all coentinunts, Scmething
survives, an order in which the gored state can be meintained, Likswise with the
passions. Even Lear's "Howl, howl, howl," Othello!s “Pish! Nozss; cars and lips.:
Is*t possible?" respect tha ceremonies of musiczl foem, . Ths opposites are wedded.
before they act, tefore the perning uf a line, ‘

But that is what we said a%t firet:+ ®If they should séparata by eo much as the
breadth of a hair , + . " .

How "is the conditicn to be instituted? 1If tragedy is o furnace, where is the beryl,
the carbuncle, the "pure and perfect chrysolite" that zan hold thz aconv of what is
to be released thers? Perhaps a containmsnt adequate tn the need is ndt 3 product
of art but a gift of history, a croperty of thet vortex in which the Rsn=2issance
moved. '

Therse is an analogy in the present attempt. at nuclear burning. If that fusion
should occur, the releass would be so davastating that no solid matorial could
contain the heat and pressure of Lhe resulting plasma, Yet until ihe plasma cen be
contained, there is no ongoing nuclear fire, What has besn proposed is for the
plasma to chamber itselr by tha electric and magnetic =ffonts which are tha natural
properties of such a discharge. The atomis burning would bind itsolf in its ouwn
magnetic bottle of which the containing force would increase with the fiercensss of
what was to be containsd,

In tragic terms, outbreak must form of its own violercs the whirling art~fisld in
which its resclution and affirmation are at every moment, even in their antithesis,
implieds the death motion must continually circle and bacoma the cry of life,.

‘As long as the mystical ground lies below, sustaining ano smbracing the fall, we
have not arrived at the eye of the storm. Thus in Richard 1I, where the faithe
formula appears again and again, as York: "Comfort's in Heaven, and we are on the
earth,/ Whare nothing lives but crosses, cares -and grief." In its essence ths play
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is a titlew~search, an inquiry into the naturs of rvality: is this a king or a
mockery king of snow? It is Anthony's. problsm in his going off: “The rack dislimns
« « « My good knave Eros, now thy ceptain is/ Even such a bodys here I am Antony, /
Yet cennot hold this visibla shape, my knave." Lear shows the sams. concern, the
admiration Goneril sets douwn among other his "new pranks"”, "Who is it that can tell
me who I am?" to which the Fool answsersé "Lear's shadow," Thse problsm of identity
cries out to us in all change, in all dying. And the tragic answer, whether this
is a king or a mockory king of snow, is always "both in one" and that the rsal is
con?irmed in the act of beceming its mockery, "A brittle glory shineth in this
face," as Richard says when hs bresks the mirror.

But in the prison scona at Pomfret Castle whers the problem of kingship merges with
that of emitodied suul, both of divine sanction, both suffering temporal foreclosurs,
the lifse-motion, closed in subjective veid, peopling the world with still-breeding
thoughts, suffers such bittsr defeat:

Nor I, nor eny man that but man ie,
With nothing shall be pleased, ti'l he be esased,
Uith being nothing,

that thke only road of identity in this emptinesc is thsa one which leeds up:

Mount, mount my soul, thy seat is up on high,
Whilst iny gross flash sinks downwnrd here te die,

The Platonis and Christian formulation is stii) ovplicit, a residual Mediesval
ground, ‘

In Lear it has sesied itself in the very mystery of love, hes threaded its highest
claims through the msre negation of dying, so that thers is no clue but the van-
ishing and debatabie indax of a glance: "Do you ves this? . « « her 1ips,/ Look
thera « « « " . ’

Undsr the pagan surface there is ths same Christian *hems, the humbling of prida,
Richard's "Cover your heads, and mock not flesh and blood/ With solemn reverence"
becomes Lear's "Let me wipe it first / It smells of mortality," Yst everything in
Lear goes far teyord Ricnard II, beycnd what any other historian or tragedian ever
conceived, Nowhers is the downward motion of world and the upward motion of spirit
so total, so juxtaposed, so indissoluble., The rusonance of the two actions; of
Lear whoss pride is folly and whose broken folly locke bayond wisdom, of Gloucester,
who stumbled when he saw, whose mere defects prove inis commoditiss -- builds to a
tragic wheel (that whesl of fortune and fire, tha image of which runs through the
play) where rise is only the mirror face of the fall,

Yo know it Por rise at all depends in some senss on tha analogy. Gloucester hag -
mis judged like Lear and been punishad like him. In deprivaticn both have voiced a
general charitys Lear's prayer " Ye naked wretches . . . " and Gloucester!s
"Heavens deal so still," At ths closs wa have heard of Gloucester's death, houw
reconciled with his son -~ “his flzw'd heart . « « / Twixt two extremes of passion,
Joy and grief, / Burst smilingly." WWe have seen Lear in iras final union with
Cordelia project a prison life of pure love and spirit which has obviously gone
bayond all earthly correlatives: "YAnd take upon 's the mystery of things, / As if
wswere God's spies," It has besn compared to tha Heiliga Dankgesang of Beethoven's
A Minor Quartet, and certainly its joy reaches that far beyond the temporal. ‘He
that parts us shali bring a brand from hzaven, / And fira us hence like foxes . . "

That is just what has happened now, But Lear will not rest assured of Cordeliat's
death, The last scene pivots between these opposites: She's dead as earth" and: -
"Lend ms a looking-glass; / If that her breath will mist or stain the stone, /
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Uhy then she lives." They succesd one another, wave and trough, wave end troughs ..
“This feather stirs; she lives o « « now she *s gone forever! ., . o Hal that is't
thou say'st? + « « No, no, no lifel . . « Thou'lt come’'no morse,/ Never, never,

never, never, neveri" Then with a melting almost like that of Lear's weking earlier
to Cordelia’s care, comes the final illusions "Do you see this? Look on her, look,
her lips,/ Look thers, look thers!"™ The hint of Gloucestez's dying is inescapable" .
e ¢ o burst smilingly,*" :

u
It is the seamless identity of tragic andjéggg. Evarything hinges on the infinie
tesimal of that glance, There is nothing more palpable, nothing that cannot be
disputed and denied, to tell us whether the drift of that dying was tcward nothing
or toward life, And even if we allow “lifte," it is in one sense the last twist of
the blade. Bscause Cordelia is not coming to life; and the dying man's thinking
she is, is the fondest deception. '

But by this timas the wheel Haa come full circle indeed: illusion is indistinguishe
able from its opposite. In the always flaeiing inner realm that has openad since
the reunion, fact and eaith ares nothing; love and hopa ars all, To balance so much
~ on the breeking off of a single pnrase is the ultimave triumpnh of Shakespeare, of

- tragedy, of ths vortex that is Rsnaissance. On what dess it rost? On a miraculous
transformation of the heart,

Hamlet, Lear, and the Infulding of the Heart

"estand

King Lear and Haplat in « curious relation to each other, on either side of a dead
center of moral upheaval, Hamlet moving in, still cerrying traces of the innocent
Arden from which it has come, Lear hardly touched by any lingering of the old
lightly balanced good, desp in Sheol, yat revealing, a3 on the cther face, the first
sign of issuing into the riper glow of reconciliation. -

In Romeo and Juliet tha human and posetic world is that of its heppier contemporaries,
Two _Gentlemen, A Midsuamar Night's Dream, What throws it over into lyricel tragedy
is mere fortune, the blind Mladisval crossing of the stdrs. But in Hamldt the

" romence world is sick, out of joint, and since the opaning scens eet3 this fact and
mood, ‘we catch only glimpscs of what might have been befoie the ghost walked or
flesh was so far sullied: hints of the witty prince talking with his friend
Horatio, or courtinn the fair Ophelia in ideal love. '

The lingering swecetness, howevcr, yces beyond these touchess it is 2 smiling gift of
natures

But look, ths mcrn in russet mantel clad
Walks oter the dew of yon hioh eastward hill,

From ghost to blessed dawn. Curious how the time of "our Saviour’s birith" has beén
made the leading torne in this nscdulation out of feoys

Some sav that ever 'gainst that seaszcn comes ¢ » »
The bird of dawnirng singath all night long,

And then they say ro spirit can welk abroad , » «
So hallowsed and so jracisus is ths tims,.

Association revives other blessed mornings in Shakespeere's earlier and thinner
style, as in A Midsummer Night's Dream: ’

And yonder shines Aurora's “arbinger;
At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and there,
Troop home to churchyards . « »
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"Again religion sharess in tb~ healing, .In Romso we see Friar Laurence filling pﬁa
osier cage with simpless ) -

The grey-ey'd morn smiles on the frowning night. Even in the grief of partiﬁg,
when the nightingale yields to the lark, thoss envious ssvering streaks shake free
of all ill-divining eand leap forth in their sternal glad form:

Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day
Stends tiptoe on the misty mountain tops . + .

It is this quietsr beauty to which, in Hamlet, we hauntingly look back: in the
graveyard, when the singing cloun =-

In youth when 1 did love, did love,
Methought it was very sweet . «

ey

-= digs up the skull of Yorlck, “a fellow of infinite jest", at whose lips the child
Hamlet hung., ("Where be your gibes now? Your gambols?")

Lear is past all that, The old innocence is drowned, Evil takes over from the
first, such heaviness and might of villainy as bsmonsters the world's featuress If
there is to be any benignity, it cannot be harked back toj; it must be a purged
Innocence shaped and renewad from the heart of Experience, where humanity preys on
itself "like monsters of the deep." So Lear has none of the Arcadien strains that
lingered on in Hamlst. That "Et in Arcadia Ego" has to be taken from the past,
whera it was commonly construad, and given its symbolic present: I too am in
Arcadia."

I think this lady
To be my child, Cordelia + « »

If Lear lacks the grace of the early romances, Hamlet is without a touch of the
Marina mood that lies like a beatitude ovser ths old king'a wakings

0 you kind gods,

. Cure this great breach in his abused nsturs.
Th' untuned and jarring senses, wind up
O0f this child~changed fathser,.

This could not appear in Hamlst becauss it was an slement uncrsated, somsthing never
before known to the world, first to be shaped by Shakespsara,

For the arts are no less exploratory than science, open unknown realms of being,
shoulder out time, forge truth. It is as with ths evolution of the four~chambered
heart: until the spirit had received this musical infolding, in the words of
Pericles "the shores cf mortality" been widened for this “great sea of Joys," no
such ripeness could have been dreamed of,

It is only tha giants and dsmigods who can so far transform possibility,
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