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From Francis Baumli:
for friends & associates.

let us now suppose that in the mind of each man there is an
aviary of all sorts of birds--some flocking together apart from
the rest, others in small groups, others solitary, flying anywhere
and everywhere."
Plato (Theaetetus)

I must here concede that the many negative, angry reactions to last year's Aviary were
perhaps deserved.
I fancied myself in rather a fine mood, when writing it, and yet, only
when other people began holding up mirrors, did I begin to see that, indeed, it was full of
rancor, cynicism, defiance.
One message, rather confusing because of the inward complexity
it suggested, seemed to pervade:
"I hate you, you swine and swill, because you do not love
me enough--because you have not the character and compassion to love me despite my hatred for
you." Yes; I was wallowing in execrations.
And now, for the life of me, I do not know why.
And I confess that I haven't much desire for grubbing into that mystery.
Usually, anything
that is rank and mysterious, especially if it abides within my soul, is something I can
not leave be. I must ferret it out. But this time it simply does not interest me. Such a
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pity, to thus be so apathetic about one's previous sins.
But I suppose that my time herein would be best spent making amends.
Rather than
shamefully reviling my friends and debasing my own soul, I must this time extend my friendly
good will, my most sincere (even frenzied!) laudations, and the most profound obeisance that
has ever contorted a body. So ... allow me to depart from my despicable norm, and this time
present myself perfumed of body, pure of soul, and perhaps a bit timorous of words.

,****************************************************************************************************
Both /man and woman7 are exuberant bloody growths.
I would use the defects
and deformities of-each for my sacred purpose of writing, for I know that it
is the marred and scarred and faulty that are subj ect to grace.
I wo u Ld seek
the soul in the facts of anina1 economy and profligacy.
Yes, it is the exact
location of the soul that I am after.
The smell of it is in my nostrils.
I have caught glimpses of it in the body diseased.
Mortal

Lessons

by Richard

Selzer, p. 19.
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SIGNIFICANT EVENTS OF 1987
Jan. 6, 1987: You may recall, from what I said in last year's Aviary, that
on Nov. 1, 1986, I very unjustly received a traffic ticket:
"Failure to
yield the right-of-way," even though the other fellow was speeding and by
all appearances was trying to beat a traffic light that had just turned yellow.
I resolved to fight it in court.
And on this date, I went to court, played at
being my own lawyer, and won.
Oh God, I was scared; but oh God I was
brilliant.
Such brilliance was nurtured by my anger--anger at the traffic
officer, but primarily, anger at the cretin who plowed in to me.
I tricked
the fellow into perjuring himself on the stand, I pissea the traffic officer
off so badly (quite unintentionally)
that he was yelling at me from the stand,
and at the end I saw the judge nodding his head as I was making my closing
statement.
Feb., 1987:
The Coalition of Free Men saw fit to apoint me to its National
Board of Directors.
With some reluctance, I accepted the appointment.
11arch 1, 1987:
I attended a very mediocre concert by The St. Louis Symphony
Orchestra.
See the music section herein for details.
llarch, 1987:
I received an award from The Coalition of !"ree Men for, "Best
Book on l~en's Issues: 1986."
The award, for my book, 1f.enFreeing Hen:
Exploding the Myth of the Traditional l~ale, was quite unexpected, and yet
most appreciated.
I remained humbly aware that this book, which contains
the writings of more than fifty authors, is not my own work only; hence, the
award can not be to myself only.
April 4, 1987:
Hissouri.
Such
And yet, I have
on painting and

A visit to The Museum of Art and Archeology, of Columbia,
a fine little museum, with a few pieces of world-class art.
been there much too infrequently.
See the section herein
the visual arts for details.

May lS-June 30, 1987: Abbe, Dacia, and I went to the United Kingdom for
what proved to be a wonderful, wonderful vacation.
Actually, during the
first four weeks, we did a good deal of work:
Abbe studying geriatric
medicine, and me doing research for a book.
But all in all it was very
relaxing, my health felt improved during that time, and I returned with a
strong ache in my heart.
I would have voted for moving to Edinburgh, but
neither Abbe nor Dacia were similarly minded.
What to say about this trip? And how much should I say? The greatest
part of the trip, for me, was the plethora of art.
Great music by world-class
orchestras, wonderful paintings and sculpture in some of the world's finest
museums, and a culture replete with enthused, passionate people who have a
great appreciation

of art.
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Despite my
appreciationfor
the British culture and people,
I did not, as did
my goodly wife,
obtain a British
accentwhile on
this trip. She
claimed that the
reason she changed
her way of speaking
was because she was out, working wi.thmore British people than I was. I claimed, correctly
of course, that my own way of speaking remained intact because I have a stronger
personality.
Whichever the case may be, this small difference in our personal
response to the people and the region in no way diminished our mutual appreciation for one another.
Even the virtual celibacy we endured while on this trip,
occasioned by the constant close proximity of our daughter, did not fray our
nerves overly much and our enjoyment remained fairly constant.
The thing that struck 'me first about the British was the fact that,
generally, they all have a splendid physique.
Both the men and women are
tall and well-proportioned.
Obesity was virtually nonexistent, which I attribute
to the British penchant for walking a'good deal, always at a very brisk clip.
They are hurried, but without seeming stressed or frenzied.
And, of course, very
formal.
A closer inspection of the English physique revealed to me that a
goodly number of the men, when viewed from behind, can easily be mistaken for
women with short hair, given that they have such wide hips and large buttocks.
I flentioned this--my observation that many English men have a broad ass--to an
Irishman, and he replied, "Yea; the ones with the broad asses, it's because
they're the ones got sent to boarding school when young."
I did not at all
understand his explanation, but when I asked him to elaborate, he merely laughed
and said something like, "They do more than read books at those boarding schools.'
The English women, I believe, wear more perfume than the female members
of any other race.
Being in the vicinity of several can be positively intoxicating to the brain cells, an intoxication, alas, which tended to pre-empt
intoxication of certain glandular regions of my body.
Horeover, the EngUshlWOITJ8Il
insists on her high heels.
Truly, I saw young women stocking groceries on the
shelves at the local market, wearing high heels that would have crippled a
stork.
To approach a group of more than five such women, coming toward you
on a concrete sidewalk, puts one in terror of being run over, given that the
sound is so akin to that of shod horses clopping along on cobblestones.
For such a healthy people, their addiction to cigarettes was phenomen~l.
Both men and women, very young to very old, whether sitting quietly or walking
quickly, would always be sporting a cigarette, sucking away as if their
British dignity depended on it. And such foul-smelling cigarettes they were!
The odor would cause one to believe they were made of goat-dung and straw,
imported from India, perhaps, rather than made from a mixture of tobacco,
ground-up newspapers, and potassium nitrate as are American cigarettes.
Given the pervasiveness of the ci~arette addiction, I was especially worried
about the health of these people, despite their fine stature and
seemingly
robust constitutions, when I became aware of how difficult it is to find drinking water in England.
Truly, unless you are at your home or apartment, the
option of finding a drink of water can be very difficult.
In a restaurant, they
do not serve it with meals.
If you ask for water, they will bring you a glass
that holds maybe six ounces; and, they will not refill it unless asked.
I took
to cupping my hand beneath faucets in public restrooms, a practice which,judging
by the cold stares of the British gentlemen, was considered almost obscene.
In conversation, one is struck by the British appreciation for literature.
They can scarcely discuss any subject, no matter how mundane, without very
quickly bringing in an illustration from literature.
This I appreciated--I
exulted in! And to see them reading--virtua11y
every person, riding the
subway home from work, would be reading a book.
Not a magazine, mind you, and
not a pulp romance or western of a book; no, usually the book would be one of
the classics:
Shakespeare, Hemingway, Haughm, Forrester, Nabokov--a wonderful
admixture of great writers!
I.Jitnessingthis literacy, I found it curious when
I stopped to reflect on the fact that, even though the British read much more
than the Americans, they have not, during this last century, turned out writers
as good as ours.
During the six weeks of that visit, I ate more Indian food-~my favorite
of all the culinary specialties!--than
I have in my entire life. At Leicester,
we three thrice times partook at a res taurant called The 11aharaj--''Maharaja's "? -I am not sure; my memory of lthe restaurant's name is weakened by a lust for
the food, which rises up and consumes me whenever I think about those gustatory
delights.
Truly, I proclaim it here; that restaurant in Leicester served the
best Indian food I have ever had in my life.
Stepping out of a restaurant in the United Kingdom can expose one to a
bit of a shock, given the sudden contrast.
I refer to the dog feces that is
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things by date:

May 23, 1987: Abbe and I viewed the musical, Lady Day, starring Dee Dee
Bridgewater as Billie Holiday.
Bridgewater's performance was quite good.
As a singer, she is almost great; her acting, however, although well above
average nevertheless had certain shortcomings.
In the scenes where she was
barefooted, one could not but be distracted by her mis~hapen,very
flat and
very long, feet. Moreover, her gestures were concentrated into her left
hand, which flapped spastically and afflicted one's suspended belief.
Still,
she did a good job, with a role that was obviously very demanding.
The
musical group, called, "The Lady Day Quartet," was quite excellent too, and
their accompaniment to Dee Dee's singing 1ended the playa
very fine quality.
As for the play itself, my appreciation is much more reserved.
The play,
of course, is autobiographical:
about the life of Billie Holiday.
And it
was very mediocre--a fact which I suppose I should have anticipated, given
that there seems to be a plethora of plays these days which are autobiographical, and consistently disappointing.
I do realize, of course, that in the
past the great plays were always autobiographical
also.
But a Sophocles, or
a Shakespeare, had enough sense to wait until the personalities had leavened,
grown, and taken their place in history--not only temporal history, but also
within the history of human morals and human aspirations.
The problem with
our---:contemporary playwrights seems to be that they believe the store of
historical material is depleted.
Hence, if they wish to do a play that is
based upon an actual character, they do not reach deep into the historical
cauldron.
Rather, they go back a few decades at most, sometimes less than
a decade.
And basically, all they do is attempt, in the span of a theatrical
production, to retell the glitter of a celebrity's life. There is no depth
of personality in such plays, virtually no moral sphere, and little that is
created by way of artistic input.
The aesthetic sheen therefore is absent;
and mediocrity prevails.
Nevertheless, it does seem that theatre goers like
this placid genre.
It affords them mild entertainment, without exacting anything in the way of appreciative fortitude.
They can depart a theatre with
nothing more profound on their minds than something on the order of the
following:
"Yes; that was good.
I was entertained.
It made me laugh.
And
once, there, I rather be1ieve--no; I am certain of it--I was mildly depressed,
because of the character's sadness.
This means I felt something.
And if I
felt something, well, to feel feelings is no small thing!
Feeling feelings
means there is something right with the world.
Because ... well, it gives me
something to think about.
And later, I can talk about this. And people will
know me as a person with deep· thoughts.
And then, why, yes, I can entertain
other people too. With my deep thoughts.
Indeed, they ~ill appreciate me
then, and know me for who I am-i-what; I trru Iy am l
I'll tell others about this,
and they will laugh.
I will reveal my reflections, and they will know that
I have very important thoughts.
They will find my important thoughts entertaining. Very good entertainment.
I wonder if I shou Ldhave a little snack
before bed t on Lght . Something to get my mind off the play so I can sleep
better."
Hay 24, 1987: (·Jeattended a performance by one of the very best symphony
orchestras in the world, the London Symphony Orchestra.
Imagine my surprise,
upon getting tickets, to find out that it was being conducted by none other
than my ~issouri maestro, Leonard Slatkin, director of The St. Louis Symphony
Orchestra.
For details about this performance, refer to the section herein
on music.
May 31, 1987: }~y 39th birthday, and one of the most miserable I have thus
As r_
_
"W
"
far endured.
to why I was
l'M NO, ~AVIN~
A MI(/'LIF~ CRISIS.
thus emotionally
disturbed, I am
not sure. I was
acutely aware
of pushing 40,
of moving
toward that
point in my
life where I
could not for
much longer
pretend that the grim reaper would forever be held at bay. Moreover, my health
was taking a toll upon me that day, and I had very much hoped to spend the day
in company with Frances, but due to her work commitments, we were not able to
do this.
u'_'

_

..

.

June 14, 1987:
I discovered what I thought to be a broken vein--very tiny,
not an eighth of an inch 10ng--in the arch of my right foot.
Such corporeal
decay my psyche could not abide.
I spent a day feeling depressed, and not
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November 30, 1987: The Baum1i seed has gone forth and is propogating the
earth!
On this date, my new niece is born of sister Christine and brotherin-law Chris.
Named Melody Anne, she shows every sign of being worthy of
this uncle.
December 3, 1987: You will remember that last year Dacia was, within eight
weeks of beginning the flute, first chair in the junior high band, a position
which she held all year.
Dacia this year joined the high school band, and on this date, when
they all were ranked, out of 15 flutists, most of them seniors, my seventh
grade daughter ranked 7th chair.
December 15, 1987: A very sad day.
Eve Eisner, one of the neatest people
I had met in many years, after 'a 'splendid life spanning more than four score
;y-ears,and an acute illness lasting a few weeks, humbly accepted her mortal
fate and died.
She is Abbe's maternal grandmother, and it was a time of
deep nourning for us all., Her death was a lesson:
grief
and 'sadness
can
harbor memory that will not relinquish the fiercest of joys.
December 24-27,:1987:vJithAbbe and Dacia, I went to my old
northwest Missouri.
There I saw several members of my
ing good time, caused two major scandals which I shall
was able to play country-and-western
music with a band
ago.

stomping grounds,
family, had a rollicknot here mention, and
I had played with years

December 31, 1987:
I this day stared one of my neuroses in the face, gave'it
a good throttling, and took five pair of my socks to the St. Francis House-a home for men who otherwise are homeless.
From reading previous editions of
The Aviary, you are aware of my worldly attachment to socks and underpants.
I can not, I will not, part with them, until they are completely worn out.
And as for numbers, well, a census has not been taken of late, but the number
of socks I own approaches one hundred pair.
But this day, I conquered myself
somewhat, and suffered virtually no debilitating emotional consequences.
GENERALLY:

There are other things of note, which happened in 1987 but do
not warrent being given a date.
So I list them as follows:

1. Achieving a more succinct style than I have previously been using, I
finished volume 10 of my Phenomenology of Pseudo-Sentient Aeschatology. 11.ore
volumes will follow, but I believe they will each be shorter than previous
ones.
I have already written more than two million words, and I must keep in
mind that I am not writing what you would call a highly publishable item.
Moreover, the libraries are already over-full, publishers over-committed.
I
must .rremember . that
th e, shorter the opus, the greater its chances of being
published.
So ... although I do not intend to abbreviate the scope of my
topic, I am glad that my prose style is becoming more succinct, clearer, 'and
(of course) even.imor
e "capab Le of encompassing -the definitive truth.
-

.-

2. The struggle
with insomniahas
~Y, AM :t TI~El>.
continued,with
J: THINJc: I MUSj
very little
progress on
HAVE L.EFi MY g~AIN
my part, and
no new insights
ON ALL NIGHTto report herein. The only
TI-I"'VE5 7-2.
departurefrem
the norm was
during the first
three weeks we were in England." I during that time put myself on a very rigid sleeping
schedule, and as a result, was able to sleep better.
But other times when
I have attempted to improve sleep via this method have not been successfu1_
at all.
C> , ........

,'"'

3. And the battle with the damnable phone continues.
There was a three week
period, during this year, when we found it important to leave our phone
plugged in the entire time so we would be available for family emergencies.
lJhat happened during this three weeks helped me understand, anew, why we usually leave the phone unplugged.
1.Jeof course received phone calls from family
members; this was okay, since this was why we were leaving the phone hooked
up.
But there also were many unwanted phone calls, some from Abbe's patients,
most from men in the men's liberation movement.
These men's lib calls came
in as early as 6:30 in the morning, and as late as midnight.
And a1ways~goddamn always!!--these people never ask whether it is a convenient time for
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about, and ~gi.stracted themselves in the ways gu lLty people do. Some of these
very people, in fact, will, if my predictions have any veracity to them, point
to my having brought the subject up in these pages as further evidence that
hypochondriasis must lurk somewhere within my personality.
They will claim
that even if there really was something wrong to begin with, the fact that
now I have to point out that they were in error indicates that there is a
hypochondrica1 element to it all, even if the all in question be a malady
which they recommended I pretend did not exist.
Sheesh!
After that exacerbation in February, and except for a terrible bout of
the flu in April which caused me to lose an entire seven days of writing,
my health has improved somewhat over the course of the year.
I did undergo a very strange encounter with my body in July, which perhaps
bears mention here.
My sex drive became somewhat erratic.
It would peak for
several hours, then plummet for several hours.
Or such peaks and valleys
might happen in terms of days.
This I was not accustomed to. Normally, the
drive stays rather high, and what fluctuations there are happen gradually,
or can be clearly linked to both positive and negative events which I experience.
But this time I was on a roller-coaster, and it was not pleasant.
I would get terribly depressed after sex, or perhaps experience quite the
opposite--a persisting ecstasy which demanded more and more of what seemed
to have been the genesis of this most amenable state of mind and body.
But
then, abruptly, perhaps within a few minutes or hours, those good feelings
would vanish, I would feel physically unsettled, and ....
Well, after about
one month, I realized that the itching on my back was occasioned by the
appearance of new bodily hair.
At first there were just a few--sprouting
wild boar's hairs that were big and black.
But then they were joined by
others, these softer and less uncomely, and then it all stopped.
And
as the hair growth slowed down, my emotional swings abated, and after about
three months, they were virtually gone.
Now I know that many commentators--physicians
and psychologists both-claim that a man's mid-life crisis, and its various concomitants, are all
either fictional, or simply the result of his having to realize that he
is not going to attain all the things in life he hopes to attain.
I am
certainly willing to concede that one major component of this crisis may
involve redefining
goals, but I am not willing to agree with what seems to
be the one point these commentators all agree on--namely, that there is no
physical component to this crisis.
The physiology textbooks speak of this
period in a man's life, late 30s or early 40s, when he will begin growing
hair on his back.
Well, if physiological changes are happening inside a
man which have such visible effects, and since they are related to the
fluctuations of sex hormones, then do not expect me to believe that there
are not going to be other effects--still sexual, although perhaps more subtle
or less visible, which must be reckoned with--in this case, endured.
I am
fortunate that I am a man who is rather in touch with his body and his emotions,
and also quite conversant with medicine and human sexuality.
Keeping in touch
with my body,: and giving myself permission to assert that, yes, this has to
be something physio10gical--it
could not all be the result of a sour state of
mind, helped me get through what was truly a horribly depressing period of
my
rife.
Strangely,
it was
from'my
redneck friends that I got the
most support on this.
I was blunt in approaching them.
I would go to see
them--men older then me--and tell them what was going on, and ask them if
they had experienced something similar at my age. From virtually all of
them, there was a, "By God yes, and I tell you, it was one helluva .... "
Most of them, it seems, experienced it a few years later than I did--three
to ten years 1ater--but they sure remembered it. And obviously, it had been
a very rough time for them too. Unfortunately, many of them had gone through
the experience with no idea of what was happening to them, and with no·one they
felt they could talk to about it.
To sum up: By God it was one helluva rough thing to go through, and I
think it's about time physicians, psychologists,
sociologists, etc., begin
taking this phenomenon a little more serious ly so 'it -~carl-l.
'.be
~ made ::
somewhat easier for men.
6. Truly, I do not understand why it happened, but last year's Aviary elicited many inquiries from women, and challenges from men.
lVhy the interest?
Is
there a dearth of real men in this world?
Certainly I said nothing that was
untrue, and yet, several men, of a caliber weLl, below that of the real man
rank, claimed that I was exaggerating and bragging.
Quite the contrary, if
anything I am given to understatement.
Ask my closest friends.
Ask-women
who have bedded 'me (but be a gentleman and do not ask the woman who we dde d
me).
Ask men who, in the past, were foolish enough to think they were reckoning with less than a real man.
Ask anyone you care to, but don't ask me
because I don't give a rat's puckered ass as to whether or not you believe
that I am a real man.
Frankly, it is a question I would rather not consider;
moreoever, it is a question I myself never would consider at all, were it not
constantly being thrust at me by lesser creatures.
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I have done a much better
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IS 118C W()Ri.J? I{fWS
job of making sure I am
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not exposed to the thing.
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/
And my friends, generally,
are more considerate about
turning their machines off
when I visit, or when we
are conversing by phone.
Still, I would enjoy
killing one nON and then.
If you have one that you do
not particularly value, say, one which works
give it to me.
I will ensure its mortality,
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then please
of the remains.

3. As earlier stated, there is a move in the offing.
Some time in July of
1988, Abbe, Dacia, and I will be moving to another location, somewhere in
these States, there to live while Abbe puts in four years working for the
government, and I put in four years trying to give the local people a fair
chance at adjusting to my presence.
One thing:
I am seriously considering not having a phone at all after we
move.
Such a welcome relief that would be.

~xxx**xxx*x**xx*xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx*xxxxxxx*xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**xxxxxx
::ON-GOING WORK::
Well, on this topic, there is much the usual, and too much of it. During
1988 I will continue with my Phenomenology, do some editing, now and then
dabble in fiction, maybe write a few poems, and do some translating.
I suppose
I will continue my men's liberation work pretty much as I have in the past,
serving as ¥issouri State Representative
for The Coalition of Free Yen,
working at editing Transitions, and serving on The National Board of Advisors
to The Institute for Advanced Philosophic Pesearch.
But ... why here waste
my time writing about what I am going to do, when already I am behind with
all that work?
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It seems that during the entire year of 1987, I was complaining about
having too little time to read.
And yet, according to the list of books read,
which, in keeping with my compulsions, I keep, I read 153 books for the year.
Still''; I do not understand how I did it, because truly, I did not have the
time to do nearly the amount of reading I wanted to do.
It was a good year for reading--I turned to many contemporary
writers and found them most satisfying.
Of course, I read the classics too.
Here, below, I list the best of the books I read:
1. Factotum by Charles Bukowski.
This is a book about the many jobs
Bukowski held during a very low period of his life. Each job is presented
as a short sketch.
And Bukowski shows his usual ski1l--an ability to portray,
in but a few sentences
an entire scene or a tale entire.
2. !2. Pictorial History of tfestern Art by Erwin O. Christensen.
Even though
this book is in black ana-white, the reproductions are sharp, and the terse
co~~entary very edifying.
I learned much about the history of art, especially
in the 14th through 17th centuries.
I highly recommend it.
3. The Artist by H.L. l1encken. Sheer enjoyment, this one.
It is presented
as a play, but ... no one says anything, and it really isn't staged; instead,
what goes on in the minds of various people during a concert is set forth.
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The pianist is thinking about a woman he recently pleasured, a musico10§ist in
the audience is hoping the pianist will not do an encore, because too oLten,
after a concert, people ask him what the encore was and he does not know.
Do not rhad this book ~t a library, like I did. You won't be able to contain
your laughter.
4. The Drama o!_the Gifted Child:
The Search for the True Self by Alice
liil1er. I read this book twi.ce. Onthe
first reading, Ifound
it tiresome,
and scarcely worth my focused attention.
But after finishing it, my thoughts
kept returning to it, over and over, for the next several months.
So I picked
it up again, read it through carefully, and was amazed.
This woman has, in
this book, set forth a plausible explanation for the roots of violence, and
also for many other personal and social pathologies.
The translation, by
Ruth Ward, is a bit rough in places, but it does not detract from one's
ability to understand the book quite well.
5.; Hy Sister and! by Friedrich Nietzsche.
This book is most interesting
given that it is his last, and also because it refers the reader to Nietzsche's
childhood and his incestuous relationship with his older sister.
We come to
better understand the roots of nietasche's personal suffering as an adult, and
along with all this insight ga:Lned about Nietzsche the person, we also are
given a hefty dose of phi10sophy--herein
focused on history, social science,
and mythology in art.
Nietzsche scholars may protest my enthusiasm for this book, claiming~.
as does the venerable Nietasche translator, ~Ja1ter Kaufmann,
that this book is not authentic.
I concede that the origins
liThe true University of these
of this book's manuscript are difficult to trace, and that
days is a collection of books"
parts of the book are given over to raving.
But then, as
-Thomas Carlyle
for the raving, let us not forget Nietzsche's mental condition at this time; and as for the book's origins, let us
not worry about them overly much until we have judged
the book itself.
I myself must say that if indeed this book was written by
someone other than Nietzsche, then the writer was a better Nietzsche than
was Nietzsche himself.
Frankly, I believe that Walter Kaufmann's cursory
dismissal of the book is based on jealousy.
Dr. Oscar Levy did ac~dabLe > trans lation of the book, and Kaufmann, who otherwise has done such a
fine job translating many of Nietzsche's other works, never got a chance at
this one.
Sad, that personal envy colors professional pronouncements,
and
thus obfuscates scholarship while delimiting a fine book's reputation.
As
for myself, in all my future writing, I shall treat ~ Siste~ an~ ! as fully
authentic, and will eschew any apologies or excuses for my confidence.
6. Views from a Window:
Conversations with Gore Vidal, edited by Robert J.
Stanton anoGore
Vidal. Tnrs-~-contains
seIections from various interviews of Gore 'Vidal,
organizing those selections according to topic.
JoSfRetteAT iT...
One gets to know Vidal more personally; he is
NeveR MiNP CORRell1M6
more frank than usual about hi~ bisexuality
lHe ~RAMMAR !
and what this ffieansfor him personal1y--as
well as impersonally.
His wit is engaging
as ever, and as usual, his unkind commentary slices like a knife.
One thing about
Vidal which has always bothered me comes
through very clearly in this book.
Namely,
for all his professed concern for people-his political 1ibera1ism--he seems to care
very little about, or for, individuals.
There is something morally wrong with this
approach to politics, and people.
I enjoy
Vidal, but I do not like him as a person.
Of
11.-IS
course, he would be the first to point out that
he could care less about opinions such as this.
'VJhichis part of my point.
7. Homa~.!:~ Daniel Shays:
Collected Essays 1?52-l972.by Core Vidal.
In
this book, Vidal shows off some of his book reva ews , wh i ch are not always
very astute.
However, the book is worth buying simply for the sake of
.
reading his review of volume IV of Anais Nin's Diary.
Vidal, as usual, l.S
at his best with political commentary, and the book has some very astute
essays about our pseUdo-republic.
In past' issues of The Aviary, I have made it a point to list those
books which I read but found disappointing.
I hope that, at some point in
the future, I will have succeeded in becoming so selective and discriminating
with my reading that I will no longer have to list such books.
But this year
there were four:
1. Selected Poems by Robert B1y.
This man bas excellent ideas.
And I
have heard some of his tapes; his poems flow rather smoothly from his own
tongue.
And his prose--we11, there he is at his best.
So I went to this
book of poems with high expectations.
And I wa~ very disappointed.
B1y

:-i
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achieves some brilliant moments.
Some of his images
are truly awesome.
But he never sustains the
effect.
His leaps always end with a sprawl i.n
the mire.
And he seems to never know when to
end a poem.
So often, a poem, after two or
three stanzas, seems to have finished--to have
achieved a kind of aesthetic perfection.
But B1y
is never willing to leave off with his ranting.
Instead, he must raise the volume of his voice
and press ahead, bawling and muttering all the
way.
Tiresome, it is, and would be boring too,
except that one has already hurried on to the
next bad poem.
2. Play It as !.!:.. Lays by Joan Dideon.
I read
this book because it had been recommended to me
by a friend, who said it was, in his opinion, the
best book he had ever read. Well; I can not
share my friend's enthusiasm.
Basically, the'
book is thinly disguised autobiography. Mor~aver, it is a tale about a woman who is a most
unsavory specimen of her ilk.
She leads a
"Mr. Cummings? This is Frank Dunham
in Production. We've got some problems,
parasitic existence, getting men to support
Mr. Cummings. Machine No.5 has
her
financially and emotionally.
She can
jammed,
several of the larger spools
manipulate men into doing this because she
have gone off track, the generator's
is beautiful, sexy, and has an enticing>
blown, and, well, eveything seems to be
inscrutable air about her.
you-know-what. "
As for Dideon's prose--I have read
book reviewers who have praised her "lean and
spare" style.
Such adjectives I might apply to some of T.S. Eliot's poetry,
but when it comes to Dideon's prose, I would call it anorexic.
It lacks
the descriptive power necessary to tell any tale, and it is not really a
style--a voice--at all. Rather, it is a motley assortment of sentences-some cut very short, others a lengthy ragtag of drawling conjunctions and
seemingly unending prepositional phrases.
}1ercifully, the book is out of
print in this country.
The copy I read I bought in England.
As for what
t.hi,-s:_says.
__
about the __
English ... well, perhaps my sister Frances, who read
the book and thought it had "something to say about the plight of a tortured
woman," can speak on their behalf.
3. Three Tales by Gustave Flaubert.
(Translated by Robert Ba1dick.)
I still believe that the second of these three tales, "St. Julian the
Hospitator," is one of the greatest pieces of literature I have ever read.
However, the other two stories do not have a quality that matches that middle
piece.
The first, "A Simple Heart," is trite and rather contrived--not very
believable.
The last, "Herodias," although brilliant when it comes to image,
is too complicated in the way it is presented during the first few pages-which might be forgiven, but then it is too temporally discontiguous toward
the end.
One sentence covers a span of several hours, three paragraphs will
then be consumed by one greedy minute within the story.
"Be regular and orderly in your
Next, several sentences will describe half an hour, and
then ... . I am sorry to say that I would not at all
life ... so that you may be violent
recommend this book.
As for that central story, which has
and original in your work"
often been published alone, yes; it is indispensable
-Gustave flaubert
reading!
But as for the other two attempts ... well,
I didn't like Hadame Bovary very much either, so perhaps
my opinion, when it comes to F1aubert, should not be taken very seriously.
4. The Vintage Nencken by H.L. Hencken (edited by Alistair Cooke).
Although
I have found some of Hencken's writings enjoyable, as evidenced 9Y my above
comments on The Artist, I must, on the basis of this book, speculate that the
sage of Baltimore is not as sagacious as some would say. ~fuen it comes to
his essays, I think he is a better stylist than thinker, and a better thinker
than creator.
He has more wit than genius, and not infrequently, even his
wit strains and stumbles.
Often he waxes momentarily eloquent, only to
quickly wane redundant.
He turns fine phrases, but they have too little
power.
He exercises fine judgement, but lacks depth:
he probes, but does
not plumb.
Again, this year, the same book receives the prize for "most offensive
book" ar;d "worst book."
Beyond the Be~
Interests of the Child by Joseph
Go1dste~n, Anna Freud, and Albert J. Solnit has enjoyed popularity for a
goodly number of years among those who attempt to define issues in child
custody and such.
These three opinionators attempt to auction off their
silliness by calling it such things as "sound psychiatry" and "theory
grounded in a tradition of psychiatric study."
Actually, there is very
little theory, in the realm of psychiatry, which can cast light on difficult
issues around child custody:
But these authors are obviously blissfully
unaware of what theory there is. They are content with dogmatic cliches,
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hasty conclusions, and rhetorical ·self-aggrandizement that would put every
dead logician to thrashing in his grave.
The book is terribly written,
bereft of reason, and an insult to my values--literary,
philosophical,
parental.
You may recall that, last year, I poured forth my indignation and
despair over the deterioration of our English language.
At that time, I
was able to give a rather lengthy list of the more
offensive mistakes I had encountered because I had
made it a habit to write them down.
But this last
year, I found that the very recording of such
repugnant utterances was too demeaning for a
grammarian refined as myself, so this year I can
not present a lengthy list of complaints.
However,
a few unpleasant encounters do come to mind, and
I here present them for the sake of auguring the
future of our civilization.
One such word, which
I have encountered many times this last year, is
"ritia
Lty
e.g., "Hy astrology chart says that my
personality is a 'dualt;:y."
To such a sentence, I must
reply that a personality can not be a dualty
because the proper word is, "du al i,ty."
I might
add that anyone willing to make such a silly
utterance, i.e., who would adjudge their
personality on the basis of a superstition as
silly as· a~tro10gy, ~probably do~s 'not~have-~~
pe r son a s s ey that is worth such attention.
But
"I didn't say we were setting ducks! I
all this is a different issue entirely, and I
said sitting ducks! I know the difference,
need not belabor it here since, as far as I know,
you idiot!"
I have no friends who give more than passing
notice to the astrological creed, and even then~
are only interested in its aesthetic plumage.
Another most unpleasant misuse that is cropping up more and more is
with the word, "gender," used as an adjective.
Witness the following
sentence which I just the other day encountered in a scholarly journal:
"If our language were less genderized, maybe we could all better assess
when we are dealing with gendered behavior or not."
Without a doubt, the
sentence itself is badly constructed and ends confusingly, but things may
have improved somewhat had the author (a Ph.D. from Harvard, whose name I
will not here mention because I refuse to grant her a vicarious immortality
through my immortal words) been intelligent enough--gracefu1
enough-~to
avoid such offensive language.
~ -.
Hy main complaint, registered last
And You Thought
ture that was actually 100
year, is. t~is recent tendency among my
You Were Stupid?
percent pure "double talk,
fellow c i. t azerrry (note I do not say
If you have the vague
meaningless words, false
peers) to take nouns, adj ecti ves, and
suspicion that doctors talk
logic, contradictory stateadverbs, and by rather gruesome twists
in medicalese just to conment, irrelevant
humor
of the tongue, convert them to verbs.
fuse the rest of us, you may
and meaningless references
I last year spe cu Lat ed that this
be only half right-they
to unrelated topics." Then
tendency is perhaps an ins tincti ve
~lso do it to confuse and I he del!vered this bogus pr~realization that what with the
Impress each other.
sentation to three audicontamination of' television
our
To prove that scientists
ences of psychiatrists, psyculture is rapidly losing its
areassusc~ptibletoimporI chol?g~sts, educators and
. .
tant-sounding nonsense as
administrators.
f aCl.1 l.ty Wl.th 1 anguage an d rea 1lZlng
.
. '
the rest of us, an educator
No one detected the
t.h
i.s, people are con~ertlng as much of
specializing in the psycholhoax. In fact, when they
the language as pos sLb 17 to verbs
ogy of marketing conducted i were polled, most audience
so that when
our 7ntlre. c~l ture
an interesting experiment.
members
described
the
succumbs ~o dy sar t.hrLc sen.il.Lt
y , then
Dr. J. Scott Armstrong
lecture as "clear and stimverbs, wh i ch are the last to be lost
trained an actor to deliver a I ulating" (The New York
in cases of senility, will remain in
supposedly scientific lee- I Times, January 13, 1987).
abundance, thus preserving for a longer
while a semblance of language function
within our culture.
Even if the process of converting nouns and such to verbs is occasioned
by our instinct for species survival, I can not approve of such undignified
means of prolonging life.
I think there comes a time when, for any invalid,
it is not inappropriate to "pull the plug," and I think euthanasia should be
invoked before
WHAT AR[
11-\E. DIC110l)I\RY? toKAT
A~ OfJOMATOMAtJlACAL
the person, or
R£ADllG
I<I~D
IDIOf
lUaJLD
LE.XICOMAfJ£
culture, has
TCDAY?
SIT AIJD READ THE.
been stripped
DIUlaJAR-? 1
of all remaining dignity.
Hence,I oppose
the creation
of verbal
barbarisms such
j
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in Leicester.
We also spent a day at Bath, which did not impress me overly
much.
I enjoyed seeing the ancient system of plumbing, but a$ for the extant
ruins of the baths themselves, these scarcely interested me.
York, however,
was a much more enjoyable experience.
Its small art gallery had several
world-class paintings, along with several works by William Etty, who was a
York native.
Several of his paintings there were not very good, but others
were o~ ve:y high qu~lity.
I was stunned by his Study of Mlle Rachel, a
portra~t w~th a qual~ty I had never realized Etty was capa~of.
And I
especially liked his Venus and Cupid--the one that was OOne around 1830.
This theme, oJfi
which artists never tire, is treated by Etty in a most unusual
way.
Whereas most artists treat t hem.ias two autonomous, perhaps conflicting,
deities; Etty emphasizes the tenderness of the .mo t.her= child relationship. " "
The fact that Cupid is portrayed as a baby--almost an infant--is also most
unusual and charming, as is the fact that Venus' averted face is hidden by
Cupid. Overall.j Lt'is aarost;urriquepainting, from a thematic and formalistic
view, and its sensua1i1y was so striking as to almost detract from the
disinterested aesthetic attitude.
York Minster, too, was most wonderful.
Although its interior is
clearly middle Gothic, it retains a great deal of Romanesque influence on
the exterior
which, despite its size and the flying buttresses, appears to
be unusually square and bulky.
We spent most of our vacationing time in London, and while there, spent
most of our time at the National Gallery.
Over the last few years, I have
tended to value iny visit to a gallery in terms of the novel, totally unexpected __
experiences it affords.
One of these, at the London National Gallery, was
viewing Botticelli's Venus and Mars.
Of course I have seen this work
reproduced in many art bookS;-but the reproductions had never impressed me
very much.
But this painting, in a large ropm containing perhaps one hundred
paintings, stood out like a sun.
Its brilliance, its use of color, and the
soft beauty of the figures were simply stunning.
And to think that this
painter was working in the 15th and early 16th centuries! Another wonderful
discovery at this gallery were paintings by Bronzino, whose works I scarcely
know.
His An Allegory of Venus and Cupid is somewhat famous, and seeing the
actual painting, as opposed to reproductions, allowed me to appreciate better
what it is that makes his paintings so unique.
His surfaces are so smooth,
so evenly textured, that the effect is almost one of monochrome.
Yet the
subtle shadings of di.fferent
colons are there, and the nuance of erootiontmerringly
announces itself.
As for other works:
How much should I say? The da Vinci's
there are sublime, as are the many Titians.
A piece of sculpture, Bust of
Herakles (ci Roman copy of a Greek original attributed to Lysippos), was truly beautifu1--so nice to see a male subject treated with such power.
And
then there were the Raphaels, paintings by Tintoretto, the Correggios, The
Suaper at Emmaus by Caravaggio, the Tiepo10s, the Batoni entitled Time
Or ers OId Age to Destroy Beauty, and ... an unexpected discovery, The
Arnolfini Marriage by Jan van Eyck.
This latter painting, like the Botticelli,
is one I had often seen in reproductions, and had not appreciated overly much.
But in the original it contains so much detail, and mastery of color, which
reproductions never capture; now, at last, I can understand why so many
art books include it in their illustrations.
In this gallery, there are
many Rembrandts, my favorite probably being his 1669 self-portrait.
That
was the year he died, and this portrait contains an awesome blend of sadness,
bewilderment, and cheerful good humor.
Perhaps the greatest experience, for
me, at that gallery was Rubens' Samson and Delilah.
This is a huge painting,
in excellent condition, with composit~onal dexterity and a massive coloration
which I have never before witnessed in any painting.
Rubens, truly, is one
of my very favorite painters, and the gallery contained many of his best,
including The Brazen Serpent, but the Samson and Delilah is so great that it
actually tends to eclipse his other paintings.
As for the Spanish, French,
and English painters, I enjoyed them too, but there were too many great
paintings to here mention.
I might, however, state that I was grateful for
the opportunity to come to a better appreciation of both Gainsborough and
Reynolds.
I have always loved Gainsborough's paintings, although I must
confess that this love persists most strongly when I avoid reading about
his life. However, I had never been able to appreciate Reynolds, because,
compared
to) Gainsborough, he always came up rather short, in my opinion.
I ~to
see, however, that Reynolds is to Gainsborough much as Franz Ha1s is
to Rembrandt.
Reynolds and Hals do not have the finesse that the other two
painters have; they apply their colors thickly, almost garishly in certain
paintings.
But if one stands back, perhaps 15 to 20 feet, then the colors
blend, and one sees a more striking image from a distance than one can ever
discern from that distance in either Rembrandt or Gainsborough.
I must say
that I still prefer these last-mentioned painters to the two afore-mentioned
ones, but I am grateful to better understand, and appreciate, two painters
whom I before would too often dismiss.
I spent a few hours with the Impressionists at the National Gallery,
but I shall not go into that here; there are better things of which to speak,
which were discovered at the Tate Gallery.
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One discovery involved a disappointment--a
huge disillusionment of
sorts.
At the Tate is Rodin's marble Kiss, which I had long admired in
reproductions.
In the actual piece of sculpture, I saw many, many major
flaws.
I was forced to at last admit that, many of the variations on the
human form, which I had perceived in many of his other works of sculpture,
were not just variations occasioned by the sculptor's whim or inspiration.
They are, for all of Rodin's capacity for capturing emotion, artistic flaws
of form.
The Kiss, if photographed from certain angles, appears very powerful; but viewing it in the round is difficult, and truly the piece seems so
bad, in a way--or, in many ways--that one does not wish to think of it as
having been done by Rodin.
Or, at least one does not wish to think such,
until one begins taking a less generous attitude toward some of his other
pieces.
The poet, Rilke, would of course have us believe that Rodin was
as great a sculptor as ever put chisel to marble; but then, Rilke's poetry
I can not stomach, and I have never found anything of value in his essays.
So my deminished generosity toward Rodin is not likely to be revived by
that sculptor's chief literary exponent.
I did enjoy the pieces of sculpture by Henry Moore, whose work I often
do not like very much.
The Picasso paintings at this gallery were very
pleasant.
And I especially enjoyed three paintings by the greatest painter
of this century:
Dali's Autumnal Cannibalism, his Mountain Lake, and the
Metamorphosis of Narcissus were all there.
These delights were especially
savory, given that I had not realized any of these three paintings are at the
Tate.
Other great paintings, which I had not expected to see, were Stanley
Spencer's Double Nude Portrait:
The Artist and His Second Hife, and the
truly sub lime paintings by Meredi 'E1lFrampton:--r>ortrai
t of ~---y'()Ung
1;\Toman
(1935)
and her Marguerite Kelse~ (1928).
I had seen reproductions of Frampton's
paintings many times, an absolutely could not see anything of value in them.
But in the actual viewing (in the flesh?) these paintings have a brilliance,
and a realism, that are matched by no more than two or three painters of this
century.
I went to the Tate, expecting to see 20th century art primarily.
l'
don' L_ un ders t an d why I had 'rie
ve r realized that the Tate houses so many of
the works of the Pre-Raphaelite school.
This school of painters--of
paintings--has
long been one of my favorites, and I was ecstatic to en~er a
huge room and immediately find myself face to face with so many of thelr
greatest works!
There was Burne-Jones' King Cophetua and the Beggar Maid,
with a brilliance I could never have realized was there; the beggar maid's
eyes glow with an
irridescent sheen
that is striking
from a distance of
even 100 feet. And
there, housed ~n
that same room, is
my favorite painting from the
Pre-Raphaelite
school: The La~y of
Shalott
done y
Waterhouse in 1888.
Here, at your right,
is a very small
reproduction of
this unbearably
beautiful, richly
symbolic, and
gorgeously erotic
painting. Previously,
I had only seen it
in a b lack and wnite
reproduction, and
I had never been
aware of how colorful it is, nor of how large it is. If it were 1?ossible that I coul.dfall in love
with a figure in a painting,it would be with thls Lady of Sha~ott.
This collection also included four paintings by Rossettl, Edward
Poynter's A Visit to Aesculapius, and three paintings by John Singer Sargent,
including one of his studies of Mme. Gantreau.
But I must tell you that the
greatest discovery during this trip was of.a piece of art, a work of sculpture,
by an artist I had never even heard of. Hls name:
~arry Bates; the work of
art:
a three-quarter size piece of sculpture, done In marble and bronz~,
entitled Pandora.
Kneeling, this marble figure holds the ~ronze box whlch
she is about to open.
And truly, this piece of sculpture lS the most perfect,
the most aesthetically sublime, original (sic) work of sculpture that ~ have
ever viewed in my life.
I know nothing of this Bates, except.t~at he lS
.
associated with the Pre-Raphaelites.
I do know that I was prlvlleged to Vlew
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a work of art that, even after about
four hours viewing, brought me no
closer to aesthetic surfeit, and yet
aroused in me such an aesthetic lust
that it was with a marked sense of
physical pain that I departed from
the figure.
Here, at the right, is
a very small, most inadequate,
picture of that work of marble.
Of course the picture does not do
it justice; after all, your own
viewing could never hope to do
it justice--could never hope to
attain a sense of satiety in its
beauty.
It happens frequently, when
leaving an art gallery, that I
experience a sense of acute grief
at realizing I am leaving these
beautiful things for a long
while, perhaps forever.
It is
rare, however, that this grief
takes up abode within me, and
persists--chronical1y,
sometimes
acutely.
But such has been the
case with this statue, and I
deeply hope that I will be able to
again view it before I die.
There were other great
works of art at the Tate which I
enjoyed immensely.
Luke Fildes'
The Doctor was there, amidst the
collection of Pre-Raphaelites.
Also, there were works by Hhistler,
and there is the large collection
of Turner's paintings.
I especially
/
enjoyed his, Rome, from the Vatican,
Raffael10, Accompanrea-~
La Fornerina, Preparing His Pictures for the
Decoration of the Loggia.
In this painting there was a classical motif very
unusual to Turner, and a sense of spaciousness greater than that in any of
his other paintings, of which I have seen many.
But I must move on to a description of the National Gallery of
Scotland at Edinburgh.
Here, superlatives fail me; I must be content with
saying that, of all the great art galleries I have visited in this world,
this one is the best.
I rank it such because of the quality of its collection;
but I also give ±t this accolade for other reasons:
the personnel at the
gallery were more knowledgable of art than the people in charge of any
gallery I have ever visited.
Moreover, they were friendly, helpful, most
enthusiastic, truly in love with their work and inspired by their surroundings.
As I say, the art collection at this gallery is awesome; but what is just as
important is the way it is displayed.
The attention to symmetry within
each room· is meticulous, the lighting perfect, the general atmosphere warm
and almost womb-like.
To enter that building was to enter a true sanctum
for the arts, where beauty is held holy, and the priests are truly devout.:_
A's for the art that is there:
The several Raphaels are most lovely,
and one is overwhelmed by the number of Poussins andjrhe. paintingsbyiCainsborough.
Rubens, Watteau, Van Gogh, Monet, and many others too numerous to mention.
The many portraits by the great Scottish painters deserve a full week's
viewtng time by themselves.
El Greco's St. Jerome in Penitence, a truly
sublime painting, was shown to us even though it waS-in storage.
Another
painting, of which I had never been aware--either through reproductions or
in literary references, was Tiepolo's The Finding of Moses.
At this gallery,
I gained new respect for Titian, and was privileged to view his Venus
Anadyomene, which has an almost impressionistic quality even though it is as
starkly realistic anti fiorma1istically exact as anything he ever painted.
I
was especially enamored by Reynolds' The Ladies Wa1grave.
Viewing that painting brought me to a new level of appreciation for Reynolds.
I realized that
the secret to appreciating Reynolds is to put aside expectations for subtle
shadings of emotion such as one might see in a Gainsborough.
Rather, one
must look for how he intentionally depicts the intellectual temperament of
his subjects, their thoughts, and the active liveliness of their individual
personalities.
There were some powerful van Dykes there too, and as always,
I went through something of a struggle with his paintings.
Without doubt he
is as masterful as any painter of the first rank; yet, I always have difficulty with his subjects--or, with the way he paints his subjects.
The facial
portraits, even in the full-length depictions, are truly great; but as for
the rest of those people's bodies--they are too severe for me.
The men are
so often encased in armor.
The women seem to be even more securely enclosed
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in their voluminous black clothes.
One wonders if these people ever
hold intercourse with one another-verbal or otherwise.
Do they make
love with teeth clenched and eyes
averted from one another?
Why
would an artist want to paint such
subj ects?
They are not quite morbfd,
so one can not place them in the
category of the horrible; and yet,
there is so little in the way of
human loveliness to draw one to
the persons- represented in van
Dyke's paintings.
Fortunately, I could put my
obsession with this painter aside,
and concentrate on Sargent's
tady Agnew of Lochnaw.
You should
e informed that this great portrait,
although considered by many to be
Sargent's greatest painting, was
temporarily in storage because
there was not room to hang it. The
director of the gallery was kind
enough to show it to us, and I was
deeply grateful, because no reproduction I have seen begins to
capture the admixture of rather
frightening
emotions apparent .Ln
this beautiful woman's gaze.
Here,
at right, is a small reproduction
of that great painting.
Those of
you who love Sargent, I tell you,
spare notµing when it comes to
seeing this painting.
It will
reward you like no other Sargent
you have ever,before plundered
with your eyes. And oh; there were other beauties!
Rembrandt's Young Woman
with Flowers in her Hair is one of his loveliest paintings.
And this gallery
houses Rembrandtrs-l~self-portrait.
An interesting side-note:
An
American lady, with a Texas drawl, came walking by, read the placard by
the painting, turned to me and asked, "Is
this that painter who's so famous?"
"Yes," I rep lied.
"It's Rembrandt's
1657 Self-Portrait."
"He doesn't
look very happy for someone so
famous," she said.
I thereupon
gave her a brief account of his
life at that time, and told her
of the misfortunes that were fast
accumulating for the man, and which
would culminate in such disaster two
years later.
"Well," she said, quickly
losing interest and moving on, "I guess
that explains the worry lines in his
forehead." (One learns to forgive such
things. )
But the best painting at the
Edinburgh gallery, in my opinion, is
The Sacrifice of Iphegenia by Batoni.
Batoni's paintings do not reproduce
well; they are so colorful, so full
of drama, and yet contain so much
detail that small reproductions
squeeze out much that they contain.
This painting--such
sorrow, such
physical vigor, such eros even in the
face of death!
It was painful, leaving
this one.
The highlight of this trip to
the United Kingdom involved a side-trip
to Glasgow to see what I consider to be
the greatest painting in the world:
Christ of St. John of the Cross by
SalvadoY-Dali,~e-reproduced
at
right.
There was considerable drama
involved in my seeing this painting.
It is with some small embarrassment
that I here describe it. You see,
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confess to feeling a bit disappointed.
I had hoped to hear Claudio Abbado
conducting them.
But my disappointment disappeared with their first work:
the overture
to 110zart's The Magic Flute.
It was very well played, as
was the next work on the program:
the Piano Concerto 11 25 in C by Mozart.
Christian Zacharias was at the piano, and although the-orchestra played
superbly, his rendering was less than satisfactory.
He did not seem to have
an emotional command, his technique suffered from the broad flourishes he
used to impress the audience, and he tended to roll his hands on the chords,
causing them to have a disj ointed sound--each chord being too welded into
one unit, but overly separate from conjoining chords.
The last work on the
program was the evening's highlight:
Mahler's Symphony No. 1.. The LSO has
the best horn section of any orchestra in the world, and the tempo and
interpretative dynamics provided by Slatkin were perfect.
Unquestionably,
it was the best performance of Mahler's First I have ever heard.
There
was one '¢ l-l1tf.:r/u{, glaring mis take at the very end, when one horn came in too
early, but the climax of the piece quickly left that flaw behind.
On June 26, we heard 'Vladimir Ashkenazy do a solo performance.
The
program included several short piano pieces, from both Schubert and Schumann,
Schumann's Sonata No. 1. in I sharp minor, ~
11, and Schubert's Wanderer
Fantasy.
This last-mentioned piece, the third on the program, was the
highlight of the evening, and was the best version of this work I have ever
heard.
Unfortunately, Ashkenazy's recently recorded version is not as good.
Sviatoslav Richter's rendition of this work remains the best available
in the recorded repertoire.
--~~~----~~.
Judging from Askkenazy's concert, I must say that his
playing is getting better as he ages.
His touch is stronger
now, he is more sure of himself, and he seems to have a better
grasp of the total emotional meaning of a piece of music.
I
! ~
rather suspect that the conducting he has been doing has helped
him along in this.
It was on June 27 that one of my life's dreams came true.
I got to
hear the Academy of St. Martin-in-the-Fields
play.
They were not conducted
by Sir Neville l1arriner, which was okay, although not my preference.
I am
sorry to say that, although I consider this orchestra the greatest in the
world except for The Berlin Philharmonic, that there were disappointments
during the evening.
Their first piece was Mozart's Quintet in ~ flat Major
for Horn, Violin, Two Violas and Cello; this is a very unusual work, with
the two dark-toned violas juxtaposed to the two horns, and I was looking
forward to a brilliant rendering.
It did not happen; the Academy was using
a stand-in horn player who did a fine job of messing up the piece, as well
as putting the other players off balance.
It was rather ernb a'r
r as.sLn g , hearing
an orchestra so great play so awkwardly.
~Vhen the players returned to the
stage for the second work, the miscreant carrying his horn was very redfaced, as though he had just received a good ass-chewing.
The second piece, Hozart's Musical Joke, although perhaps fun for
members of the audience, was simply not something I had patience for when
at last getting to hear such a great orchestra play.
They played it well,
I suppose; although part of the work's intent is that it be played rathe~
badly.
Fortunately, the final piece, Georges Enesco's Octet in g_ Hajor
Opus
for Four Violins, Two Violas and Two Cellos was positively brilliant.
Unburdened of the wayward~rn
player, the orchestra did a gorgeous interpretation of what is a brilliant work of art. And I came away from this
last piece feeling that, there, I now have heard The Academy play.
Truly,
I believe that there is no other orchestra in the world which could have
played this Enesco piece as well as they did that evening.
It wi3,son Sept. 23 t ha t I atten- ,.
_.,'.~,'
'~'
..~.",,,4..,.,'
····2"
ded a concert by the Royal Philharmnoic
Orchestra conducted by Andre Previn.
This orchestra is undoubtedly a
world-class one, and they played
flawlessly.
However, I experienced
two problems with their playing.
I
do not particularly like either of
the two pieces they played:
Debussy's
La Mer, and Brahms' Symphony No. ~.
It's not that I dislike these pieces;
rather, they simply leave me rather
unaffected.
The second problem was
with the orchestra; not only myself,
but nearly everyone who attended the
concert, had the same verdict: perfect
playing, except there was no passion.
I don't know if they were tired, bored,
or simply feeling somewhat oppressed by
the terrible
acoustics of UMC's Jesse Hall.
But all in all it was a rather
disappointing concert for everybody.
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defining character that makes words cavort, blossom, contain more than they can contain.
Francis' poem does have this defining character.
However, the story in his poem may be
most effective in detracting from that character.
Thus Francis indulges his penchant for
undoing himself, even in his art.
He asked me, this year, to again send him a poem, and let him print it alongside one
of his.
I believe he jp Lanne d to write a nice, inoffensive poem to go alone with m i.ne,
hoping to this time receive a more favorable vote.
But our purpose, last year, was not to
compete before others.
So, in the same spirit, I this year must deny Francis a chance to
compete with me.
Or with himself.
T.his is why I am deny i.nq his request.
In terms of my relationship with Francis, the most important aspect, this last year, was
his trip to Great Britain.
My brother, although having traveled to many parts of the world,
had never been to my country--had never come to see me.
He always said that he feared he
would find England uninteresting.
When I reminded him that he could at least come and find
me interesting, he would protest on gbounds of expense, reminding me that when I come to
the States, I do not come to see him only.
He has a point, but after these several years
of living abroad, I did think it was his turn to visit.
And at last, in company with his
new wife, and my beautiful niece Dacia, he came to spend some days with me.
I should have predicted what would happen.
After all his complaining.
After getting
angry with Abbe and me because, at first, we did not communicate very well, Francis ended
up being the victim of his own demands.
He had wanted Abbe and me to be friends ,and was
understandably
burdened by the jealousy we felt toward one another those first two or three
years.
But then what should happen?
At last, a barrier miraculously
disappears, we find
ourselves enjoying one another immensely, trusting each other too, and poor Francis can not
endure this new turn of events.
Now he is the one who succumbs to jealousy.
And when
Frrulcis succumbs to jealousy, the farthest dungeons of Hades will quake with terror at the
expectorations
of his unseemly soul.
Of course, given his pride over the matter, Francis at
first did his best to pretend that nothing was bothering
him.
In fact, I first sensed that something was wrong
because he, contrary to his usual intermittent depressions,
was so chronically cheerful.
But soon enough his true feelings began coming out.
At first he claimed to be angry
with me because I was becoming so British.
What he meant
by this was that I am becoming cold, haughty, lacking in
emotional warmth.
Well; we went for a long walk, arm in
arm, and I soon enough (with no false feeling in the
process) deprived him of this perspective.
He toyed
with others, but at last gave up the struggle of repressing so much.
And then!
I must say, it was brazenly
awful!
Francis, a man of such self-possession,
a man
who is worldly, witty, and often wise, was soon reduced
to a cringing, groveling, pathetic mess.
He was angry,
sullen, ashamed of himself, beseeching our sympathy one
moment, and the next driving us away from him.
We all
were entirely consumed by his emotional altercations during this time, and yet, sadly, we
were constantly engaged in doing our best to comfort him because his painful soul could
not but evoke our sympathy.
Looking back now, some months later, it is all understandable,
but at the time none of us knew what to do. We tried reasoning with him, I even tried
spending more time with him.
But this seemed to make things worse.
Abbe was probably
more tolerant of it all than any of us, including me, and when at last it seemed that
there would be no way of working this problem through, I, at least, decided that it
would have to be "waited out"--as the Americans say.
Things did get better, after a very
few days; Francis was feeling better, although still he was given to occasional writhings,
and our spirits had lifted.
But then, just as Francis was beginning to seem healthy again,
he foolishly stole that bobby's hat.
(He now insists that he did it "cunningly" and that
the only thing foolish about his misdeed was his feeling guilty about it.)
But Francis'
guilt was more than foolish.
I do not know why it was so extreme; perhaps it was because
his soul was still so raw from the jealousy, but Francis went through torments of the
spirit that would have mortalized a lesser man.
He fairly shrieked with terror when I told
him that I did not want him keeping the hat in my apartment.
The British police do not go
easy on a thief.
He wanted to know what I expected him to do with it.
I simply suggested
that he discard it--throw in in someone's trash can.
But no; even though he scarcely slept
for three nights in a row, he would not throw it away.
Now that he had stolen it. and
since he could not expiate his guilt, he would attach himself to the external
manifestation
of his guilt and cling thereto.
It
was ridiculous, his sneaking the hat down to the
train station and locking it in a box-keep.
He
then went and checked on the box-keep daily,
sure that the police would have been looking
for that hat so assiduously that by now they
would have checked all the keeps at the
stations.
Fortunately
for us all, his guilt
lifted after about three days, and in fact
seemed to evaporate quite suddenly.
When he
left the country, he packed the hat in with
his clothes, not at all worried that it mignt
be discovered by the inspectors, and departed for
the States in a clean frame of mind.
By this time, I had lost my own worry about keeping

THE AVIARY

VOL,S,,#l

(JAN,-FEB,

'88)

PAGE

40

profinis

[X)tJ'T LAUGH..,HE-'SUP FOR
A OOBEL PEACE PRI2E

D-

Haven't I been so very nice, so pleasant and serene, this time? Thinking back
over what I have written, I remember not a single caustic word.
True, I was critical
about certain things, and critical of certain people, but even with my criticisms I do
believe I was consistently fair, unfailingly kind. Surely, this year, there will be no one
who will take offense at what I have
~~--------------------------------------~~--~------~
said in these pages.
As for the state of my soul,
I
,
~
trust that, re.clusive as I have been,
I nevertheless am assiduously purUI~
.l.lI ..
suing creative health.
This task,
~
~
~
in fact, has become easier as time
goes by. The older I become, the
more convinced I am that I shall
never attain even a modicum of
emotional health.
Thus resigned,
my struggles, although not less
frantic, are less distracting; hence,
I am able to write--to bring .into
being the creatures of my art--with,
if not more joy, .then certainly with
less painful laboring.
For these of you who are my
dear friends, I apologize for having
been less a correspondent, a less
frequent visitor, this last year.
Something in me is changing, and it
is for the good. Edward Weston, in
Michael Rubin's anthology, Men without
Masks, says, " ... though my friends
mean very much to me, I have grown away from any need of their presence--indeed to be
alone is a condition I welcome, greatly desire.
To know that my friends love me and I
them, to see them at rare intervals, is enough. More and more I am absorbed in my
life's work."
Weston's statement very much describes why I have chosen such solitude,
although it is not entirely accurate.
Not accurate, because I do very much need my
friends' presence; but sometimes this presence is one that is internalized, which I
carry inside of me, and need not be nurtured as frequently by our physical contact.
I
am working, writing, creating, and like all of us, I am dying. This is why I am attached
to my life's work with even greater commitment ,an even more profound fervor, than I have
ever before known.
Allow me this attachment for now. Knowing my character--my habitual
proclivities--I shall not be one to negle~v my friends; perhaps you may even discover that
as my satisfaction with my life's work increases, then too will the communions we share
grant us a mortality that abides beatitude.
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