Abstract

This thesis provides a survey of four writers who created fictional fantasy
worl ds as settings for their stories. Bef o
The Lord of the Rings the 1960s, there was no obviously commercial motive for
them to do so. It is therefore important to examine the literary and philosophical
decisions that led them to undertake this onerous feat of the imagination.
The thesis opens with an introduction explaining these objectives and defining
four subject authors George MacDonald, ER Eddison, HP Lovecraft and Mervyn
Peakd i n opposition to the 6genre fantasyd of
then provided.
Chapter one deals with George MacDonald, who turned to fantasy-world
building in order to denudeis fiction of rationally comprehensible geographies and
ideologies, replacing these with the intuitive emotional truths that he saw as being
spiritually valuable. This requires an exa
emergence of the fairytaleasaditar y f orm in Britain, and al ¢
to the German Romantics, whose spiritual and literary ideas he claimed as a central
influences. This debt raises the crucial question of exactly how MacDonald defined
reality itself, which is addressed Wwiteference to his stories and essays. Heavily
influenced by Christian Platonism, MacDonald defined reality as that which exists in
the mind of God and can be perceived by its earthly analogy, the human imagination.
To his mind, therefore, the imaginatimna more reliable judge of reality than the
intellect. He used fantasy to inspire this potent capacity of the human mind.
Chapter two covers ER Eddison, mostly via investigation of archival holdings
relating to him. It opens with a general introductontEd di sonodThe fi rst nov
Worm Ouroborosand goes on to offer a similar explanation of the tone and content
of his later, lesseknown works, the Zimiamvia cycle. With this information in place,
the phil osophical C ont ed struck by thE pecteivedo n 6 s no v
inadequacies of conventional moral definitions, Eddison used a fantasy world to
propose a fulkcale revision of moral philosophy. His ideas, and their applicability to
the real world, are further illustrated by his correspondetgaling with World War
[ Eddi son6és views on reality as a whol e,

of a single, immutable central ideal, are then discussed. Eddison is shown to have had



a highly optimistic, rather than escapist, view of thivense, and to have used
fantasy to show that perception more clearly than realism could have permitted.
Chapter three deals with HP Lovecraft.
introduced in the context of his deep regard for his own regional (New England)
history and his simultaneous secular materialist convictions; he was attempting to
build a world in which the two could be constructively combined. His depiction of
humanityods relationship with the universe
claimed heéhad no interest in humanity, but many of his best and moskwelin
stories are found to express clear, albeit narrowly and exclusively focused, humanistic
morality. This contradiction is explained by revisiting the conflict between intense
parochialismand materialism in his stories and essays. Lovecraft wanted New
England to survive as an eternal, almost spiritual truth, but could not see how this was
possible in a universe that could entertain any such teleology. His fantasy world
emerged as part ohainsuccessful attempt to reconcile this tension.
Chapter four examines Mervyn Peake, whose fantasy world of Gormenghast is
examined in detail and found to be working on entirely different principles to reality,
serving to thwart personal identity and wed individuals to functions of an
institution. From there, the controversial question of whether or not Gormenghast can
be considered Gothic literature is examined. Gothicism is interpreted broadly as
literature concerned with the remoteness of metaplysighs, and by that
definition, Peakeb6s world clearly falls in-
nature of the metaphysical truth missing from Gormenghast, which is answered via
reference to Peakeds br oadirrealitpas Bepkeof wor k:
saw it, human being suffer potentially insurmountable emotional and spiritual
isolation from one another. The fictional castle therefore serves to illustrate what
Peake saw as a profound flaw in the real world.
A concluding chapter ates a core similarity between these four authors:
each one was meditating on the fundamental strengths and weaknesses of reality, an
undertaking that required its participants to look at reality from the outside. Hence
they created fantasy worlds whehe tcornerstones of reality, and perceived threats to
it, were thrown into high relief. Worltuilding is therefore situated as a conservative
form of literature, but one that allows the testing and critiquing of, rather than escape

from, reality.
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Introduction

In 1988, American writer Bob Salvatore received a telephone call from his editor
asking if he could write a new character into the proposal for a fantasy novel he had
recently submitted. He said yes, hedd get
responded that she would need an immediate answer. At the very least, shemeeded t
know the charactero6s name.
On the spot, Salvatore replied, ADrizzt
N6babshezbaernon, Eighth House of Menzoberr
The novel,The Crystal Shardvas published later that year and did very well,
chielybecause of Drizzt, who was described by
will enjoy getting to knowo (Bunnell 79) .
on to be the central character in sixteen more books by Salvatore, who at his
publ i s hestiordtgok theupgname RA Salvatore, considered more suitable,
apparently, for the author of books about a character who has grown into a calm,
calculating anthero. Salvatore is now the very bankable author of some seventy
novels, which turn up routely on bestseller lists. A decade after writifige Crystal
Shard tiring of Drizzt for the moment, he created a new fantasy world which he said
would be Agood for another fifteen to twen
exploredo (Varovneg2dBRA Salvatore
Salvatoreds method of work is indicatiyv
demand for fantasy literature has been supplied. Salvatore and his colleagues are
professionals writing fantasy because their publishers know it will sell. There are any
number of such authors working right now across the world, many of them using
intellectual properties fantasy worlds and fantasy charactemvned by publishers
and |icensed to writers as the need for ne
place ina fantasy world, the Forgotten Realms of Faerun, originally created by
Canadian fantasy fan Ed Greenwood in the |
112). According to the bibliographic website fantasticfiction.co.uk, the number of
novels, short story compiat i on s, omni buses, gazeteers an
relating to the Forgotten Realms exceeds three hundred. Around forty authors have

contributed to this line of product.



The Forgotten Realms novels can fairly be reckoned as pulp literature.
Although we must take care to extend Salvatore and his colleagues the courtesy of
assuming that they are sedfspecting wordsmiths out to produce credible pieces of
popular fiction, their books exhibit few pretensions to enduring literary merit. Authors
chroniclingadventures in the Forgotten Realms are producing light entertainment,
something that it is by no means wrdngr easyi to do. Their method of working,
however, demonstrates a clear trend; to write fantasy, you need to have or create an
imaginary world vith its own geography, demography and history. Once that world
exists, you visit its cities, nations, characters and historical epochs until you run out of
nooks and crannies to explore, or the publisher becomes disenchanted with the sales
figures. This mdel is employed by authors who have created their own fantasy
worlds as well as those writing to order. Having created the world of Valdemar in the
late 1980s, Mercedes Lackey has written over thirty books exploring it. This is how
modern commercial fantasvorks.

JRR Tolkien established this trend, by and large sihglededly. His richly
imagined secondary world of Middearth has become the blueprint for a huge
proportion of subsequent fantasy writers (Grant 393). Since the publicafitw of
Lord of the Ringan 19531 or more correctly, since its American paperback
publication some fifteen years lateit has become possible to talk about a
stereotypical fantasy world, which is usually a broadly medieval place peopled by
warring goblins and elves, treir close equivalents, while wizards and dragons
pursue their own agendas with the aid of small bands of (often unexpectedly) heroic
agents.

Certainly, the novels set in the Forgotten Realms follow this pattern very
closely. Dr i z zt ritdd elonbbtechan nwith ne home, dccustomedte
adventuring alone in the wilderness, noted for his signature bladed weapon. Attentive
Middleee ar t h f ans wi | | note the parallels with
cl ai med that he tsbbetwdes Daoyth [aidther,zegstpopales fa cr o
Forgotten Realmsharacter] and Aragorn froffhe Lord of the Rings ( Wei nl ei n 80
Other heroes in the Forgotten Realms enjoy the advice and encouragement of an
unflappable, itinerant, pipemoking, apparently unkible wizard, EIminster of
Shadowdal e, whose |ikeness to Tol kiends Ga
similar character, Fizban the Fabulous, makes regular appearances in another multi
authored fantasy series from the same publisheDthgonlancebooks. These tell of



the adventures of the Heroes of the Lance, a band of dwarfs, elves and warriors of
various fictional nations working to thwart the overwhelming reptilian armies of the
evil Dragon Highlords. Many of theragonlancenovels (which, likehose of the
Forgotten Realmswumber in the hundreds) feature a map of Ansalon, the fictional
continent across which this war is fought (Hickman and Weissl0B82. Such aids to
the imagination are all but expected by contemporary fantasy fans.

Thistradi ti on of O0genre fantasy®d has become
commercially successful. As a result, Tolkienesque characters, races and narrative
patterns have proliferated across other media. The most recent film adaptation of
Lewi s CAlicelookk, hdated for the screen by Linda Woolverton and released
in 2010, has imposed a new plot on Carroll
conventions and stereotypes of postkienian genre fantasy: the Red Queen has
conquered Wonderland with an armygdakice, the Mad Hatter and the Cheshire Cat
embark on a covert paramilitary mission to
only conforms to a very conventional geffia@tasy plot, but also displays the implicit
assumption that Wonderland, being a faptavorld, operates in the same manner as
Middle-earth, as a unified, mappable geographical space governed by fueding kings
and princes of varying moral standing, each attempting to use magical artifacts to tip
political and military proceedins in their fanr. What has happened here is that
Lewis Carr ol | 6 slikegntasy load heen adaptet todcon®ran to-post
Tolkienian assumptions about how fantasy worlds work. Much the same could be said
about the recent c¢i ne nChroricles cAMNbmipt, fartthato ns o f
matter, of Tol kiends own work. These fil ms
Lewisdés spiritual and philosophical conten
it invented by the screenwriters working under the assumftiat fantasy is about
battles, wizards and warlords, rather than moral discussion or spiritual contemplation.
Such rewriting arguably strips Tol kien and
them from their masproduced offspring, but the sales figa suggest that this is
what the audience wants. As of this writing, a film studio stands ready to spend over
half abilliond ol | ar s a d aThé Hobbifor the dcrken, €anfident of a
robust return on investment (Scherer Al). The cinematicadapt ons oThe Tol ki en
Lord of the Ringsafter all, rewrote the record books in terms of ticket sales. Success

like that is, practically speaking, s¢lffu st i f i ed. Shippey (xvii) q!
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commi ssioning editor of a mafagnagyismasd| i shi ng

mar ket . o

Shi ppeyods justi fi cadRRdokiefAathoroftiee t i t |

Centuryi s t hat Tol ki en dmuswalassicksf drguably thee c o me t
characteristic genre of twentietlentury literature (xviiixix). Furtherindication of
this cultural and commercial phenomenon can be found in the extraordinary success

of Terry Pratchettoés Discworld novel s,

percentage of all sales of papseovelmacek books

prose pantomimes of a sort. They are set in a conscionsgived parody of a
standard fantasy world and populated by stock characters who are well aware of their

conventional functions and make a habit of commenting on it with ironical self

awareness, as does Pratchettbds voice as

are caricatures of Tol ki ends Gi mli; t her e

which nondwarf characters speculate as to how female and male dwarfs could

possbl y tell each other apart (the perplexed

matter). Given the modern media environment, Pratchett can be confident that this sly
joke about the profusion of mailad, axeweilding, luxuriantly bearded dwarf

warriors ingenre fantasy will be caught. The fact that his novels comfortably
outnumber and outsell many of the fantasies they parody stands as eloquent
vindication of that confidence.

Thoseworldbui | ders who try to step out of

way that concedes a continuing debt to him. Novelty value in genre fantasy is
typically sought through the reorganisation, rather than abandonment, of Tolkienian
stereotypes. ThBark Sunnovels, for example, take place in a world specifically
designed to comdict those stereotypes; dwarves are ckaven, elves are

nomadic, utilitarian savages, the technology is akin to that of the late Stone Age, the
dominant terrain is desert and wasteland, and the morality of the characters depends
largely on the reliaibty of their water supply. What is interesting is that the designers
of this world, Timothy Brown and Troy Denning, instinctively saw fit to consider

their portrayal of dwarves and elves, to deprive them of their magic swords and
stereotypical nobilityand indeed to deliberately sit down and create a separate,
invented geographical stage for his work ([reek Sunworld, Athas, is mapped as

faithfully as Ansalon or Middlearth). These characteristics indicate who their

greatest influence really is. Tolke n6s bl ueprint i s accepted
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but because two or three generations of fans and writers have grown up thoroughly
immersed in his books and those of the writers immediately and powerfully
influenced by him, and tend to accept hisgplant more or less implicitly. It is very
much part of our cultural fabric. This should be construed as a testimony to the power
of Tol kiends vision.

Tolkien was not, however, the first person to create a new world as a setting
for fiction. Although muclof the popular currency of fantasy may be traced to
attempts to imitate the commercial success and creative methodologies of Tolkien
(and more recently those of JK Rowling), the invention of secondary worlds is a
practice dating much further back in thetbry of literature further, in fact, than the
emergence of any remotely definable fantasy genre, or even the division between
fiction and nonfiction. Whether Homer thought he was creating fiction or history
even if he distinguished between the finig a vexed question, but tldysseyakes
place on a series of invented islands, kingdoms and underworlds for which the
Olympian religion had no definitive scriptural depiction. Likewise, Spenser created
the fictional realm of Gloriana, a place obvigudesigned to represent Britain, but
often in a more allegorical than geographical sense. Indeed, despite the fact that King
Arthur is identified as English and references to real British places are often made in
the stories about him, many of the varicuigerpretations of the Arthuriad present
settings inspired by, rather than genuinely portraying, the real England (Ashley 60
61). In the last two centuries, writers such as George MacDonald, David Lindsay, ER
Eddison, HP Lovecraft, Robert E Howard and MerPeake have all taken it upon
themselves to invent new places and new worlds as stages for their fantasy
adventures. They did so, furthermore, in a time before such literature was fashionable
T before bookshops had large fantasy sections, and befornledrgrofessionals
such as RA Salvatore and Try Denning could go to meetings with outlines for fantasy
trilogies and expect their publishers to instinctively welcome, and indeed solicit, such
proposals.

| am interested in examining how and why writershsags George MacDonald
and Mervyn Peake went about their wedblgilding before the existence of the
Tol kiends methodol ogi cal bl uepri nt-. Fant as
intuitive, requiring the creation of strange new worlds and supemldtats that need
to be both marvellous and believable. To build an entire world that satisfies both
criteria is an arduous undertaking; to create one that resonates with its audience all the
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more so. What | want to examine in this dissertation are #sons writers of fantasy
in the century or so preceditige postTolkienian boom were moved to create self
contained secondary worlds.

What follows is an account of four major prelkienian fantasisté George
MacDonald, ER Eddison, HP Lovecraft and MenBeake. These four were chosen
because they present a very diverse set of imaginations. Here we have here a
Congregationalist cleric, a civil servant, an unemployable poseur, and a struggling,
eccentric painter. MacDon aningapmearstelmseon f or
been to further his relationship with God; Lovecraft was a vociferous and at times
meanspirited materialist. Eddison was the very picture of a dry;stifferlipped
British civil servant, Peake an incurable, sometimes pathetigaliypridly romantic.
Unlike RA Salvatore, none of them seem to have had any commercial imperative or
prodding from their publishers to produce fantasy fiction. And yet all four turned to
writing fantasy and, quickly enough, began the process of vooiilding. My central
research question is why.

After my literature review, this thesis is divided into four main chapters, one
on each of my four authors. The first chapter covers George MacDonald, beginning
with a briefintroduction to his life and works, ars conviction that experiental,
emotional intuition offered the true path to Heaven. This is illustrated with reference
to his major works of fantasy, the novBlsantaste1858) and.ilith (1895) and his
fairytale AThe Gol de mdwsle ygoontoteplain ng | ai d t h
MacDonal dés debt, as both a theologian and
includes discussion of his role in the emergence of the fairytale as an English form
and the controversy over its potential function. | point outMetDonald saw it as
an ideal vessel for his spiritual manifesto, which | revisit in light of his Germanic
education, with reference to fAiThe Gol den K.
di scuss aspects of MacDonal doésntdismfe that d
such an attractive idea. The chapter concl
position in the tradition of Christian Platonism, referring especially to his
understanding of the location of the division between reality and invention, and
descriling his debt in this endeavour to Augustinian theodicy. This discussion is
of fered as an il lustration of MacDonal ddés
that reality is empirical, and therefore from any particular faith in realism as a literary
device.He turned to fantasy, | conclude, as an attempt to disengage with rationalism;
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he subsequently built worlds because of their expressive value to his essentially
Romantic theology.

The second chapter addresses ER Eddison, and begins with an explanation of
the tone and content of his novels (which are obscure enough to warrant such an
introduction). EMistress af Mistressgd@3%),8 FishDanet asi e s
in Memison(1941) andThe Mezemtian Ga{@958), forming the tripartite Zimiamvia
cycle, ae given pride of place here, as it is in those works that Eddison did the bulk of
his potent worlebuilding (his earlier novellThe Worm Ouroborqgublished in 1922,
is discussed largely to give context to its successors). | argue that in the Zimiamvian
novels,Eddison was using fantasy to erase his characters neuroses and therefore focus
on the true kernels of their humanity. This chapter draws extensively on my original
archival research on Eddison, about whom there is little scholarly discussion.

Recouse to archival sources reveals a great
ont ol ogi cal ideas, which he used fantasy t.
womenfol k is explained in some detail, as

characters playar uci al role in this illustration. |

of evil, and his suggestion that it did not, in fact, invalidate his point, is also
di scussed. By way of further il lustration,
correspondence dag World War 1l, as these shed a great deal of light on his
intentions as a philosopher and webldilder. The chapter concludes with a
di scussion of which world Eddi son consider
involves a restatement of Eddisonianrooogy and morality. The point is made that
to Eddison, reality was a relative concept; operating on sounder moral principles than
Eart h, Zi miamvia is Omore real 6. This | ead:
secondary worlds because his searclsyonbolic truth required him to shift moral
and ontological goalposts in ways that realism could not allow.

Chapter three deals with the American fantasist HP Lovecraft, and begins with
a briefintroduction to his life and his more noteworthy works. | ggd@explain the
cosmol ogy of Ar kham, Lovecraftdéds distincti:
could never have existed in real life. | define this cosmology as a seculashwitth
centering around evidence of nsamsecuaaf t 6s o
materiali st convictions and using the stor
and AThe Shadow over I nnsmoutho as exampl e

examine the consequences of Lovecraftods ow
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social and moral tone of his worl d. |l go o
humanityds relationship wi t-proclairhed foau® s mos, p:
on norhuman affairs actually required him to pay close attention to how he depicted

humamni ty in his fiction. fAThe Col our out of
l nnsmout ho are used as examples. This | ead:

and how they affect stories such as AThe C.

Horror o0; myheotntbustcoaft swas in fact somet
ant hropol ogistdo. | argue that, in this cap.
to make a plea for soci al and intellectual

Wal | s 0 a n dAtthelVieutaine of Blddhesserve to illustrate his fear that
the destruction of humanity could be destroyed by either progress or regress. This
fear, | argue, is the result of tension between the abiding, essentially spiritual respect
he had for a very specific set human accomplishments and the expansive,
impersonal secular materialism he espoused so strongly. My conclusion is that he
created a world as an arena in which to test the endurance of those accomplishments
in the face of the battering they inescapaitbod to receive from the universe.
The subject of the final chapter of the thesis is the fantasy fiction of Mervyn
Peake. | begin witn examination of Gormenghast as an entirely separate and all
encompassing secondary world specifically designedermsegto stifle plot and
reduce characters to functions of an institution. What Peake has done here, | argue, is
stop time. Peake then places two more recognisably and sympathetically human
characters in this worl d, anhin@dettobe connect
successful, fantasy requires points of human contact. Although biographical evidence
from Peakebs |ife has been presented by ot
unusual fantasy world, | find those explanations unsatisfactoriieRdtexamine the
more controversial suggestion that Peake is a contributor to the Gothic tradition. This
involves an explanation of the essential features of the Gothic tradition, and of the
broad but numerous par al | eéwilbe presdntedPas ak e 6 s
an author centrally concerned with the gap between fact and truth (unlike MacDonald
and Eddison, who create worlds where the two are reconciled). This leads into an
anal ysi s o f-longfastikagod with slandseaedrmami imagery, which
appears in his novels in the form of a remarkable number of water metaphors and
similes. Building on the work of leading Peake scholar G. Peter Winnington, | argue
that this iIs symptomatic of Pemdseds percep
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between isolated human souls, and the necessity (but also the danger and potential
impossibility) of bridging those gaps. This furthers my conclusion that Peake was a
writer preoccupied with metaphysical gaps. Gothic fantasy, with its focus on
alienaton from symbolic truth, was an ideal venue for such discourse. Moving into
the neama nlansl between humanity and its imagination, furthermore, necessitates
world-building to express such a vision.

My overall answer to the question of why these fourexsiof fantasy built
secondary worlds is to critique reality as a whole, rather than any particular aspect of
it. Despite their diverse backgrounds and very different imaginations, all found
themselves dissatisfied with reality on a fundamental, systewét. lin order to
articulate such an comprehensive and elemental critique, all four needed to create
self-contained universes set up on different motivating principles to our own. Realism
does not allow this, so these four writers turned to fantasy aiui)yganough, to
world-building as a method to illustrate the deficiencies of reality.

This is a strategy with an i mportant fu
escape from reality is not necessarily a cowardly act. Fantasy is occasionally accused
of fostering escapism, and it certainly has that capacity. What | demonstrate is that by
setting aside the rules of reality and the notion that realism is the best way of
depicting reality, these authors acquired a rare capacity to examine our posttion wit
it. Such work was done long before there was any commercial imperative for writing
fantasy. Secondayorld fantasy is, and will likely remaim, genre of great cultural
importance, if only because it is written, bought and read in great quantitidhisBu
boom is built on the work of these earlier fantasists who were writing against the
grain rather than with it. Knowing what moved them to make that effort, and to make

Drizzt possible, is therefore important to our understanding of our literaryeultu
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The Theory of Fantasy

Fantasy worlds are not traditionally seen as problematic places. As Peter Hunt
remarks (56), one of the more common functions of fantasy is simplification, and
many secondary worldsby substituting violence for conflict,iéndship for love,
magic for accomplishment and soioaccomplish this very successfully. By situating
the action of a work of fiction in a new and invented environment, writers of such
literature very consciously and clearly place their work within thends of the
impossible. Since definitions and the academic discussions proceeding both to and
from them tend to be more directly concerned with edges and with taxonomising
problematic or borderline cases, few literary critics spend a great deal of time on
secondary worlds, either in terms of constructing general frameworks or examining
specific examples. Instead, theory relating to fantasy and the fantastic has tended to be
preoccupied with examples or subgenres where fantasy elements are less obvious, or
more anomal ous, than they might be taken t.
or Peakeds Gormenghast. I n giving exampl es
work of authors such as Kafka, Cazotte, Poe, Henry James and Hoffman. Others will
championinterpretations of Pynchon or even Stoppard as fantasists.
This has left the emergence and development of an important literary form
largely untouched by theorists and rarely examined by critics. With rare exceptions
such as Peter Hunt and MillicentLéns br i ef compi |l ati on of <cas
Alternative Worlds In Fantasy Fictipscholarly commentary on fantasy has tended
to steer clear of secondary worlds. This lack of emphasis has persisted as secondary
world fantasy has grown into a hugely pervasiublighing concern.
Therefore, building a theoretical framework for a project such as mine is
difficult. There exists a sizeable body of literary history and theory relating to fantasy,
but most of the writers who have contributed to it attack the prauftiverl|d-
building and argue that stories that take place within an artificial worlddtsidethe
purview of any theory pertaining to fantastic literature. One will search the
aforementioned fantasy shelves in contemporary bookshops in vain for they of
supposed fantasy exemplars commonly cited by most theorists. Much of this reticence
can be traced back t o t AleFantadtd, aaStrucwral of Tz v
Approach to a Literary Genrgublished in 1970 and translated into English in3197
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In this book Todorov argues that fantasy literature is a genre built around what he
callsthe fantasticthat period within a narrative in which both the characters and the
reader must guess for themselves whether events are caused by natural ctusalperna
agencyi essentially, théime between something going bump in the night and anyone
finding out what it was (25). Once this matter is cleared up, Todorov argues, a work
of literature becomes eithancanny(if what was going on turned out to be mgrel

odd, in which case the strangeness was simply a result of misapprehension or
imagination on the part of the charactersinarvellous(if the magic was presented

as real). The pure fantastic, he suggests, is present only in a small group of mostly
nineteenth-century works where the question of exactly what it was that went bump in
the night is never wholly answered. The fantastic therefore constitutes a dividing line,
rather than category of its own, in the graphical diagram he constructs to demonstrate
hi s point. By this definition, as | ater
pointed out (for instance, Jackson32), fantasy is not genrebut amodethat

literature adopts.

Todorov argues that for the fantastic, so perceived, to function ate a
must present the events in question as
persons, and much of the remainder of his book is dedicated to clarifying and
examining the consequences of this (33). He reminds readers that a text is a closed
sydem whose elements refer only to each other, rather than to anything from outside.
A written description of, for example, a pencil in a book refers not to a pencil that
may be sitting next to the book on the desk as its owner reads the description, but to
pencils in the way the author intends them to appear and function within the work
(152). Todorov discusses this point to remind his readers that all works of fiction, as a
consequence of their composition, take place within an invented world, in which the
author suffers no external restrictions on his or her decision of what a pencil looks
like, does or even is. Deciding to put a dragon into a book is therefore not so huge a
leap of the imagination as an uninitiated reader or critic might suppose. Nosgthele
since literary language in general and that discussing the fantastic in particular exists
in only notional connection with the world outside the book, making such an
inclusion allows the creation of a fantastic world that is not only dependent on its
written description but in a sensawritten description (92). The fantastic can only
function, Todorov argues, in cases in which the author is using such description to

make assertions he or she intends to be taken seriously, but that are relatethenly to

t ak|
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internal universe of the book by the reader. Fantasy cannot be created via, and should
not be read into, metaphor, compositional flourish, or poetic dévtamust
6actuallyé happen. Todorov is quiye strict
tales, he argues, use the fantastic as a foregrounding technique to emphasise
externally applicable morals that often boil down to mere common sense. The
supernatural in such works is not, he argues, meant to be taken seriously, even within
the world ofthe story. Therefore such works cannot be said to exhibit the fantastic
(64-65). Under strict Todorovian modeling, therefore, most of the work of George
MacDonald would fall outside the definition of fantasy.
Fictional worlds in which the fantastic is &akas read by the characters are
not examples of the fantastic either, Todorov argues, and it is in this manner that he
excludes from his discussion most of the fantasies | wish to examine. This is an
important point. Because the fantastic, by his definitdepends on uncertainty over
whether events are the result of magic or happenstance, worlds in which wizards or
ghosts or giant insects are already perceived as fact by narrators or characters do not
c ount . M&amorphosiske argues, is only faadtic for the first few sentences,
until Gregor Samsa establishes that he has, in fact, turned into anTheectk i e n 6 s
remark in the opening paragraphsibie Hobbitthat hobbits are naturally imbued
with a sort of O0ever ydtoffTodosgan aladmiels) woul d
King Goricebds achi eve méeawWornoQurolosoarthe c al i mmo
very pointedly irrefutable discovery of the existence of a race of sofaitigent
|l i mpets in AThe Shadow o utwokbfEddisstnerdo woul d
Lovecraft outside his definition. Because it is immediately made obvious that those
el ements are supernatur al in nature, Todor
apply to those texts. Eddison and Lovecraft were, in Todorovian temmtisg
marvellous rather than fantastic literature. Todorov does taxonomise the marvellous
(placing works such as those of Eddison an:
marvell ousd, where the super natdepthal i's pr e
(56).
This emphasis on uncertainty, rather than the supernatural, siadlspia non
of the fantastic, would in fact eXhelude mo:
Fantasticwas first published in French in 1970 and therefore comfor{aielyates
the bulk of the postolkienian fantasy boom; there is, in fact, scant reason to expect

Todorov to pay attention to any of that literature. Todorov, who is French and was
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working in an avowedly European context at the close of the 1960s, cay tardl
blamed for drawing his examples from predominantly European sources or for
focusing on issues of uncertainty. Even laying aside issues of chronology and context,
his exclusions are hardly unreasonable or foolish, as work such as that of MacDonald
or Lovecraft is clearly not composed with reference to the sorts of effects or
methodologies Todorov wishes to discuss. In his dimkoworlds, science fiction
writer Stanislaw Lem has sternly criticise:
riddled with logcal flaws, baseless preconceptions and unhelpful examples. Such
criticisms may be valid, but for our pupos:
intent was to analyse literature in which the reader must decide for themselves
whether or not the events question take place in a different world, not that in which
this is made clear from the outset. The upshot of this intension is that his theories, and
those of several theorists who followed him, do not provide an ideal framework for
my research aims.
Notable among such theorists is Rosemary Jackson, who argues that
psychoanalytical theory is crucial to full understanding of the fantastic and criticises
Todorovéds | ack of especi al adherence to th,
vi ews To d owvorkas fusdanientalyrseund, and her book presents more of a
corrective elaboration on his ideas than a refutatioRaltasy: The Literature of
Subversion(1981), she pays considerable attention to the notion that fantasy, as
defined by Todorov, functits only in the presence of inherent uncertainty, dissolving
the links between the signifier and the signified-433. Todorovian fantasy, Jackson
observes, breaks down such links, constructs nothing in their place and goes to
considerable lengths to comnatself with semiotic loose ends; she gives many
examples of fantasy texts that, even in name, seem preoccupied with notions of
invisibility (The Invisible Mah absenceThe Man with no Fadeand vacuity The
Shape of Illusion(22-23). Nonetheless, ahe sees it, fantasy is still engaged with
reality in that it is defined in opposition to it. By presenting things that may or may
not exist, Jackson argues, fantasy allows for the examination and, in ideal
circumstances, s ubyv e seconcermng whatobviusly @oesy 6 s ¢ on:
exist (23). That is a crucial point, echoed by such writers as Peter Hunt (2), but since
the framework of Jacksonés discussion, and

Todorovods, littl e elssmndanworlthfantasistsook 1 s appl
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Much of the rest of Jacksonds theoretic
its malleability of representative paradigms and fascination with vacuity, fantasy

concerns itself with the issue of the construction and desiructipersonal identity.

She is quite adamant that fAto give represe:
possible. Thisrealmisnenhet i ¢, it has no Ohumandé disco
voice in |iterature i s a eclybyiwfitiegsatbook ont r adi

seeking to isolate and interrogate examples of how the uncertainty inherent in the
Todorovian fantastic can subvert real social power structures, Jackson has little time
for |iterature that excl wotbessorttpbpaldarisedincer t ai
literature by MacDonald and Morris operates outside human experience, she argues,
and so cannot be meaningfully subversive. In fact, in her opinion, such literature may
end up bolstering conservatism by providing wiskillme nt and so compensating
for the failings of established orders (1B35). Hence she accords weldilders
little space and less praise. Le Guin and Tolkien come in for particular criticism; the
|l atter i s accused of f oi dotaltai@ah upon his aud
effectséconveniently removed from present
view of the boundaries and proper function of fantasy are, if anything, stricter than
Todorovds, but t K aerideagarenfosyimitedelsns t he s ame
considering secondary worlds.

I n 1981, the same year as JRocskssosndés boo
Rhetoric of the UnrealThis constituted another important contribution to the
Todorovian school, but one presenting similar problems. Openihgawdther
thunderous statement of the existential cr
before, it is felt, has man been so squarely faced with the possible annihilation of
mankind and al | JIRoss provides &detailed imdroductid@uving o k e
into linguistic, textual and general literary theory. Thereafter she offers her own
observations on the Todorovian schema, which she espouses, although she wonders if

a definition hinging on uncertainty is really consistent with such sharp amiteef

(@)

restrictions (65). Il n particular, Todorov
fantasy bothers her, since most texts are at least open to allegorical readings and, as

she points out, Todorovds viewariable t he f ant .
interpretations as to exactly what is going on in a text. Citing Dante and Langland, she
suggests a close kinship between the Todorovian fantastic and the layered and open

meanings of medieval allegory (68). Such ambiguity of interpretation ghe
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argues, surely a feature afiywell-constructed narrative text. Despite making this
criticism, however, BrookRose accepts Todorovds model an
concession that makes much of the rest of her book only loosely applicable to
secondaryworld fantasy.

Unlike Todorov or Jackson, however, BrogRese accords the twentieth
century marvell ous consi dé&heboondotheRihgsent i on,
as the paradigmatic example. However, the arguments presented in this chapter arrive
at adismissalofworlebo ui | di ng just as sharp and thorou
says, used the wrong tools. By employing the marvellous in the creation of a fictional
world which the reader is intended to accept on the same terms as those of the
intratextual world of a realist novel, she argues, Tolkien succeeds only in creating an
unproductive muddle of competing literary techniques and aimsZ28)Y. Meant to
free the i maginations of both writer and r
somewhere imeal space and time, Tolkienian webdilding requires both to
acquaint themselves with a whole new universe, leading to frequent and, she argues,
pointless expository asides. She suggests that the only real effect this information has
istopadoutawvek pl ot by, for example, delaying t
specifically so the orcs can attack them (2&9Hnsequently, she sees the creation of
Middle-earth as a wholly counterproductive feat of the imagination. The primary
effect of worldbuildingis, in her mind, to slow down the action with exposition and
then slow it down again as the characters cope with the consequences of their
dithering. This is not, she insists, a productive or convincing use of the maniellous
wizards exist to give histgiectures, Elves to provide languorous, utopian rest cures
for characters engaged in what is supposed to be an urgent mission, and most of the
invented places on the maps bear no relevance to the plot. Adjectives such as
Airrel evant 0, uini cnotnevrimicnianbg e ot uarnndRofipe ® 8 e qu e n
discussion ofrhe Lord of the Ring&33-255).

Although this is a critique of a single example of the marvellous, she offers
similar criticisms of other secondary worlds. In her chapter on science fib&on s
criticises the exposit Strangerm#ASteaaggkeand i n Robe
and Stani®lbarsavs Leondsensati on for fia real anc
settings fidenudedo o fBycontrasitheovark@dldutgeogr aphy
Vonneguts pr ai sed for its | ack of AGandal fi an
her book are taken up by a def elhecTarnof t he
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of the Screwa work of literature obviously not set in a secondary world. If, however,
infforma i on about a created megatext i s fApoint
realistic discourse and of the marvell ouso
placed in serious doubt. If Broolose finds the appendices and maps in Tolkien
Ai nfeaont(i2l47), what s he -woumetaphohthanbkegine f t he t h
Titus Groan(mentioned nowhere in her book) can be safely left to the imagination.
While she accords the marvellous more space than Jackson does, the result is merely a
more thorough idmissal of secondary worlds.

Something of the same thing can be said of the more sympathetic Neil
Cornwell, who in his booKhe Literary Fantasti€¢ 1 990) al so foll ows To
At rbdialzi ngo (3) | ead. I n the seathd on of his
volume consists of author studies), Cornwell offers various refinements and
el aborations on Todorovés framework. The m
discussion is his breakdown of the Todorovian marvellous into subcategories of the
Awhat ail €0(set in the real world with marvel
Metamorphosig the fairy story (set in a timeless and/or nameless place that is still
purportedly 6ouré world) and firomance fant.
patently atadtol ko ems ®é (40) This | ast categor
the sort of literature | wish to examine. Despite giving my subject a home within the
Todorovian schema, however, Cornwell still quite justifiably focuses his attention on
the fantastic. Bewhere he mentions several welnlgilders in a brief discussion of

6high fantasyo:

Touching on the 6nonsensed of Edward Le.
the allegory of Kingsley and George MacDonald. In the twentieth century, this

line has followe through to embrace religious allegory (CS Lewis), sword

and sorcery (TH White and his modern successors), fantasy of the mind

(Mervyn Peake), faery (Tolkien), animal stories (Richard Adams) and a whole
spectrum of <chil dr endasoéxienderoachsionte. Thi s

faery erotica. (146)

This paragraph, which mentions by name some of the authors | wish to
examine, i's included in an initial brief d

genreso that Cornwel |l e xlycnuasleapter bontammsng | f f r om
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dedicated subchapters on Mikhail Bulgakov, John Banville, Salman Rushdie and Toni
Morrison. Given that this chapter is something of a quest to locate a continuation of
the pure Todorovian fantastic within twentietlntury literéure, his exclusion of
examples of the exotic marvellous is quite understandable, but exclude them he does.
Similarl y, Do rTne Seauationvobtire Odtyltakd ¢hé Rise of
the Fantastic Taland T o b i mMheRemabtie Fastastimoth exanne the
fantastic in particular historical contexts that essentially exclude discussion of world
builders or worldbuilding. Although these books contain valuable individual ideas,
they operate within definitions that makes them very little help for asctgig an
overall theoretical framework for this project. The ghettoisation of fantasy world
building as a subject of literary theory perhaps reaches a high point in the work of TE
Apter, who at the very outsets Bantasy Literature: An Approach to Reglit
explicitly states AThe wor ks -talg, mythors s e d

saga which are either enacted in a world separated from ours spatially or

her

temporall yéor which are i maginative, embl e

Nonet hel es s tiAmfarexcludisg sych worksthat theeia
supposedly supernatural elements are in keeping with the natural laws of their settings
and therefore not actually supernatural or fantasisan itself rather useful in that it
provides a codified definitionfahe sort of works | wish to examine. As Todorov
points out, all works of fiction take place in invented worlds of some sort or other due
to the largely unavoidable complications of composing such texts. A writer of fiction
must create the internal wontd his or her story, and the question of whether or not it
has wizards in it is but a subsidiary, and not necessarily major, element of that task.
What I wish to examine are those works in which such invented worlds clearly
contravene A pitthatisptlsosepvhich acopdraterseme element of the

supernatural or marvellous as inherent in their fictional world and accepted as such by

the characters. Such worl ds ar e, further mo|

invented geographies as stagastheir use of the marvellous. This clearly places

them within Cornwell 6s definition of r oman:

in practice, how usef ul t h aland &and kandrob my  wi | |

Seven Dimensions are clearexamgles such worl ds, as ar e

Zi miamvia, while Lovecraftdés Arkham, al
world, is full enough of skewed preoccupations and demonic extraterrestrials to surely
count as such. Devoid of anything wholly supeat ur al , Peakebs Ti

Eddi
t ho

t us
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perhaps the most troublesome inclusion, al
marvellous, in which proportions are manipulated to ridiculous extremess(5

surely applicable to a story about agé@heratio dynasty inhabiting a geographically
self-contained, millenniald castle with corridors kilometers long. The fact that it is

the alteration of these conditions, rather than the conditions themselves, that strike the
characters as unusual would surelyadin Peakeds work into the c:
wish to examine.

For my purposes, therefore, the Todorovian school of fantasy theory is useful
primarily in that it provides a point of opposition. Its contributing authors have
developed a solid theoretidadsis for the examination of those works they claim to
cover, but their overall framework is inapplicable, often quite explicitly, to the works
| wish to examine. Fantasy as defined by Todorov and his adherents constitutes a
borderland or grey area in whito clear indication exists of where the reader or the
characters stand in relation to reality. Worlds obeying their own invented social and
geographical patterns, and their own invented natural laws, fall on the other side of
this borderland, in the reak of the marvellous, and are accorded scant attention. An
offshoot of this school of thought, championed by Eric Rabkin and construing fantasy
as anything presented to the reader as especially remarkable or astdngithags
Sher | ock Holem®lity (882)1dseedken less helpful. Little Todorovian
theory is concerned with twentietentury fantasy, and none, so far as | can ascertain,
deals with the postolkien fantasy boom of the 1970s and 1980s. Although this rise
in the marketability ofthe genre took place at the same time as the development of the
Todorovian school of fantasy theory, the fact that most such fantasy takes place in
invented worlds of the sort Apter so cogently excludes from her discussion means that
this lack is hardly syrising.

Fortunately there are scholars who offer ideas more clearly applicable to my
subject matter. -sltrorhies 6e q slDyefd@tamytdlBRRi rTyo | ki e
or fantasies (he uses the two terms interchangeably) as those stories whitacake
in worlds other than our own. Despite claiming that this is too broad an area to
justifiably generalise about, he suggests that all such worlds are, fundamentally, the
sameplace Faeri e, or the 6Perilous Real mé, in w
else coexist with real elements such as the sun, stones and mortal men in a way that is
intended to be taken as fact {16). Note, importantly, that this implies that a fantasy

world must inescapably have some kinship with and points of similarity to the
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primary world, and therefore cannot be seen as wholly separate from it. A secondary
world must have at | east a few points of c:
experience: plants must grow, the sun must shine, gravity must pull. The presence of
mortalhuman beings may alone be enough to provide this mundane grounding
(pragmatic and amor al as theyak3uy be, the
world provide a point of reference that his Faustian sor¢@ngs and gargantuan

beetles of burden cannot), Bahtasy is bound to rely on a dialogue between the real

and the unreal. The success of a creator of such worlds does not come from an ability

to get an audience to fisuspend their disbe
ordragons, butfromma abi | ity to inspire fAisecondary b
so, he maintains, a world must be i mbued w
T and in this respect his opinions dovetail with those of Jackson. When it takes place

in the Perilous Ralm, fantasy cannot be simply be, as Rabkin suggests, anything

wholly out of the ordinary, and Tolkien reserves considerable $paice vitrioli for

criticising those fantasies that fall short of his ideals§2% A writer cannot simply

insert wizardor talking animals into a book and call it fantasy. As if anticipating
Jacksondés arguments that secondary worl ds
or psychology, Tolkien labours the point that they do have such a connection given

their genesis in theuman mind, and therefore rejects the notion that fantasy worlds
represent any sort of falsehood. Rat her t h,
and o6not real 6, Tolkien uses the term fiSec
imply thatitowed t s exi stence to the creativity of
world). The strength of this relationship between the real and the invented is crucial to

the success of a secondary world. fAThe kee
fantay it wi | | makeo, he maintains. Al f men r
and men, fairystories aboutfroff i ngs woul d not have arisen. o
construes the genre very differently (and, for my purposes, more applicably) from
JacksonTolkien seems to endorse her notion that fantasy is intricately connected

with reality and is always gesturing back towards it. This link seems to be universally

agreed upon by those who have applied themselves to the quastiome o ne t hi ng
thatcanra&l v be said of fantasyfi, notes Peter F
realityin (2). Tolkien extends this point t

provides an important part of the theoretical basis for my thesis.
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Despite emphasising the reglfantasy symbiosis, however, Tolkien allows
that fantasy and fantastic fiction are clearly distinguishable from reality and realistic
fiction. He is also intrigued by the process by which fantasy and folklore emerge from
the kernels of real life they rafeo. For example, freely admitting that the Norse deity
Thor is an allegorical personification of the abstract concept of thunder, Tolkien
argues that such a reduction only takes us halfway to understanding him and the
people whose imaginations createchhiWe can learn far more, Tolkien insists, by
examining how members of that particular society came to construe thunder as being
associated with a relsearded, supernatural warrblacksmith married to a
personification of valour and locked in eternahiiy with the Frost Giants (2B7).
Tolkien, therefore, openly admits and encourages the notion that fantasy refers to
reality, but argues that being able to isolate specific examples of that connection is
only half the job. To understand a particular eyt we must understand why its
author chose to write fantasy rather than realistic fiction. To take an example from my
own selection of subject authors, it is qu
articulates his cultural conservatism and misgtaismmigrants and foreigners. How
and why he saw fit to endow those foreigners with tentacles, immortality and the
ability to travel through time is a separate and fascinating issue.
Tol ki end6s view of fantasy is tonly | ight
theorists. Todorov, Jackson and Brogkese mention him and his works chiefly in
order to refute their importance, and pay scant heed to his contributions to theoretical
discussion. Another theorist who has recently followed their line of thinking ie Luc
Armitt, who inTheorising The Fantastid996) accords Todorov an entire sub
chapter while spending only a paragraph on Tolkien. She argues that if Tolkien had
read more pyschoanalytical theory, he would have realised that what he was calling
for was arnunrealistically demanding dynamic in which the reader and the writer
could share the same codified dream. Armitt criticises Tolkien quite sharply for his
perceived lack of appreciation of the link between creative writing and dreaming (26).
Todorov, meanwile, is praised for having the insight to construct and concentrate his
di scussion of oOthe f ant as7) Thisdistieclon,a mode r a-
which Armitt observes throughout her book, is held to have reversed the ghettoisation
ofthefanta t i ¢ by invalidating the unhelpful dis
Omainstreamd6 |iterature and allowing indiv

their own merits. Consequently, Armitt suggests, the fantastic can be understood less
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as the sort ofudversive sideline to mimetic literature seen by Jackson and more as a
mechanism for Aopening up subversive space:
work is, she says Adnoften not sufficiently
i s Todortohvroosu gohrse,aknot Tol ki endés, that have
appreciate AThe secondary world as a site
6secondary worl dé, something few other Tod:
Todorovian traditiorof according the device a bare minimum of discussion.
Nonetheless, there are theorists who give Tolkien and his ideas considerable
attention. Edmund Little, in introducing his compilation of author studies,
Fantast 1984), wr it esT ha cMaakpitnegr oefntCGtthleerd Wior | d
criticises Tolkienbs selectivity but uses
twelve pages, Little does not accord himself space for much discussion, although
some of his observations are telling. Contradictireptlsts such as Jackson and
Apter, Little argues that secondary worl ds
admi tted to Fant asyfi Drachla whicvpacesthe such as St .
supernatural in a depiction of Victorian London that is at leashd#d to be very
realistic (910).Fur t her mor e, he observes that #AThe P
duplicated, even in another dimension. It has to be changed. To see how and where it
can be changed is the pur po saeticippesmyhi s st ud:
own. He goes on to examine the issue with regard to his subject authors (his selection
includes Peake) but presents little in the way of an organised framework for, or
overall theory of, the secondary world. A later chapter includes arbfightion of
Tol kiends injunctiodl8against dreamworl ds (
A more substantial contribution to this school of thought is made by WR
Irwin, a writer for whom Armitt has considerable praise (40)The Game of the
Impossiblg1976), Irwinconstruesdntasy in a manner that dovetails much more
neatly with Tolkien than with Todorov. Taking Freudian psychology as his point of
departure, he argues that fantasy is a literary codification of the instinct for creative
play. He addresses the question of thefdf er ence bet ween 6f ant asy
a point of terminology that has remained muddy despite various attempts to clarify it
(much to Cornwell 6s displeasure). l rwin ar .
fiction uses the fantasticthat whch is patently impossiblein a manner that the
reader is intended to construe as a report of fa).(&his directly contravenes
Todorovdos definition, and is at | ogger head
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Apterds he can uhtarddlhyerb e osianitd .t oi Ad rfeafnt asi s

narrative embodying this or that i mpossibi

is is prudent, he will be governed by a discrimination between potential advantage

and disadvantage. Thatistosayhe | | from t he outset think
Thus fantasy becomes a rhetorical device consciously used to draw attention to

certain elements of a literary composition{70). The supernatural must be depicted

as real by being shown to operateapdndently within the bounds of the text as part

of na fully developed and aiwste@sod®dbp usl y per .

rather than as mere windeavessing. What Irwin seems to be calling for here is a
cautious and thorough approach to Tolkiersalkrcreation, an interpretation
supported by hi s -eagheas afihe efampleof teimirbastiorMi d d | e
Viewing fantasy in general and secondary worlds in particular in this manner clearly
puts him at odds with Jackson and Broékese, both oivhom dismiss the secondary
world as a literary device.

Of passing note in relation to Irwin is Ann Swinfen, whose bdodRefence of
Fantasyfeatures a chapter proposing various attributes a secondary world must have
to be fully developed and drawing eramples from the works of such fantasists as
Tolkien, le Guin and Alexander (7). She praises those authors who she sees as
having thoroughly developed their fictional universes and, in a direct contradiction of
BrookeRos e d6s <cr i ti cildsmasreqtiringtedioosexpasition, swggests
that AFor the aut hotbulafaga wits hiess tthoe sitdaeratl
She shys away from theory, however, noting in accordance with Tolkien that there is
no specific recipe or formula thatrcae followed to create a necessarily successful or
satisfying secondary world.

Despite being essentially in accord with Tolkien, Irwin retains some important
points of contact with Todorov. These parallels stem from a common insistence
between Irwin and odorovi and for that matter Tolkiehthat the account of the
internal world of a novel or story must be presented by the author as a report of fact.
For Todorov, the fantastic requires that the narrator and charaetedstherefore the
readeri be unsire as to the nature of events. If the whole affair is being presented as
an allegory or a joke, then the possibility that it is real never presents itself and the
fantastic ceases to function. George MacDonald, interestingly, makes a similar point,

caling the result of such a procedure mere

A
forms of I|iterature, the | east worthydn (Anf

ffi

b
T
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if fantasy is not prtsentsesgodoasahacesuhe. aP
ard Irwin himself spends very little time elaborating on the notiamti-fantasy is
the result of the use of the fantastic for purposes other than the creation of meaningful
and persuasive fantasy-18). In this category he includes allegory, drestories
and, perhaps controversially, fairy tales (Clute also uses the same term to describe
genre fantasy; 393). If readers are meant to surmise, for example, that the marvellous
or supernatur al events underway i thata novel
they are anything other than an illusion, and will therefore not be persuaded by them.
Such | iterature may be fine work, but it f.
highly of the dreanstories of James Branch Cabell but declines to call thetada
(9). Anti-fantasy seems, furthermore, to be a very similar concept to the Todorovian
uncanny, the result of fantastic uncertainty being eventually resolved by means of a
mimetic explanation. A story revealed at any point to be an unusually vivichdrea
L o v e ¢ Tha DreatmQuest of Unkown Kadath f or exampl e, or Noel
cinemati c r e wodhe Wizandgpf Qx fvoulB fallimodath definitions.
|l rwinds value to the current discussion 1is
mateaial that some theorists would decline to examine, but that his ideas provide a
useful conduit whereby some of the ideas of those theorists can be related to that
literature. He clearly establishes some common ground between Todorovians and
Tolkienians byarguing that fantasy, however it is construed, must take place in a
properlyconstructed literary illusion. Where the two camps part company is that
Tolkien, Swinfen and Irwin allow that such an illusion can take the form of the
unambiguous presence of tmarvellous, whereas Todorov, Jackson, Apter and
Armitt have doubts, a least, about whether such illusions can allow, let alone function
in their own right as, fantasy.

An example of this consensus in action
The Wind in Th Willows Grahamauses the Irwinian fantastic to create a world
where a toad can not only yearn for possession of an automobile, but then use one,
however badly, when he gets it. The reader is quite willing to swallow this
impossibility because the wortif The Wind In The Willowisicludes talking,
anthropomorphic animals. Were Toad, upon crashing his motor, to wave a wand and
teleport himself homés omet hi ng JK Rowlingds Harry Pot't
or TH Whiteds Mer |l yniepwbrgM woulvleelraisedget away w
Todorov and Brookd&ose would move the book from the fantastic, if they ever
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placed it there, to the marvellous and have done with it. Jackson would question how
such a random development aids in the subversion of realistic assusngtolkien,
already suspicious of the bedable, would bemoan the sudden loss of inner
consistency and note that the flaw immediately places the reader back in the primary
world. MacDonald would mutter darkly about the burlesque, while Irwin would
probably invoke antifantasy. All, however, would agree that a spell had been,
perhaps paradoxically, broken. Use of the fantastic, however it is defined, cannot be
random. This would seem to be especially true if one is trying to evoke an entirely
new world.l have come across no better encapsulation of this requirement than
Tol kienés call for a fantasy world to have
why this was i mparted before, as Hunt puts
Tol ki en p h20)nsdhe eentralmuestign | am interested in asking.

Another theorist who contributes, rather ideosyncratically, to the Tolkienian
agenda is Karthyn Hume, whose 1984 bbaktasy and Mimesiskes the discussion
in some intriguing new directions. Dedlim g t o use such terminol og
6modedé, Hume argues that fantasy, defined
(20-22), can only profitably be construed as the flip side of mimesis, and that these
t wo Oi mpul ses o6 t en desdflderatu@.eHavingmadasachano st e x a
deliberately inclusive definition, however, Hume follows several other theorists
(notably BrookeRose) by devoting much of her discussion to borderline cases and
examples that support her framework rather than vice ser V o Breakfgat df 6 s
Championsa n d St dRpsprarantz @rsd Guildenstern are Dead recurring
subjects of discussion.

Nonetheless there are sectiong-ahtasy and Mimesishich offer useful
ideas. Although she accords secondary worlds onlsasjpodiscussion, Hume allows
t hat as departures from 6consensus reality
fantasy. Defining them as o0l iterature of v
she differentiateas as augmentative, subtractive or stingdantasy. The presence
of the Ring, for example makd@$e Hobbita work of augmentative fantasy (86). In
gualitative terms, she argues that Tol ki en.
quasisacred powers of the herdevicasismorenoblei dual fi
and convincing than Robert E Howardods use

superhuman Conan (80). These comments cncern only the use of fantasy within
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worlds, however, not fantasy worlds per se, a specific issue she addresseaanly

later:

Works whose fantastic landscape similarly generate action are David

Li ndA&gydigetoArcturuand Geor ge Ranmdleamdal d 6 s
Lilith. In each, there is an idemmponent as well, but it emerges at the end of

the story as a philophy which the characters could be expected to embrace

only after their assumptions had been shattered by the fantastic landscapes and
their adventures therein. The landscapes dictate the adventures. The
protagonists perform acts they never could or woaketperformed on earth

T murder, absorbing the soul of another, and dying while managing to

preserve consciousness. These fantasies could not be transported to other

worlds without altering their essential effect. (160)

Thus, properly employed, a fictiongeography can be of crucial importance
to the text in which it takes place. She spends frustratingly little time developing the
point, which she arrives at as part of a discussion of the applicability of Northrop
Fryebs theory of famastcaerpulse dutitihperhapsteemost t he
explicit endorsement of the secondary world as a fantasy tool to have been published
since Tol ki-tndrsi edsOn. Flati rwoul d easy to over s
attention Hume pays to this particular wdisplays clear common feeling with
Tolkien and Irwin. She is also suspicious of the value of pdwatydled or
rudimentary worlds, dismissing the notion of the human body as a secondary world in
| ssac Aantastiio Jodrreyfor example (159). Thisianother point of
continuity, however inadvertent, with Tol k
after the main offensive by the Todorovian school, showing that literary theory had
not entirely given up on the Perilous Redlmprovided the perils theire are of
sufficient influence on the other elements within the text. Making them so is the rub.

Nor is Hume a lone voice. Over the course of his career Colin Manlove has
produced several books on fantasy, mostly collections of author studies cateigorised
different ways, with some overlap between bddks has examined George
MacDonald in the context of British, Christian and modern fantasy. Manlove is not
overly or overtly concerned with the theoretical side of fantasy, and even a book with
the promisiig title The Impulse of Fantasy Literatuieyet another compilation of
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aut hor studies. Where Hume uses Oi mpul sed
referring to one of the two great drives in the composition of literature, Manlove
employs the term muaimore loosely, using it simply to refer to the desire to use the
supernatural within a text (x). Nonetheld$ee Impulse of Fantasy Literatuie
interesting in that it both covers fantasists who use secondary worlds and fulsomely
praises those who do sorwincingly. Notably, Ursula le Guin, viciously criticised by
Jackson for her conservatism, is praised by Manlove for creating a credible world in
which a conservative manifesto can be meaningfully defendedd¥ X hroughout
the book, Manlove argues thtae impulse to use fantasy comes from delight in
creation, a motive that drives both the author and, more often than not, their
characters. Le Guin, MacDonald, Peake, Tolkien, CS Lewis, E Nesbit and TH White
are all cited as writers who use the fantatsticelebrate freedom, creativity and self
affirmation as positive moral qualities 1in
Steerpi ke and Tol ki ends Sauron seek to ens|
authors themselves, this notion thatdreatg o nedés own worl d i s an
celebration of the world that already exists can be seen as a point of continuity with
Tolkien.

Despite being published in the immediate aftermath of Jackson and Brooke
R o s e 6 s Thb lonpukse of Fantasy Literatudees not engage with either author,
or Todorov himself. Manlove, like Irwin, seems to be fighting for the opposite corner,
attempting to understand authors by developing a theoretical framework in which to
examine them rather than starting with such a éaork and excluding those authors
whose work does not fit into it. Again, like other critics, he has a keen eye for
productive or efficacious uses of fantasy in literature. Interestingly, he is vocally
suspicious of Tol ki en syaimthis nRuenark(®&red 125bi | i ty
126), but he supports the scholarly consensus that the fantastic must be used carefully
in order to have any effect. Similarly, he follows other scholars in his suspicion of
poorlvhandl ed fantasy worl dantasglbapined udmrsod a
of such authors as Lord Dunsany and Peter Beagle.

In light of this widespread consensus on the need for scrupulous consistency
and dedication in the creation of fictional worlds, some of the essays of CS Lewis
become usefuL e wi s6s Vvi ews obuildihgstem i payt froanmdchwo r | d
more general notions of what constitutes good literary composition. He suggests that
to get the most out of a story a reader must be able to imagine the wider world in
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which thatstoryis¢ aki ng place (AOn Storieso 492). Th
crucial; analysis may reveal that cowboy novel and a Victorian baoitiper present
essentially identical plots and casts of characters, but their differing settings, assuming
the write's can effectively evoke their respective worlds, willmake them substantively
different stories. Accordingly, Lewis argues for the inherent potency of fantastic
forms. Although, like Tolkien, he concedes the value of fantasy as a vehicle for
all egoTlyr dédiOWays of Writing for Childreno ¢
supernatural elements of any text must have some innate appeal to the imagination
beyond what they symbolise. A dragon, Lewis argues, is a dragon, not an airborne
repository of symbolic and allegcal connotations, and must spring from and satisfy
that part of the imagination dealing with dragons rather than those cataloging abstract
notions of discord, chaos and destruction. One very clear example Lewis uses is from
The War of the World#\A meredesire to present England with a terribly dangerous,
apparently indomitable foe would not have required HG Wells to look for one on
Mars. The very alienage of the Martians must have served some purpose to his
i magination, and t hraite s0d07)45D 80, for that mattarc e ( A On
must their specific origins, tentacled form, ghoulish method of taking sustenance and
choice of towering, mukiegged fighting machines to press their advantage.
Ultimately, therefore, the inclusion of fantasy iteat, and the form in which that
fantasy presents itself, is crucial to the
Lewis points out, would not be remotely the same story were Jack merely outwitting a
tall, brutish human. What we seem to have hegegall for a conflation of semiotic
paradigm and narrative technique.
Given the importance Lewis places on the integrity and evocation of the world
in which a story takes place, the decision as to how to include, justify and interrelate
the supernaturalements in a fantasy world becomes crucial. He praises, for
exampl e, Tol Hheétardoftlie Riongs k 352200 s and ER Eddi son
Tribute to ER Eddi sono 558) and credits H
while criticising seriousfdut s i n hi s wr i t504h ghese &uhors St or i e s
have made proper worlds, Lewis argues, and deserve applause for doing so. His
standards of best practiceinwelddui | di ng are similar to Tol k
admission (in line with othercholars) that such worlds must be constructed in some
relation to the primary world as the author perceives it, though he views the latter

point from a specifically spiritual per spe
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Hence Lewis proposes a model where the developaral consistency of the
internal world of a text and, in the case of a fantasy world, its supernatural and
preternatural elementsare quite central to the process of literary composition. This
model , in keeping with Ttheltheorigswheswomd ews as
follow them, also allows that such matters will inescapably be addressed in relation to
the writerédés understanding of the real wor
agree that in creating an imaginary world an author malst his or her world
building seriously and present the finished product to his or her audience as a report
of fact. The overall consensus, even among the large number of theorists who decline
to actively concern themselves with the issue, is that wWailding is a serious
business not to be played at. It must be approached carefully and thoroughly, with
simultaneous consideration of various tactical and strategic concerns, and will
inherently illustrate criticisms of the real world as the author sees it

It is with this model of worlebuilding in mind that the remainder of this thesis
has been written. Tol kiends -maflénsii ti on of
between humanity and its own imagination is as useful a definition as | have yet come
acres s , |l rwinds ideas about the rhetorical ceé
insistences that such elements must be entirely central to a work of literature are also
highly valuable. In order to answer the question of how these worlds came to be,
therefore, close attention must be paid to what supernatural elements the authors
included in their work, what nesupernatural elements were excluded, and what
motivated the authors to make those decisions. What follows is an attempt to answer

those questions
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George MacDonal dbés I ntellectt

Although fantasy is in many respects as old as literature, its existence as a recognised,

distinct genre is fairly recent. There are enough supernatural elements in the Homeric

epics to count the poems as w®of fantasy, but it is highly unlikely that Homer

would have viewed his works as such. Much the same could be said of the poets who

composed the various parts of the Arthuriad, or of other medieval writers such as

those who contributed ®eowulf As with many components of modern literature,

fantasy as we understand it today is a relatively new phenomenon emerging out of a

long tradition of antecedents. Those antecedents should be acknowledged, but they

cannot be reckoned as earlier examples of the #antg even by justifiable

generalisation. For most of literary history there was no significant or conscious

division between fantasy and realism. Therefore a panel discussion featuring Homer,

a Beowulfcontributor, William Langland, CS Lewis, Ursula leiG and JK Rowling

would not be a meeting of like minds.
The rise of the novel as a popular literary form in the late eighteenth and early

nineteenth centuries altered both popular and literary perceptions of fantasy by

creating a literary form in whicllpy and large, realism was the norm. Although some

of the great eighteenttentury novels were Gothic fantasies, the novel distinguished

itself in part by being a literary form which purported to depict the real world in

action. Those writing fantasy in tiéneteenth and twentieth centuries therefore did

SO as a conscious decision to break with the literary norm, a decision that the

Arthurian andBeowulfpoets did not have to mak&mong the earlier Anglophone

writers to make this choice was Scottish cleravelist George MacDonald, a man

whose work would become fa highly signific.

establish him as fia key ancestor of genre °

also been an acknowledged influence on other popular fansststas Madeline

L6OEngl e and Maurice Sendak -AIMc Gi |l Il i s fAFant

demonstrating the length and breadth of his reach. A great deal of modern fantasy has

been coloured by this manés ideas, and his
The ideas wertarge ones. MacDonald used fantasy to promulgate a highly

idiosyncratic brand of Christianity, having stumbled on the form through his youthful

exploration of German Romanticism. The value of fantasy to MacDonald, it seems,
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was that it afforded him the #iby to shift onotological and epistemological goalposts

in a manner that realism would not permit. This demonstrates that-lughtting

was, from a very early stage in its development, implicitly used as a method of
critiquing the real world, and ourpec e pt i ons of i1 t. I n MacDonal
critiques were entirely deliberate. This man looked at the world in a way realism

simply could not support.

The Case for Intellectual Euthanasia
George MacDonald (182#905) was a prolific and multifaceted writ®ho produced
many works of poetry, fiction and ndittion. Of central interest is his fiction; he
wrote numerous short stories and some forty novels, the bulk of them realistic works
of didactic intent. A Congregationalist clergyman, he was dismiseadfrs pulpit
after accusations of heterodoxy. Despite t
wor k, and preach | s h@dorge MacDonal@d).dle or ot her
principle medium he chose was literature. Most of his novels were stories oflite i
native Scotland, usually designed to demonstrate religious ideas, and many can be
characterised as extended homilies or fictionalised sermons, often fairly
straightforward, albeit wekxecuted (Wolff 305). But alongside numerous
0i mpr ovi ntptitlbsdkeAes Borbesiof HowgleandT he Vi car6s Daugh
MacDonald produced a smaller number of remarkable works of Christian fantasy. In
addition to his two fantasy noveBhantastesndLilith, and some additional fantasy
novels for children, hproduced as many as a dozen short fairy tales (the precise
number varies according to definition), mo.
these, perhaps, that he came closest to articulating his own idiosyncratic and
demanding brand of Christianity. Carily, they seem to have lasted better than the
ot her sections of his |iterary corpus. Ma c
remarkable confluence of religious, historical, folkloric, philosophical and
biographical influences that requireand toa significant extent resigtextensive
examination.
To those raised on the Tolkienian model of the secondary world as a mapped,
codified fictional geography serving as a stage for objedtasged adventures making
up an fAembl emat i cachDiosntad rdyos (f Amttears y2 )w,orM d s
indistinct placesPhantaste$1858) takes place in Fairy Land, a world of forests,
ogres, fairies, kobolds and crypticaltyinded, wizardly helpers who live in cottages
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that stop just short of being made of girigead. It is only in the last few pages of
Phantasteshat the hero, Anodos, conclusively establishes that he has actually
traveled somewhere rather than having merely dreamt his adve#tnoe®s is
drawn into Fairy Land by the spirit of his fairy gregandmother. There he searches
for the White Lady, an animated statue for whom he feels unaccountable but intense
sexual desire. He also seeks a way to rid himself of the Shadow, a sinister, stalking
doppleganger of shifting symbolic significance. Thege threads link together a
series of otherwise largely unconnected adventénesdos is caught up in a feud
between tree spirits (384), sojourns in a deserted fairy palace-{2D), relives parts
of his own life (136138), helps a pair of adopted brath&ght marauding giants
(146-157) and is killed rescuing a sacrificial victim from a widte monster (173
177). Remaining conscious and articulate in his grave, he is vocally pleased with
himself. His resurrection back into the primary world afterdtweeks in Fairy Land
comes as somethingofa-tttown, def erring a fAgreat goodo
already earned.

Written thirty-seven years latekjlith (1895) follows a broadly similar
pattern. The hero, Vane, is drawn from his Oxfordshire mansto the distinctly
menacing Land of Seven Dimensions by Mister Raven, a curious man who appears as
a bird when viewed from the front and an old man when seen from behind. Led to
Ravends cottage, Vane i s i-hkecouckeed mosb sl eep
already occupied by sleepers. Disgusted by the suggestion, Vane spends much of the
rest of the novel running backwards and forwards across the Land of Seven
Dimensions, having unnerving and often quite terrifying adventures and occasionally
returning to the primary world. He retraces his own footsteps often enough for a
rough fictional geography to be establisfigtie Bad Burrows (22231), the Evil
Wood (231234) and the hotstream (2268 0) cl ear ly | i e between F
and the venakruel city of Bulika. The overall episodic, indistinct effect is the same
asinPhantastes however; it is only in the second
adventures begin to have some direction. Mister Raven unmasks himself as Adam, the
first man of Edaic mythology, and continues to entreat Vane to submit to deathly
sleep in his cellar, while Vane himself becomes involved with the ewitlsh®n
Lilith. Via an enormously complicated set of symbolic mistakes, defeats, victories and
catharses,bothVaneal Li |l i th are eventually prevail e
cellar. They wake from this sleep to a fictional world vastly changed for the better,
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but rather than enjoying this victory, Vane is unceremoniously dumped back into the

primary world. There he palers the existential quandaries of his adventures and

wai t s, for what he 1 s not entirely sur e, i
edifying and onerous. Only the profound alterations to his perception of reality remain

as proof that anything actualhappened to him.

MacDonald also wrote a number of shorter fairytales, which can be best
introduced by way of a brief synopsis of t
This is the story of Mossy and Tangle, a boy and girl who find the titular keyend a
subsequently drawn into Fairy Land by curious airborne fish. They are guided to the
cottage of Grandmother, a wizardly woman who bathes and feeds them before
sending them off on a quest for the lock that the key fits. During this quest, which
takes theiwhole lives, they are separated, before being reunited
in time to climb the stairs to the | and fr.
the narrator comments contentedly, @A | thi
long, transformative trek fput a magical artifact back where it belongs is said to
have been an i nTheloe ofthe RipggMa Il kv e,n6fLogi c of

Fantasyo 233). Tolkien certainly admired M.
di fference bet we e nddiekathis mappedntberéaderisvor ks. Mi
i mplicitly invited to trace Frodods journe;
and citadel s. By contrast, MacDonal dés f an

unmappable places studded with folkloric archetypesaaaighty symbolism,
through which protagonists wander, seeming
PhantastesLiithand MacDonal ddés fairy tales (as
wor ks, not abl y AtthedBack d¢f ihé NbnthaAindre all tmselye |
plotted works strung together by a search for something undefined and seemingly
unattainable. Mossy and Tangle search for the land from whence the shadows fall;
exactly why is never made clear, but their desire to find it keeps them searching for an
entire |ifetime before their youth is magi
unified; he runs to and fro across the Land of Seven Dimensions on a series of
compulsive searches and errands, none of which end remotely well until he and his
demonicprisoner Lilith both agree to surrender to placid quigsith in the tomitike
cell ar of Ravendés cottage.
The search, not the discovery, is the thing. Anodos, restored to life on his
return to the real world, feels curiously edified by his adventurgstdébem not
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having apparently come to anything; the pursuit of the White Lady that has bound his
adventures together peters out with the di
Keyd concludes with Mossy and Thatonglde ¢ o mme
the land from whence the shadows fall. Vane in particular is left struggling with open
ended existential questions and wondering what, if anything, he has accomplished,
never returning to the garret room in his house that contains the portal to th
secondary worl d. MacDonal dés fantasies are
del i berately so. Fl i eger42)(hasMotadthati My s hibsi s m
indistinctness and loose ends are quite central to its messageeQjezhplots &
something of a feature of his contribution to the genre.

This would be in keeping with MacDonal d
intimately tied up with Christianity. Although he only ever held one official position
within the ministry, and that only bfflg, MacDonald was a confirmed and active
Christian who had the motto ACourage! God
inscribed upon a bookplate with a depictio
faith was his great motivating force, and hisad about God and the best ways of
relating to him need to be examined in some detail. His devotional writings are still
read for their original purpose in evangelical circles, and it is indicative of his
reputation that one biographer saw fitto noteiinsh i nt r oducti on t hat ¢
beli eve MacDonal dés fantasies may be cont e
doctrinal considerations and appreciate their purely literary stature and Jungian
patt er n6&eorge MatDenalaxii). In light of MacDond d 6 s r el i gi ous
following, it may be worth stating that what follows is an attempt to explain
MacDonal dés way of thinking and writing fr.
explain MacDonal dés faith, and hitissnotuse of
my intention to endorse or attack either the message or the medium. MacDonald was
a man of faith, however, and is chiefly remembered as such today.

Not that he thought so himself. Unable to countenance the stern Calvinist God
of his upbringingn northern Scotland, MacDonald experienced a serious crisis of
faith in his teens and spent much of his early life trying to decide if he really counted
as a Christian at all. His correspondence, however, reveals that this struggle was not
that of a marsearching for a god he could believe in or rejecting an ideology foisted
upon him in childhoodi | t hink | am a Christiano, he wr
21, Athough one of the weakest é
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éeMy error seems to be al wananplatiegar chi ng
the truths of the gospel which are such as produce faith and confidence. But |

trust that if God has led me to Christ, He will keep me there. My mind is often

very confused. | have made more progiessuch since | began to pray more
earnestlyfor the spirit of God to guide me. Pray that | may not be that hateful

t hi ng, a | uk eAwBxpressidofrChasattér;ahe Letiers(of

George MacDonald 1).

These sentimenisa niggling suspicion that one is ultimately incapable of
living up to axiomatic minimum standards of behaviour or bélibéar a strong
similarity to some manifestations of what is now termed clinical depression.
MacDonald was not questioning the truth or value of Christianity but his own ability
to live up to its idealso any worthwhile extent. Failure to do so would be, as he said,
hateful. Whether or not this train of thought is open to a psychological diagnosis,
MacDonald passionatelyantedto be Christian and spent his youth striving to satisfy
himself that he was.

The coping strategy MacDonald adopted in order to deal with this youthful
crisis of faith would have fareaching consequences on his life, and his writing, and
therefore his worlébuilding. By his thirties, when he began writing, this conflict
seems tdnave largely been abated by a realisation of the need to take matters of faith
as, indeed, exactly that. A genuine Christiaand the passage quoted above is clearly
the work of such a persémeed not worry, he concluded, about quirks and eddies in
ther faith. ATo the perfectly holy mindo, he
ascertain that that was what he possessed
(Expression of Charactek8-19). Faith trumped doctrinal adherence, theological
nicety, sectaen taxonomy and, above all, objective argument. This is not to say he
dismissed all such concerhne x pr essing irritation at those
vain, he could dash off scriptural support for his position, in the original Greek, from
memory (1B) 71 but such things were secondary concerns to an emotional, somewhat
transcendeomtradt faupposd&o, he cautioned an i
appears to have missed the point of one of
itissaidseandso i n a booké. You cannot have such p
or the truth of the Gospel story as you can have of a proposition in Euclid or a
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chemical e X A®1). Faithenad ttodtake tHe pl&ce of such proof. Crises of
faith, he explained, wert® be accepted and indeed welcomed in that they would, in

the righteous soul and MacDonald, despite his Calvinist upbringing, scarcely
acknowledged the existence of any other Kinelad to a closer and improved
appreciation of God. So confident was li¢his platform that he preached it to his
daughter Mary as he lay dangerously ill with tuberculosis, a disease he would contend
with repeatedly during his life, afflicting either himself or his loved ones; it would kill
Mary several years later (1491;see also HeirnGeorge MacDonal@26-229).

This eschewing of objective or even conscious argument over matters of faith
was not, however, to be taken as a license for carelessness or religious complacency.
Nor was it a call for mere doctrinal observanceg@ast of all, a suggestion that a
good person could draw a line under the assumption that God would mend all and
then go about their temporal business in a state of spiritual security. That was the very
form of lukewarm Christianity that MacDonald fousd hateful. Unavoidably
separated from God in this lifetime, peopbkdto work towards a closer relationship
with Him, but the most effective way of doing so was simply to genuinely and
consistently yearn for such a relationship. What MacDonald wasg#dif was the
abandonment of conscious intellectual effort in religious contemplation and its
replacement with a more emotional, intuitive epistemological method. This would
have two beneficial effects. Firstly, it would grant a level of appreciatiomeof t
spiritual and metaphysical import of the Christian message that would bring the
believer closer to God than rationalised acquiescence to intellectual positions or
sectarian manifestos ever could. Secondly, and more importantly, it would both
prompt andequirean ongoing emotional commitment to God. Religion was too
important a matter to be approached in any other way. This yearning for a closer
connection with the divine could only end with its satisfaction, in death. In the
presence of God, the emotgwould have all the proof they needed.

MacDonald himself believed, furthermore, that such emotional understanding
was virtually the only worthwhile way to apprehend anything. Like many Victorian
clerics he had a grounding in science, having studied ctrgratuniversity, but
unlike most he firmly turned his back on it in adulthood. Not for him the spiritual
edification that others found in natural theology or the codification of the workings of

Creation:
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Human science is but the backward undoing otdpestrywe b of God 6 s
science, works with its back to him, and is always leavingihins intent,

that is, his perfected woikbehind it, always going farther from the point

where his work culminates in revelation. (quoted in ManldMegern Fantasy

63)

Fink (64) and RaepefGeorge MacDonal@47-248) have recognised that
MacDonald embraced transformative biology for its allegorical value; God wished us
to transform into better people just as he wished beasts to transform into stronger
animals. This is ypbably a sensible point to make, but MacDonald seems to have
kept out of most of the scientific controversies that took place during his lifetime,
because he regarded them as more or less spurious. To him, the value of the gospels
lay in their enduring sybolic power, not their historicity (Raep&eorge
MacDonald250-251). Besides, one could not truly appreciate things by reducing
them to objective facts and figures. So at"
rat her than 6k noedatthénotioh af confising tarhidea withirea s c o f
written sermonkxpression of Characted 8 ) . MacDonal dés frequent
on secular literature another string to his bowwere adlibbed rather than read from
notes. He felt that reciting estabkghknowledge, rather than sharing the immediate
emotional effects of its discovery, would be cheating his paying audiences (Hein,

George MacDonald 04).

To MacDonalddés mind, therefore, one rea
sort of rational argumenbfr oneds Chri sti an wastihgiodbd s, but
Christian. The love, mercy, charity and other spiritual qualities associated with
Christianity would naturally emerge as consequences, conscious or otherwise, of this
desire. God loved everyoregually; it was up to us to love Him back. This egalitarian
approach to divine favour landed him in hot water with his congregation in Arundel
where, early in his career, he spent a year preaching in a Congregationalist church.

His parishioners, alreadyding somewhat of an embattled minority in what was a
substantially Catholic community, expected their young minister to toe a fairly strict
sectarian line (RaepeBeorge MacDonald@8). This was not a fortuitous appointment
for a cleric of individualisti@and norrational ideas, and his seemingly imprecise,
opennminded sermons and especially his contention that the Heathen would be

subjected merely to a period of purgatory before admission to héayated on
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many of his flock. It was hinted, then segted, then requested, that he resign
(RaeperGeorge MacDonal@®9-95). The presence of a parishioner from Arundel
among the mourners at his funeral fifty years later (Héagrge MacDonal@99)
indicates that their dissatisfaction with his preaching negsinanimous, but the
dismissal had fareaching effects on his career. Stung by the rejection and unable to
find more liberal ears in the notionally more forgiving religious atmosphere of
Manchester, MacDonald never held another conventional cleridalHtieslesire to
preach, however, remained strong, and he sought new ways of satisfying it that would
also satisfyi and, by his own standards, benéfthe recipients of his preaching.

This was to prove difficult. MacDonald fully appreciated that hedskgreat
deal of his disciples (Heilzeorge MacDonal®19). He has come in for criticism,
sometimes by those generally sympathetic to his manifesto, for asking more than was
reasonable, or for doing so in a flawed or inconsistent way. Some critiosivipegc
the responsibility of a cleric included instruction as well as inspiration, have even
ventured to suggest relief that his official ministerial career was so brief (Manlove,
Christian Fantasyl81). This may be a trifle harsh, but it is certainly faisay that
this wouldbe mystic had trouble explaining, let alone promulgating, his ideas.

The difficulty perhaps lay in the fact that MacDonald was, as a theologian,
trying to rationally explain the spuriousness of rational explanation. In his astimat
the central opponent to be fought in religious instruction was not lack of faith or
doctrinal laxity, but the questioning, doubting, hectoring human intellect. The intellect
worked on an empirical paradigm that sought conclusive, demonstrable peoof as
method of settling arguments, and settled arguments were no help whatsoever in
inspiring the sort of enduring desire he valued as a method of reaching God. In his
essay AA Sketch of I ndividual Deve-dl opment o
held contetion that conventional secular education was a positively hazardous time

in a childds spiritual i f e:

His intellect is seized and possessed by a new spirit. For a time knowledge is
pride; the mere consciousness of knowing the reward of its labour; the eve
recurring, ever passing contact of mind with a new fact is a joy full of
excitement, and promises an endless delight. But ever the thing that is known
sinks into insignificance, save as a step of the endless stair on which he is
climbingi whither he knas not; the unknown draws him; the new fact
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touches his mind, flames up in the contact, and drops dark, a mere fact, on the
heap below. Even the grandeur of law as law, so far from adding fresh

consciousness to his life, causes it no small suffering asd81).

A fact, proven by empirical argument, may be correct, and even useful in a
given context, but it brought its proponent no closer to God, and was therefore no help
in understanding the universe. Although imaginary libraries turn up frequethily in
works, MacDonald was dismissive of the instructive potential of thesnoptural
written word. InLilith, Raven scolds the young rationalist Vane for equating his large

' ibrary with a rich inner | ife: nothimpoks

a

r e

but a catacomb! o (210). Raven is a |librari.

Dimensions, where things tend to be closer to their true, Godly nature, he is a sexton,

a caretaker of cemeteries. To MacDonal dés |

indeedi where a sexton makes sure dead bodies are properly stowed, a librarian does

the same for books, the corpses of what could have been knowledge had their contents

not been locked down as spiritually vacuous catalogues of rationalistic fact. Since
eathly life was a dislocation from the one central, heavenly source of truth and
happiness, recorded, static facts could not aid the spirit. This idea turns up in
allegorical fashion at various points in his stories, most obviougliith. Enslaved

to arace of very stupid giants who have put him to the rather pointless task-of ring
barking trees, Vane finds himself freed by The Little Ones, a race of childlike elves.
The Little Ones do not reproduce biologicdllthey find their babies, in effect, ingh
cabbage patch and have no real concept of empiricism, measurement or indeed
knowledge in the sense that Vane understands it. He discovers this in a conversation

with their leader, Lona;

5t

Do more boy or girl Dbabies c¢come

5t

They domdbétheowmeod; we go to the

=]

| had found that to ask precisely the same question twice, made them knit their
brows.

| do not knowo, she answered.

1

=]

You can count them, surely!o
We newhat .d®wet shoul dndét | i ke to

=]

t

0]

WO O (

Are there more boys or girls of

be

y o
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1

Why?o

| t woul dnot be smoot h. We would rat|

2

The Little Ones, who never seem to grow up, live in an idyllic woodland
setting, free of greed, selfishness or anxiety, and Vane sojourns witlichsame
time. In time he discovers why there are no adult Little Ones, and why there are no
giant childreri the giants were Little Ones who developed too much of a sense of
self, thought too much, and began eating giant food. One day they simply wake up
giant, completely forgetting their past lives. This fate is the one thing the Little Ones
fear, as they regard the giants, quite justifiably, as stupid, fat, ugly, clumsy and
hopeless, and yet a proportion obegihhem al w.
to grow big they care for nothing but bign
grow any bigger they try to grow fatter. T
(246). Vane equates this with the gathering of temporal wealth, but it doedkaot
much work to allegorise the process as a warning about the corrupting influence of
intellectual knowledge on spiritual and emotional development. The idea is present in
several of Mac Do n alPHahtastessayh Anodoswoarmioraent not ab |
ofstartling clarity, #fAl f doobtdbecrbatedbbyf ul ness
any argumento (62).

At points during his career, therefore, MacDonald found it best for his own
emotional and spiritual webeing, and that of his audience, to retasafar as he
could from the realistic, the conscious and the codified. Deprived of a conventional
ministry, he sought to instruct through fiction, since writing-fionon would be
arguing a point, something he felt loathe to do simply because he aawaside the
point. He did publish three volumesWhspoken Sermonbut did not see them as
especially useful in getting his ideas across to his reddesasiovel or story, one
could insert messages without being too rigidly or directly didactic.ikViittion,
however, there were other complications. Realism also engaged the intellect by
providing points of reference within the bounds of human experience. A reader who
was offered a story set in London or Ameri
Aberdeenshire could all too easily slip back into their-teéened knowledge of the
setting. Then they were merely using their intellect. The sheer quantity of
MacDonal ddos realistic fiction demonstrates
was a fafrom adequate vessel for his message.
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Fantasy, he believed, offered a way to bypass the intellect and speak directly
to the unconscious imagination, which was, the held, the closest thing to a direct link
with God that humanity had. Consequently the imysf the imagination was
inherentlyagoodthingi The best thing you can do for yc
his conscienceo0o, he stated, was Anot to gi:
things that are in himiTthe rmakde alsitmct Himalg i
198). This would open the spiritual and emotional sluices, as it were, bringing on the
sort of religious yearning referred to in Germarseisnsucht the German Romantics
were key influences on MiathaDwudploohgithe f ant ast
reader to consider God in the less conscious or intellectual manner MacDonald felt
useful (ManloveModern Fantas®5-96). What better way to do this, he seems to
have concluded, than by writing about marvellous or impossibleshiSgall
wonder that when he began planninlith after a break from fantasy writing in the
1880s, MacDonald grumbled to his wife abou:
mer e human | awsQGeordedlacDdana@B4)i n Hei n,

The abandonment of huméaws prompted, it seems, an attempt at the
abandonment of almost any other sort of law. Certainly, secondary worlds had to
follow their own postulates, but chiefly as a concession to the reader, who needed

such consistency in order to properly suspendetiesbor conscious thought;

His [ie the writerds] world once invent.
is, that there shall be harmony between the laws by which the new world has

come to exist; and in the process of his creation, the inventor mddtjho

those laws. The moment he forgets one of them, he makes the story, by its

own postulates, incredible. To be able to live a moment in an imagined world,

we must see the laws of its existence obeyed. Those broken, we fall out of it.

(AThe Fagtaat i-WB.OLHMa9s5

Once that concession was made, however, departure from rationalistic frames
of reference was a vi rPhantastesimplysahnotbdnodosds
mapped. On more than one occasion he opens a door and finds himself irein ent
new place with no reference to where he was the previous minute (1204337
This, obviously, would not be possible in a realistic novel or story. Even when he
proceeds across the landscape in a more conventionally intelligible fasdmaoin
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thereis plenty of this in the novél Anodos moves in deliberately random ways. He

says as much himself. Coming across a rive
better than follow it, and see what it mad
MacDonal dbés desiframesbfoefererceaspgoessanal | st i c

way to explaining the weird and wonderful monsters and creatures that Anodos,
Vane, Mossy and Tangle meet. Where his contemporary Charles Kingsley devotes
considerable energy to demonstrating the scientific feasibilitysofvaterbabies,
MacDonal dos fantastic creations rarely mak:
Little Ones inLilith do not give birth, and do not trouble themselves with the question
of how their babies arrive in the wood where they find therRhiartastes Anodos
comes across and recounts the tale of a planet where reproduction takes place in
similar imponderable ways (829). InLilith Vane finds himself assailed by an entire
ecosystem of bizarre autochthonous monsters whose ultimate inabilityrtditma is
T but of coursé a consequence of their aversion to the moonlight in which he walks
(228230))MacDonal dés inventive, implausible fan
zenith in the aeranths that guidbkeyTangl e i
are fish, he asserts, that move through the air as though swimming through it, but they
have feathers like birds and faces like owls. The geibch figure the children call
Grandmother has a tank full of them in her back room, and when she bathks Tang
they are only too happy to serve as animate washcloths. They talk, and at suppertime
beg to be cooked and eaten, emerging from the pot as winged human souls. Christian
symbolism and allegories of martyrdom or rebirth into higher life can be discerned
here, but a casual observer could be excused for dismissing these creatures as semi
comic whimsy.
This refusal to provide explanations is, it seems, quite deliberate (Manlove,
George MacDonald@4-75). MacDonald had no quarrel with Kingslieyn fact he
urgedhis wife Louisa to readhe WateiBabies(Expression of Charactefl)1
possibly because both writers, for all their differences, championed a view of religion
that placed sound epistemology above conduct (Manka@asy Literature of
England170-171).He was, however, using the marvellous in an entirely different
way from Kingsley. MacDonald was depending on the fiat of the marvellous to write
unencumbered by any of the intellectual machinery of humanity, and in doing so
indulged that fiat as far as himagination could take him. To him, the whole point of
fantasy in general, and secondargrld fantasy in particular. was to create an
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indistinct and unknowable imaginative environment that could not be fathomed by the

intellect. Readers would thereforaue little option but to suspend the intellect and let

the story work on fion that part of wus for
| ma gi n a tiithatispthezddiignal, intuitive imagination. The ability to make

this paradigm shift was, to MacDald, the chief measure of maturity and good sense,

as it placed the thinker in a closer relat
Liitho 12 3; see &6).Pactiedupondimdelf, this rBight have been

termed intellectual suicide; praatid upon his readers, the term intellectual euthanasia

seems more appropriate.

The equation of enlightenment with death may seem slightly morbid, but it is

justified given the centrality of death to
sai d Tod ktieenme fittthat most i nspired George Meg
59) . MacDonald was, throughout his |ife, a

observation that one had to die in order to truly live. It was, after all, the only way to

truly get close to Gadand therefore a transformative benediction rather than anything

to be feared (McGillis, AFantasy as Miracl
forward to death, and seldom regarded the personal dislocation it caused as anything

more than a temporary seption (Manlove Modern Fantasy7-58). Those who died

had not lost anything, or indeed been lost to anyaihey were merely undergoing a

transition slightly more quickly than those theégniporarily) left behind (Yamaguchi

103-105). The process of deatkelf might well be unpleasant, but the pain was brief

and needed to be embraced, in much the same way as a bitter tonic, in order to claim
subsequent reward of a second and infinitely greater life in heaven. During the

eighteen days it took for pneumarto claim the life of his teenage son Maurice in

1879, MacDonald prayed for the strength At
MacDonald 492), confident in the knowledge they would be meeting again soon

enough. His patience was sorely tried in @i, when he was buffeted by a

succession of personal tragedies, but his son insisted that he never entirely lost the

wi || to maintain a Aconstant waiting for s

eventual, cat hartic tr apnesende ofod hifnselb m oneds

All my life, I might nearly say, | have been trying to find that one Being, and
to know him consciously present; hope grows and grows with the years that
lead me nearer to the end of my earthly life; and in my best moods it seems
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ever that the only thing worth desiring is that his will be done; that there lies
before me a fullness of life, sufficient to content the giving of a perfect Father,
and that the part of his child is to yield all and see that he does not himself
stand inthe way of the mighty design. (528)

This position comes through in much of his fantasy writing, in which death is
simply a transition to more, different and
being killed towards the end Bhantastes @ amtd comt ent 6 (177). The
can say or think anything after his death demonstrates that MacDonald did not see
death as the end of anything beyond the emotional frustration of separation from God.

I n 6The Golden Keyo, T ahemgtharendireld/esModsttey 6s s e
reader is perhaps meant to assume that their separation is symbolic of one of them

dying before they are reunited on their final climb into a folkloric equivalent of

heaven (Wolff 141)Lilith in particular displays a preoupation with the notion that

death is merely a transition to further, truer life. As a sexton, Mister Raven sees

himself not as a caretaker of the dead but as a steward of those who have adopted a

placid, emotional, intuitive course towards genuine life;

ANone of those you seeo0, he said, dare
just begun to come alive and die. Others had begun to die, that is to come

alive, long before they came to us; and when such are indeed dead, that instant

they will wake and lave us. Almost every night some rise and go. But | will

not say more, for | find my words only mislead yaouhis is the couch that

has been waiting for youo, he ended, po
AWhy just thiso, | sai disbypadegionni ng t
delay.
AFor reasons which one day you will
AWhy not know them now?o
AThat also you wil/|l know when you wa
ABut these are al/|l dead, and | am al

ANot mucho r ej dii rae & imiotinearlysedoxighlo n  wi t

Bl essed be the true |ife that the pause:
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Vane does not understand this, and his misadventures are the result of his
attempts to improve his lot and that of the other charactalsiding the Little Ones)
by means decided upon by intellectual argument. Only when he finally surrenders to
the placid, emotionally contemplative death that Mister Raven has been offering since
the beginning do his troubles cease. He is perhaps handidapghéedeffort by his
unpromising starting poirit he opens his narration of the novel with the proud
statement that he has just graduated from university (187), something MacDonald
himself never actually managed (Zipes 308), or apparently saw any naltleus he
has become accustomed to thinking through his problems rationally. Without wishing
to ignore the considerable debate surroundingi knbtt§ symbolism and
enormously complicated patterns, it must be said that the novel can most easily be
readas the story of an incredulous young rationalist gathering the wisdom and
courage required to sit down Liltsoh u7ts5)up and

Mortality and temporality are deeply implicated in each other. MacDonald did
not believe that delatwas to be feared, and he depicts worlds in which this belief is
actualised. This is in part what led him to abandon realistic geography or demography
in his stories in favour of the timeless, placeless environment of the fairytale. The
preoccupation witlleath and its rituals that was exhibited by so much of Victorian
Britain stemmed in large part, it has been argued, by a crisis of faith in traditional
Christian eschatology and a creeping suspicion that earthly departure might very well
be the end for aoul (Pemberton 36). Killen (¥23) makes a related point, arguing
that the lateVictorian profusion of Gothic narratives involving orphans or other
isolated individuals (to which MacDonald arguably contributed: Byron and Punter,
144-145) reflected the caerns of a society increasingly bereft of the comforting
communality of a shared eschatology. More directly, Wolff (378) notes that suspicion
of intellectualism was considerably more common among Victorian writers than the
notion that death was any sortnediction. Given such an intellectual and cultural
climate, depiction of death as a longed transition to a closer relationship with God
would be difficult to credit in a realistic story. By abandoning such modes in favour
of a fictional universe, MeDonald was better able to promote his idea of death as a
transitional, rather than conclusive, experience.

At ti mes MacDonal dos adherence to the n.
feared leads to oddities in the morality of his works; if death is simpasaage into

more | ife, for example, why is Lilithoés mu
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(Wolff 363-364)? | surmise that MacDonald valued death as a final extinction of the
spiritually irrelevant, conscious, intellectualised prattle he worked satbaitnce
in his fantasies. Certainly, the works themselves would seem to back this up. To
continue her journey through the under wor |
unthinkingly throw herself into a void; it takes her a year to muster the courage (138)
Much can be made of the fact that during his pursuit of the White Lady that ties
together his adventures. Anodos never experiences sexual satisfaction; the conclusion
of the search is when he discovers she is betrothed to another. Anodos is happy not
beause his longing has been satisfied but because he can now abandon the search
that has caused him such profound (and at times seemingly rather unfair) frustration
(Manlove,Fantasy Literature of Englan@2-93; see also Woolf 85). Similarly,
Vaneos tuiesssterd fvoen is repeated attempts to rationalise, articulate and
act upon the world around him after refusi
contemplative proxy death (Wolff 76). MacDonald asks his heroes, and his readers,
not to give up the desrfor, or hopes of attaining, the object of their search, but the
search itself.

Death and pain, therefore, are not evil
This is perhaps a good thing given the increasing outbursts of vidlence
symptomatic, it has beeuggested, of his growing disillusionment with humahnity
in his later novels, particularlylith (Wolff 383-384)Vi I | ai ny i n MacDonal
fantasies comes ultimately not from that which will physically harm the protagonists,
but that which will threatetheir ability to look at the world through innocent,
childlike eyes. I n that | ight, the true pu:
Shadow that is, for much of the book, symbolic of worldly cynicism; under its
influence he sees wondrous fackildren as ordinary, grubby little boys (Raeper,
George MacDonald 49). Far from being a magical or marvellous construct,
therefore, this Shadow c®untermarvellousforcing banality and realism on
Anodosobés view of a wor | dsdehas anintbhgimatevead s and
fanciful wonderland. Irkilith, similar monsters assail the Little Ones, the adorable,
childlike creatures Vane credits with no knowledge but great wisdom, who, if they
think too much, grow into grotesque and morally unsalvagepdies.

|l ndeed, the core didactic purpose of Ma.
particular, seems to have been to rid the readers of their own Shiatioeus

conscious, rational minds, the workings of which could never bring them closer to
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God. Scondary worlds cut the imagination loose in an entirely created realm

unfettered by any of the concerns of the real world. The dreamy, folkloric vagueness

of MacDonal dbés secondary worlds was the ve
make the most of th opportunity. His fantasies, MacDonald hoped, served the same
purpose as Mi st er ke ooeches, offeingthd aadiehicedn of gr a
opportunity to symbolically die, if only briefly and temporarily, into the childlike

bliss of emotional enfhtenment. As a result of this euthanasia of the intellect they

would, he was sure, come to the only conclusion that really mattered.

Folklore and philosophy in the fantasies of George MacDonald
George MacDonal dbés f ant agnulgate hisvidiosycratic eat ed -
spiritual epistemology indeed, looking through his other writings and his life in
general it seems that this was the guiding principle behind almost everything he did.
As we have seen, worluilding was valuable to MacDonaldtimat it enabled him to
set up his own trackless personal cosmos where conscious, rational and intellectual
argument could be abandoned in favour of the sort of emotional intuition he thought
to be the only way to truly appreciate God. Manld®br(stian Fantasyl161-164) has
cited him as an important member of the first generation of Christian fantasists whose
work was intended to guide people to God rather than retell an established, usually
scriptural Christian narrative. In many cases the Christiarenbof his work is only
revealed after some analysis; as Manlove sugg€htisfian Fantasyi81), many of
his stories would perhaps be more readily appreciated by Freud or Jung than by Saint
Paul . In the prdolkien era, the creation of a secondary wagldot an obvious step,
and to take such a step in so innovative and emotionally demanding a way as he did is
still less so. The value of Fairy Land to MacDonald, and his principle reason for
sojourning there, has been established, but this does noineixpVa he discovered it.
That question actually places MacDonald at a very interesting juncture in the history
of literary fantasy in English, and grants him an oddly privileged position in its
development.
In trying to discover where MacDonald picked up Elvish craft, one might
seize upon his Scott i sdtandngreptationforst@iesd t he n.
of brownies, boggart s, Bl oody Bones and Li-
bi ography dealing with Mac@landtditldds chil dho
endorses this idea in its title, O6The Bor d
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as a child MacDonald learned Scottish fairytales and, as an adult, harnessed that
tradition for spiritual ponsrwpre anlg iecidentain  f act
influences on his fantasy writing. MacDonald was raised in a Calvinist enclave in
rural Aberdeenshire, and although he must have absorbed some folkloric ideas, the
reading and discourse in the house was of a predominantly religpbwe. He was
familiar with Bunyan and Milton from childhood, for example, but seemed to recall
little Scottish folklore (RaepeGeorge MacDonal@3). That folklore he did absorb
was of the historical variety; with one ancestor narrowly escaping theaorasat
Glencoe and another maimed a generation later at the Battle of Cullod&n)(16
there was adventure aplenty in his family history without recourse to magic. His son
Greville MacDonald, in his biography of his father, describes the Scottishysimms
as the rock upon which everything else in his life was built, and uses this assertion as
a jumpingoff point for three chapters of discussion about the illustrious and enobling
nature of Gaelic culture. This is the Scotland that MacDonald seemgdacé@ied
away fr om hi sawordtoffclans and tarkams eather than of ghosts and
goblins.

In adulthood, dividing his time between England and Italy, he always
identified himself as a Scotsman and worked hard at maintaining his linkslamthe
wintering in Algiers in 1856 for health reasons, he insisted upon stamping around the
city in full Highland regalia (RaepeGeorge MacDonald 38). At least one writer
has described him as longing for the time when being a member of Clan MacDonald
adually meant something (Wolff 383 8 2 ) . El ements of MacDonal d
Aberdeenshire undoubtedly found their way into his writing. The framing narrative of
his 1865 morality tale 6A Scots Christmas
possibly autolographical episode (17071) in which children mob their father with
kisses in mock punishment for using Scottish dialectal terms in his story. His own
stern but loving Scottish father has been cited as the obvious inspiration for the title
character oDavid Elginbrod(RaeperGeorge MacDonal@2), while the two
schoolmasters the young MacDonald worked under in his native village of Huntly
the first a hectoring disciplinarian, the second much more forgivlmgh turn up,
thinly disguised, irRanald Ba n e r ma n 6 JRa&perpdome MacDonal®@0-
31).

So MacDonald was intensely proud of his homeland, and this upbringing there

left a profound and lasting impression on him. As a writer, however, he was more
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interested i n port realtes thay its$aotasied. Robkd 6 s suppo s

(A"George MacDonal d-b4) ShastpehnSéedroesot hat

debt to Scottish historians and historical novelists is extensive, and noted his regard

for the poetry of Robei@amBmdnandl-Kj | sneayal

141). What is noteworthy for our purposes is the earthly focus of these Scottish

influences. MacDonald returned to Scotland (or rather his somewhat hazy,

romanticised recollections of ScotlandHein, George MacDonald 10) time and

time again in his realistic novels, but it features only incidentally in his fantasies. His

first forayintonoar eal i sti ¢ writing was O0OThe Portent

Celtic folk traditions; AThe Careerm@sy no, a

the Celtic trope of fairies robbing human cradled.ilith, Ravends cottage s

a rocky plain of heather. But that is almost it for overt Scottish themes in his

fairytal es. FI i eger ( AdB)ynakestheBuggestimti s m and

imponderable realms of mystery and magic coexisting with the fields we know are

common in Celtic mythology, suggesting this was an influence on the formation of

Lilith. As William Raeper and Greville MacDonald make clear, however, it was

Celticreality that moved him, not Celti@antasy He did not take to writing fantasy

because of his ancestry. Scottish fairy traditions are present in his writing, but they

were no more of an influence than one would naturally expect of a native Scotsman.
Bycomparisn, continental influences abound.

of supernatural evil demonstrates this point well, as it owes little to the gory,

predominantly utilitarian horrors of Scottish folklore. When MacDonald wishes to

evoke evil, he eschews sucBklItic bogies as the murderous Redcap, who haunts the

old battlefields of Scotland dyeing his cap in the blood of unfortunate travelers, or

6 Rawhead and Bl oody Bonesé, the name given

gnawing the bones of Scottish chédr Instead, he draws upon the spiritual threats of

Old Testament diabolism (aslsith, whose titl e character i s .

or, more commonly, evil witches and fairy stepmothers clearly inspired by the

writings of continental, and predomimtéy German, folklorists such as the Brothers

Gri mm. Defining fairytales as a genre in h
of fers Fredr i ck Udieead tlee suidrermeterxameocofitine weni@ s
(195).

Sever al of MacDo meal dGass eadw no nf aGerryntaanl eosr iag

Light Princesso is a case in point. Il n a n.
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princess is cursed by a witch who was not invited to her christening, leading to an odd

magical affliction; she has no gravity, metaphoticalr literally.

The first awkwardness that resulted from this unhappy privation was, that the
moment the nurse began to float the baby up and down, she flew from her
arms towards the ceiling. Happily the resistance of the air brought her
ascending care#o a close within a foot of it. There she remained, horizontal
as when she | eft her nurseb6s arms, ki ck!
in terror flew to the bell, and begged the footman, who answered it, to bring

the housesteps directly. (1-4.8)

In addition to this seratomic (and recurring) problem, the princess has no
figurative gravity either; she is incapable of taking anything seriously, giggling
hopelessly at military disaster, parental invective and socioeconomic pathos.
Eventually the princgs meets a migrant prince from far away. Through a series of
quietly but unmistakably eroticised nightly swimming sessions in a favoured pond,
the couple fall in |l ove, restoring some of
seeks to destroy the lgdom by prevailing on a mighty underground serpent to suck
all the water out of the land through a hole in the bottom of the pond where the prince
and princess first met. The only solution to this problem, it is learned, is for a man to
plug the hole witthis own body, an undertaking that will obviously cause his death
by drowning (4344). The prince comes to the rescue, resolving to do the honours. He
dies, but is resurrected, and his selfless, irrational devotion, fusing eros and thanatos,
restorestheprncesso6s | ost gravity.

The story is rife with both Christian and Freudian symbolism (Gray 41) but no
attempt is made to deflect the suggestion that the bones of the plot are drawn from the
preexisting Franc&er man tradi ti on of fhH(%M)Welfpi ng Beaut
specifically traces tHrmzessirBrambillhaassoly t o ETA H.
MacDonald certainly knew (119 2 6 ) . Ot hers of MacDonal dés f
AThe Giantdés Hearto and AThe History of P
cousis of German fol kl ore. AThe Gol den Keyo,
in its depiction of two children lost in a trackless woodland, although Mossy and
Tangl eds journey takes them through desert:
(Mendelson 389). MacDbnald also openly admitted that the Old Man Of Fire in
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AThe Gol den Keyo had been | i f Hendcheoh most di
Ofterdingen(quoted in Wolff 146). Although large sectionsRifantastedetray a
considerable debt to Spenser, otbegtions are of patently Germanic ancestry,
notably the embeddadle of Cosmo von Wehrstal (8®8) and the incident with the
kobolds (121122), who Anodos explicitly describes as being drawn from German
folklore. The Shadow brings to mind the very Gerncancept of the doppleganger
(Wolff 65), even if MacDonald makes very original use of the trope. Gray (41) also
cites the Danish Hans Christian Anderson, himself heavily influenced by German
folkloric and Romantic traditions, as a central influenceonMacDa | d 6 s fAThe Li g
Princesso.

In his own distinctive way, MacDonald participated in the promulgation of the
fairytale, a Northern European and more specifically German form, within the
Anglophone world. Tracing the development of this form in the Engjslaking
worl d, and MacDonal dés attitudes and contr
component of the question of why he took to writing in this manner.

The century |l eading up to MacDonal dés b
Englishspeaking fantsists. Although Anglophone fantasy folklore survived the
eighteenth century with the tenacity characteristic of oral traditions (Summerfield xiv
X v ) , c hterdtudeofehe e was for the most part pointedly realistic and
freighted with distinctlysecular Enlightenment morality. Dr Johnson spoke for many:

[1]t may be doubted whether habituating children to seek amusement, almost
exclusively, in a fictitious narrative, has not a direct tendency to weaken the
mental powers. These tales [ie fairysdlare the novels of childhood, and it is
much to be feared that unlimited perusal of them will exhaust the sensibility,
and produce the same listless indifference to the realities of life observable in
older persons who devote their time to this kindeafding. (quoted in
Summerfield 197198)

This mindset persisted well into the nineteenth century. Avery has described
MacDonald as being Aborn into one of the b
booksé[t] he imaginati on i natwas mtattfalfastas hel d
was a |lie and therefore damnably wicked. o
Fairy Taleo 126) . Raeper (fiDiamond and Kil
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would have been exacerbated in a Calvinist enclave of the sort in whidboktad

was raised. The literary fairytale, the dissemination of which obviously depended on
the publishing and commercial infrastructure of the Enlightenment establishment,
struggled in this intellectual climate. Such stories would not start appearingtimp
Britain until the 1820s, originally in the form of translations from German, and
naturally aroused controversy when they did. By the time MacDonald began vriting
and it is perhaps worth noting that all of his short fairytales were first publistied
period 18641882 a debate over the value and even admissibility to the nursery of
the genre had been running for some time. Many writers felt it dangerous to create
stories that merely entertained the fancy and imagination of children, andddeigh
their works with grave and often deeply unsubtle moral lessons. Notable among such
writers were Edgar Taylor and George Cruickshank, who apparently felt it was

necessary to add various topical cautions and moralistic asides to their 1823

translationoflGr i mmés fairytales in order to adapt

George MacDonal@07-309). In the opposite corner, some writers, notably Dickens,
cautioned against stifling the imagination with excessive concessions to topicality or
regimented Issons about duty and obedience. Many of this school of thought agreed
that the genre could be used as a didactic vehicle, but wondered how appropriate it
was to harness that potential. Dickens, the man who killed off Little Nell, argued that,
in a harsh agh often unpleasant world, we should at least leave this bastion of

innocent childhood fancy unassailed by adu!

58).

The debate was complicated in the 1860s by a shift in social perceptions of the
moral standing of thehild. Rather than impressionable innocents easily led astray,
children were increasingly seen as uncorrupted, often highly sentimentalised moral
compasses for their elders (KnoepflmacMamntures into Childlan8-11; see also
Avery,Chi | d h o o d183l36p &his shdt was not universally seen as helpful.
MacDonald for one had his doubts about the angelic cherubs who increasingly came
to characterisemi¥ i ct ori an childrends fiction. As
narrator of hAtthe Badk bfthd NoetmVBirel n o v e |

A fear crosses me, lest, by telling so much about my friend [the child
protagonist Diamond], | should lead people to mistake him for one of those

consequential, priggish little monsters, who are always trying to say clever
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things, and looking to see whether people appreciate them. When a child like
that dies, instead of having a silly book written about them, he should be
stuffed like one of those awful bigeaded fishes you see in museums. But
Diamond never troubled his retabout what people thought of him. (267)

Gray (5052) argues that there are only a few small points of difference
between Diamond and the kind of child MacDonald is complaining about here. This
underl ines the fact t hatntoMaterddycultaré whérs f ai r y
the struggle to agree on the constructive potential of a still relatively new literary form
was taking an interesting, complicating turn. Notwithstanding is aversion to
controversy, MacDonald undoubtedly had an opinion onidbige. The previous
guotation fromAt the Back of the North Wirdkmonstrates a clear engagement with
the question of what sort of behaviour a fairytale can or should impute in its reader.
He can hardly have | acked aTheKingofthe on on hi
Golden Rivera fairytale whose warshearted adolescent hero is contrasted sharply
with his oafishly i mmoral elder brothers.
of translations of the Brothers Grimm, in which he begged that sucmtiles
burdened with the fApremature imitations of
al so have raised MacDonal ddés eyebrows. Tr u
to have kept such opinions to himself. In his biography of the cleric, Raeper cites at
l ength Ruskinés criticisms of #AThe Light P
RaeperGeorge MacDonal@22) but, with regard to the other side of that
correspondence, can only note that Alf Mac
the subject, hedd ot heed hi mo (223).

The pendulum swung fairly conclusively in favour of Ruskin and Dickens
with the publication and Almmecitat Adyvend aig ®
Wonderlandn 1865. MacDonald, interestingly, had a tangential role in its
pubication. He invited Carroll, a family friend, to read the final draft of what was
thencalledA | i ceds Adv e n ttathedviscDahaldichildrgnr(teyearold
Mary MacDonald, OEI fiedéd, was one of Carrol |
accordingtmone bi ographer, A wGdoded MacDomdbs6u si ast i c 0O
157). That such a reading was permitted (indeed, it seems, encouraged) in the house
speaks volumes about MacDonal dbés position
extension his views on thalue of childhood innocence and imaginatiBg.
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insisting on the paramount importance of seeing the world through a prism of
intuitive, childlike wonder, MacDonald placed himself firmly, if not altogether
deliberately, in the camp of those who felt tfatytales should not be used for

overtly didactic or topical purposes. Again, although he went to considerable and
perhaps debilitating lengths to avoid debate and controversy, it is clear that he had
opinions that were applicable to contemporary diseuie agreed with Lewis

Carroll: childlike innocence was valuable for its own sake.

However, where Carroll 6s book engages w
didacticism solely in order to parody it (consider the laboured explanatién, in c e 6 s
Adventures in Waterland 68, f or Al i cPeisoslabal endhe bottle f or a
from which she initially drinks), MacDonald remained convinced that the
inspirational power of the form could be harnessed for spiritually constructive ends.

He may not have put much stockthe later, more sentimentalised view of the
inherently innocent child, but it dovetailed with something similar, which he held

very dear: the notion that the childlike imagination was the part of humanity closest to
God. He viewed early childhood as @&lfaheavenly state:

Neither memory of pain that is past, nor apprehension of pain to come, once

arises to give him the smallest concern. In some way, doubtless very vague,

for his being itself is a bordéand of awful mystery, he is aware of being

surraunded, enfolded with an atmosphere of love; the sky over him is his

mot her s face; the earth that nouri shes
sustentation, the defence of his being, the endless mediation betwixt his needs

and the things that suppligegm, are all one. There is no type so near the

highest idea of relation to a God, as that of the child to its mother. Her face is

God, her bosom nature, her arms are Providéradelovei one lovel to him

an undivided bliss. e(looAp nseknettdéc h2 70)f | ndi v !

Much could be made of this idealised view of motherly love given that
MacDonald lost his own mother Helen to tuberculosis in 1832 when he was only
eight years old (Raepegeorge MacDonal®2). This is a tragic age to endure such a
loss, asMacDonald had to do most of his growing up without direct maternal
affection, yet would have retained at least a few clear memories of his mother, which
he would not have if she had died when he
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groundbreaking boo&n MacDonald is given to charting the possible effects this loss
might have had on the man and his work, and this may not be the best place to
reiterate his arguments. The point to be made here is that he held an idealised
perception of childhood as sometty of a foretaste of heaven, and that children, with
their unquestioning faith in and adoration of a-sefident higher power and their vast

capacity for imagination and emotional openness, were in fact closer to God than

adults. This is symbolised indi wr i t i ngs, notably AThe Gol de

Mossy in the course of her adventures, Tangle meets the Old Man of Fire, an
articulate baby who is constantly arranging and rearranging a set of coloured balls.

Tangle is enthralled for seven years hg tctivity, and its agent:

There was such an awfulness of absolute repose on the face of that child that
Tangle stood dumb before him. He had no smile, but the love in his large grey
eyes was deep as the centre. And with the repose there lay on las face
shimmer of moonlight, which seemed as if any moment it might break into
such a ravishing smile as would cause the beholder to weep himself to death.
But the smile never came, and the moonlight lay there unbroken. For the heart
of the child was too deepif any smile to reach from it to his face.

AAre you the ol dest man of all ?0
awe, ventured to ask.

AYes, | am. |l am very, very ol d.

help everybody. o (140)

The apogee of wisdom drenlightenment is a baby. Raeper has noted that, so
far as MacDonald was concerned, nit 1 s
f ai Gdorge MacDonal@ 49) and therefore, that <chi
life when one was closest to knowingdaimderstanding God. Guiding his flock back
into some approximation of this bl essed
motivations for penning fairytales. As already noted, MacDonald was attracted to
fantasy because it enabled him to bypass the intelldafiaectly stimulate the
imagination. He initially attempted this witthantastesn 1858, but the public mood
was still against writing of this kind,
irritate his son Greville MacDonald seventy years |&286297). However, the
successoAl i ced0s Advent ind8sdemonstraiéa a gravind pabiia
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appetite for fairytales less obviously didactic than those of Taylor and Cruickshank.
Enthused by the possibility of a more receptive audience, Matendarked on a
creative spurt that would see all of his remaining short-taigs written and
published over the next sixteen years.
It is important to note here that MacDonald drew a clear distinction in his
mind between childlikeness and childistme&gain, there is an obvious example of
this within in fairytale corpus, this time
gueen heatedly discuss their daughteroés od:

The king could not help a sigh, which he tried to turn into a cough, saying

Al't 1 s a g o o-leaded)liam guref whethereshelbe ogirk or
not . o

Al't i s a bacec etaldierd® ,t mantsavelrieglhtt he que
prophetic soul into the future.

A6Ti s a goodhahdedotosahedl|l ibgatking.
Ao Ti sthigtolbalidhtf i nger edo, answered the ¢
A6Tis a goodf obitedoftosadaedl thgeatking.
A6Ti s aifbalbeddan ntghe queen; but the ki
Aln facto, said he, with the tone of

which he ha®nly imaginary opponents, and it which, therefore, he has come
offtriumphanti Aii n f act , it i s a gboditediong(aldc

Shortly thereafter the kindgausandi rel ing
Kopy-Keck, are charged with sohgrthe problem.

Their consultation consisted chiefly in propounding and supporting, for the
thousanth time, each his favourite theories. For the condition of the princess
afforded delightful scope for the discussion of every question arising from the
division of thought in fact, all of the Metaphysics of the Chinese Empire.

But its only justice is to say that they did not altogether neglect the discussion

of the practical questiomyhat was to be doned -27)2 6

In fact, they neglect practical questiaitogether, filling several hundred
words with helpless, ephemeral twittering clearly intended as a rather barbed parody
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of objective argument. These people are idiots. Distracted by puerile matters of
definition, logic, and sophistry and hamstrung byadherence to realistic limits on
their aspirations, they are too childish to accomplish anything. Then along comes the
prince, who exhibits an innocent, passionate, tkéddlevotion to clearly unrealisable
ideals of love and marriage (Knoepflmachéenures into ChildlandL33). Despite
the efforts of the evil fairy, his methodo!
Princessd was published wi tAdelarCathcéate f r ami ng
which involves the reawakening of the childlike imaginatn as a cure for a
physical and spiritual mal ai se, a notion d
onadultliterami ndedness o0 (V€mueesiptd Chiaradf2g The
impotence of purely rational, codified learning is alseeetpdly discussed inlith.
At one point in his journey, for example, Vane follows a wondrous firefly guide
provided by Mister Raven. Yearning to touch this strange creature, Vane reaches out
and seizes it, A[b]ut t hakwasdakaspich;al t ook i
dead book with boards outspread | ay cold a
possessing and scrutinising value, therefore, debases all concerned; those who truly
value something merely want it and wonder at it.

Simil afTHe ,Golnddin Keyo, the i mportance of
palpable. The golden key itself has been read as a phallic symbol (Wodi8&33ee
also Gray 47), which certainly makes sense, especially as its possession and use is the
exclusive preserve of theale protagonist Mossy. The fact that the key is held by
children, however, who grow old in the course of their quest but become children
again upon finding and opening the lock it fits, strengthens the interpretation of the
key as symbolic of the creativapiritually significant imagination (Manlové&jodern
Fantasy72-73). Children have this imagination. MacDonald sought to inspire it in
adults as well. It was the only way to God, and therefore the only way to truly
valuable knowledge or growth.

Whereas may earlier writers had tried to pound the square peg of

rationalistic, secular Victorian morality into the round hole of the emotional,

i maginative fairytal e, -iMorgaDahildlkd spidteal c al | f o
guesting seemed tailonadefora ch a vessel . Fantasy, after
i maginationo (Mathews xi ). I n grasping thi:

was embarking on a sort of compositional balancing act. Making things too obvious
would reduce fantasy to just another ineehintellectual system and defeat his whole
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purpose. Consequently, where other English fairy writers laid down such strong,
definite codes that their stories often amounted to little more than moral lectures
(RaeperGeorge MacDonal@®06), MacDonald wouldot even enter into debate on
what his stories Omeant6. ASo |l ong as | th
sit up and bark for himo (AThe Fantastic |

It was the responsibility of the author to keep those dogs barking, and
MacDomm | d 0 s ability to do so seems clear giyv
resonate with readers much more than his realistic novels. The influence of
Phantaste®n CS Lewis is almost proverbial (Wolff® and Knoepflmacher notes in
hisintroductiondé t he 1999 c ompi ICampiete lrairyoTélethista c Do n al d ¢
his other work has fAfadedd by comparison (°
Anglophone fairytale had fallen into the hands of a proponent capable of using itin a
uniquely powerful way.

This synthesis of form and purpose may stem from the fact that much of
MacDonal dés theology sprang from the same
Quite where MacDonald first came across the German Romanticism that shaped so
much of his thought is tiguingly unclear. Some biographers, including his son
Greville (73), tell the suitably romantic story that during the summer of 1842, for
want of tuition fees, the tgearold MacDonald forewent a university term and
instead worked as a librarian in amkaown country manor in Scotland. The large
collection of German literature in this library is said to have galvanised both his spirit
and his imagination (Raep&teorge MacDonald8). Conceding that MacDonald is
unaccounted for during that period, othéosibt this version of events, leaving the
presumption that he came across German Romanticism in the course of his seminary
studies (HeinGeorge MacDonal®25). German was certainly one of the six
languages that Highbury College required of its theoltggents (45) and this,
combined with his preexisting liking for earlier Anglophone Christian Romantics
such as Bunyan (Raep&eorge MacDonal®3) makes it almost inevitable that he
would explore the German branch of the movement. However the discovery wa
made, it is clear that during the early 1840s MacDonald became conversant with, not
to say deeply effected by, German Romanticism.

The literary fairytale had reached England from Germany, where Romantic
writers such as Ludwig Tieck and ETA Hoffmanrvho Greville MacDonald cites

(297-298) as the central instigator Bhantaste$ had adapted preexisting oral
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traditions for their own ends. The Romant i
means of combating the exclusionary practices of the Enligigenhand of asserting
poetic pluralism in the face of what they believed to be a singleminded and restrictive
mentalityo (26). It was from his exposur e
picked up the notion of disengagement from rationalistallgctual thought. Finding
that it eased the spiritual tension of his youth, he took this idea very much to heart.
This meant that, | i ke significant, earlier
and Thomas Carlyle, MacDonald was a good deal clogbetsource of the fairytale
as a genre than many of his contemporaries (Raégerge MacDoanl@38-240). In
short, Ma c Baesad nibd powérfal thanymany of those of other writers
in large part because he knew what he was talking about.

MacDonald was especially moved by the work of Fredrich von Hardenburg
(17731802), better known as Novalis. An eighteeogimtury German philosopher
poet who died of tuberculosis at the age of 29, Novalis argued for the transcendent
importance of emotionalefor t and experience i n pursuing
God the Father. To MacDonald, a young man who desperately wanted to be Christian
but had troubldeelingChristian, the discovery of a figure whose ideas at least
suggested his concerns were legitieimust have been a great comfort. These ideas
therefore provided the basis for much of M
epistemology, not to mention his understanding of German literature.

Novalis had very clear ideas about purpose, potential, andraestcp in the

composition of fairytales;

A fairytale is like a dreanpicture without coherence. A collection of
wonderful things and events, for example a musical phantasy, the harmonic

sequences of the Aeolian harp, Nature itself. (quoted in Wolff 43)

Novalisdés view is that | iterature serve
our everyday lives to pure truth. Divorced from commonplace experience and relying
on figures and motifs plucked directly from the imagination, fairytales are a potent
casen point. In a Christian frame of reference (in which Novalis most certainly
worked) a fairytale was a superb method for instilling the sort of emotional yearning

and questing required for one to truly meet God. Casting off the demands of the real
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world might bring about a situation in which words developed intuitive, rather than

directly comprehensible, meaninigs

AfOne can I magine narratives without <coh
like dreams; poems that are indeed good to hear and full of heavdifds,

but also without any meaning and coherence, with at the most single stanza

comprehensible, |i ke fragments of the m
Wolff 42-43)
The resul t, said Novali s, would be Aan

with the emotions rather than the conscious intellect. Such engagement was good for
the soul.

Heady stuff, and perhaps something of a romantic or idealised anticipation of
Jungds notion of the collective unconsci ou
both his theology and his fictional composition, borrowing the musical metaphor
when he suggested that a fairytale was perhaps more profitably compared to a sonata
than a realistic short stl08sgealséiBrawley Fant ast
92-93). Elsewhere he speculated that poetry was a better vector for his ideas than
prose because prose had to obey fussy laws of grammar and syntax that only served
like the spurious codifications of the natural philosophérsplace a layer of
rationalistic lureaucracy between the audience and the idea. In Fairy Land Anodos

finds something that might be better

In the fairy book, everything was just as it should be, though whether in words
or something else, | cannot tell. It glowed and flashed the thougbtsmy
soul, with such a power that the medium disappeared from the consciousness,

and it was occupied only with the things themselvesattaste89)

Here, as usual in his work, MacDonald spends little effort in explaining
exactly why the fairy writes can nail spiritual truth so much better than humans, but
this, of course, is the point. He Hhi mself
articul ate speech of a savage tribeo (89),
a better option, but M@onald never put much stock in his abilities as a poet and
concentrated on trying to put Novalisds i d
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from Novalis (among other Romantic poets) head some of the chapRirardhstes
(19, 180) and the very last pgraph oLilithhas Vane expl i citly quot
l'ife is no dream, but i1t should and per hap:
demonstrated later, this questioning of the actuality of the primary world by an
examination of symbolically powerful atten at i ves i s a feature of
that links him with some unlikely colleagues in the twentieth century.

Examination of MacDonaldoés | ife make it
abiding regard for Novalis. The younger MacDonald passionately wamntesl
Christian; Novalis presented him with a manner of thought whereby one became
Christian first and foremost by wanting it. In Novalis, in fact, MacDonald had found
both role model and a kindred spirit. The German had, in a sense, lived the Romantic
marifesto by enjoying a short, spiritually and poetically enlightened life before
succumbing at the age of twestine, contentedly enough, to tuberculosis.
MacDonald would suffer intermittently from TB for almost half a century, losing his
daughters Lilaatdh Mary (Carroll 6s favourite) to the
more of his children, Maurice and Grace, also died. MacDonald was futher beset by
worldly cares that seriously tried his patience and must have contributed to gradually
more frequent outleiaks of ill temper (RaepegBeorge MacDonal@67) and
disastrous secondawyorld violence (as iilith 357) on his part as he aged. For
much of their time together the MacDonald family would suffer various degrees of
hardship. Some of these were argudbiyal frustrations: traveling in America in
1872, MacDonald wrote home to apologise in advance for not being able to afford
many of the books he would have liked to buy for his children (Greville MacDonald
453). At other times, however, the family suéérentirely genuine and thoroughly
depressing poverty. Lilia, their eldest child, developed the habit of occasionally
foregoing meals in order to grant her siblings larger helpings. This not only illustrates
the financial difficulty the family sometimesunod themselves in, but also explains
the source of Liliads saintly reputation (
death as transformative benediction, struggled to cope with her passing; Raeper,
George MacDonal®@63). Charity from friends was fragnt, and seldom refused; into
his thirties MacDonald was soliciting (and receiving) food parcels from his father
(Expression of Charactef5 and 125).

What made these difficulties all the more galling was that there was little in
Mac Donal do s uppont smatdriad dewyial dr the veearing of hair shirts.



67

Although certainly concerned with the matter of living a godly life, MacDonald was
sure that living such a life had more to do with sound epistemology than with material
denial. InPhantastesfor examjpe, Anodos is quite right to be entranced by the
material splendour of the fairy palace (76). Moreover, his intense sexual desire for the
woman of marble is not a sign of spiritually immaturity. Rather, it is his
misapprehended pursuit of her, proceednognfhis faulty notions of entitlement and
active, pursuing methodology, that cause him difficulty. In his own life, accordingly,
MacDonald enjoyed what worldly pleasures he could afford. In fact, despite his
spiritual focus, he was in some respects a ratloeldly individual with a taste for
comfortable clothing, good wine and military miniatures, and had an essentially
conventional understanding of the value of a shilling. In several of his realistic novels
he advocated widespread social charity schemesceat the alleviation of temporal
suffering and privation. These schemes, says Neuhoud€) (6esembled, and were
very possibly modeled on, those being undertaken by some of his friends in the
emerging progressive movement. This highlights the pbattthis very individual
and uncompromising thinker certainly maintained important points of contact with the
general spectrum of social and religious orthodoxy.
Wol ff (381) describes MacDonal dés worl d
a man of humble stas who felt his illustrious lineage should count for more than it
did after the disestablishment of the Scottish clan system in the early 1800s. Given
MacDonal déds intense connection to his home
but there was no hinf @sceticism or Calvinist setfiscipline in his spirituality. He
was not a mercenary, either, and would not do something purely for the cash. Offered
a lucrative pastorate in New York, he turn
serpent of worldly wedom, however tempting the apple, could be no honest
advocateo (Greville MacDonald 340). The ep:
prepared to give up to avoid compromising his principles, but it does not change the
fact that he tended to jump at Godlyportunities for material comfort and security.
Most of his realistic novels were written, and his secular lecture tours undertaken,
with payment in mind (ManlovéModern Fantasyp6). When luxuries could be
afforded (such as during the period 1862, wken MacDonald was receiving £600
a year to edit the periodic&ood Words for the Youhthe MacDonalds indulged
themselves with few stated reservations, clearly not believing that God wanted them
to suffer or go without in any systematic sense. Louisa Maealdl accompanied her
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husband on his 1872 lecture tour of America, and wrote home to her children in
wonder at the outsized American meals they were presented with. Her surprise was
not at any perceived unseemliness or ungodliness in the amount of fosdsshe
offered, but the fact that such helpings were even possible (Greville MacDonald 421).
Once the MacDonalds established that this was how people ate in that country, they
were quite happy to do as the Romans did. One did not, after all, reach heaven by
denying oneself dessert. Novalis would likely have approved.
Finally, it is worth remembering that MacDonald lived, often in trying
circumstances, to the very respectable age of eighty, while Novalis had briefly tasted
the fruits of this world before hasting to the next. Without wishing to suggest that
MacDonald harboured anything that could be dismissed or trivialised as a death wish,
it must have occurred to him that Novalis had got it right, which means that the
German writer must have contributedie centrality of death and resurrection to
MacDonal dés view of the worl d. Novalis mus
way he died almost as much as the way he lived and wrote.
MacDonal dos adherence to both the marve
fairytale and the Romantic instincts from which he felt it sprang mean that what he
was writing, essentially, were German fairytales that happened to be in English. The
first publication of AThe Carasoyno, a sto
than many of his fairytal eMahrchenn, fraacki hbgpr e
its links with the German fairytale tradition quite explicit. Inmersed in German
romanticism since his late teens, MacDonald was steeped in the source material of the
Geman fairytale in a way that made his appreciation and use of the form a good deal
more effective than those of many of his c
fairy-tale, when all is said and done, is a deceptive form; for all its apparent simplicity
there are very few people who have successfully written lastingtfaayl @eorge (
MacDonald312). MacDonald stands among those few who have managed to do so
because, in part, means and ends compliment each other to a far greater extent in his
works thanm those of some of his less wellucated contemporaries.
One complicating effect of tthlessareapposi t
knotty and difficult to analyse from an academic standpoint, especially a secular one.
Early inLilith, for example, MaDonald goes a paragraph out of his way to allow Mr
Raven to make the perfectly straighted observation that it rains a lot on Uranus
(200). No further discussion of the planets is given in the book; at first glance the
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episode seems to be a seromicnornsequitur in an otherwise distinctly menacing
work. WereLlilith a more conventional novel, it would be the instinct of a literary
critic to try to analyse this statement, perhaps trying to find some convoluted
metaphor in it. One might even be foundhe role that rainfall and running water
play as indexes of goodness in the later chaptdrgithf. Perhaps we are meant to put
the two points together and conclude that Uranus is a more Godly place than Earth.
The utility of making such connections,wever, is open to question; doubtless
MacDonald himself would have been unimpressed by such efforts. The spiritual
purpose of MacDonalddés fairytales was to i
suggest that his work is wholly resistant to converaiditerary analysis (it is not),
dispassionate attempts to pin down specific spiritual ideas or allegories in any of them
have a faintly Sysiphean quality (Manlo¥&hristian Fantasyl69). As the previous
guotations from Novalis remind us, however, ligrand poetic imagery really ought
to be imponderable if it is to be properly evocative. Lackingaaifidence as a poet,
MacDonald was drawn to prose idioms like fairytales that allowed him something of
the same freedom of association. Such an idioswwell suited to his purposes.
Writing with specific reference tBhantastes Mc Gi | | i s notes that AF
what we might simply call poetry, provides a community of the centre, a place where
the imagination is freed from the pressures of desirceanch ve nt i ono ( AThe
Community of Chres €gume mteloy ,5 3tlasemore,but d 6s f ai r
they only make sense if, as he advises, th
for whi ch t hiehe Ramamic imaginaéam.dAeddodthe Rantic
imaginationl whi ch t o MacDonal dés way of thinking
to Godi the notion of talking ravens visiting the drizzly valleys of Uranus is just as
likely to feed the soul as a viewing of a particular Grecian urn.
Giving up the conscious search for something while deliberately fostering a
passionate yearning for it is an intensely Romantic thing to do; finding the desire
itself as edifying as its satisfaction is more so, and conceding the fundamental
unobtainability of theobpgt of t hat desire more so stildl
manifesto was therefore a highly Romantic affair; that he pursued it via a literary
form endemic in German Romanticism is hardly surprising. Instead of wondering
about the relative lack of Scottish thes in his fairtales, we might wonder how he

managed to work so many such references into what were essentially German stories.
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MacDonal dés fantastic bent was therefor

rather than his Celtic background. His exposar&erman Romanticism was in large
part what shaped his idiosyncratic and demanding theological opinions, but it also
instilled in him a grasp of both the form and potential function of Faerie. Despite his
aversion to controversy, his fairytales and faptasvels represented potent, and
firmly partisan, contributions to the contemporary debate over the utility and
admissibility of an emerging literary form. That he discovered form and function in
the same place gave him the ability to produce works tivat th@ enduringly eerie

power they possess.

MacDonald on Reality
In her bookFantasy and Mimesj&athryn Hume defines fantasy literature as that

which presents a deviati on -22)y Dhimisasmpi r i c al

good a definition as anput as has previously been noted, actually defining fantasy

|l iterature i s a complicated business.

Hu me |

fact that perceptions of Aconsensus realit

indeed between individuahtellects within a given time or place. Although broad
trends are sometimes apparent, such shifting perceptions are complicated and
dynamic, and should never be reckoned on a single, linear continuum-of ever
increasing codification of the sort of ratiors&d material cosmos championed by
committed secularists. One does not have to adopt any particular position in the
current debate over the admissibility of intelligent design to note that the debate itself
neatly demonstrates that there is plenty of roomrfdividuals to sternly disagree on
the standards by which anything can be
Fantasy writers are implicitly involved in this discussion in that their work
must, inherently, be composed in relation to wider social perceptibreality. For
example, Punter has suggesteiiefature of Terror26-27) that the vampires and
ghosts of eighteentbentury Gothic fantasy emerged partly in response to the rising
tide of Enlightenment rationalism: as popular belief in somethingraes;lit will of
course start popping up fiction. A century later, respectable endorsements of
spiritualism had considerably reversed this trend, placing writers such as Sheridan le
Fanu on interesting ground in terms of whether their work describgubghdar
perception of reality. MacDonald, undoubtedly, was grappling with this question, and
an examination of his perception of reality sheds interesting light on his reasons for

rec.
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adopting fantasy as a mode of expression. His debt to Romanticism, however,
combined with his unshakeable personal Christian faith, make the standards by which
he measured reality a complicated business.

If MacDonald remained deliberately obscure on the purpose of any given tale,
he was somewhat more open about the didactic wdlfsmtasy as a whole. Reference
has already been made to his essay AA Sket .
also wrote two essays on the subject of how individual development could be shaped
for the better by fairytales. These essays were writtetymag e ar s apar t . AThe
| maginati on; I'ts Functions and its Culture:
MacDonal dés productivity as a writer of f al
was written and published as the introduction to an 1893 collectiois tdles. By
that stage in his career he had not published a fairytale in over a decade, although the
composition oLilith was well underway. Despite the interval between their
publication, however, these two essays advance essentially identical idetthab
value and use of fantasy, indicating how c
was once it became established in his university days.

I n the introduction to his 1946 anthol o
CS Lewis not ed isifaMitasytfantasy that lnoeess bdiweantthe
all egorical and the mythopoeico (14). Ma c D

eludes simple interpretation was one of his central strengths, but he had trouble when

writing prose thatvasintended for such intpretation. Reputedly brilliant at

adlibbing speeches and lectures, MacDonald wrote essays that routinely give the

impression of someone operating at the very limits of his ability to crystalise ideas in

expository prose. What these essays demonstrate@sas anything is an ongoing

attempt by MacDonald to articulate a set of ideas with which he struggled himself.

Nonet hel ess, in AThe I maginati on: l'ts Func

explain why he privileges the imagination so highly:

The wad itself meangmaginingor a making of likeness. The imagination is
that faculty which gives form to thoughinot necessarily uttered form, but
form capable of being uttered in shape or in sound, or in any mode upon
which the senses can lay hold. Itttserefore, that faculty in man which is
likest to the power of God, and has, therefore, been callexte¢hgvefaculty,

and its exercisereation Poetmeangnaker We must not forget, however,
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that between creator and poet lies the one impassablelguahi distinguishes

T far be it fromustosagividesial | t hat i s Godés from al

gulf teeming with infinite revelations, over which no man can pass to find out
God, although God needs not to pass over it to find man; a gulf betwéen tha
which calls, and that which is called into being; between that which makes in

its own image and that which is made in that image) (1

God, therefore, is the only true maker of things, and he makes them in his
imagination That the human imaginationgéapable of extrapolating from what it
perceives, and indeed of creating idbagondhose placed in front of it, is a
consequence afur creation in themageof God, the divine creator, who is of course
the wellspring of everything in the universe. Ggae us this faculty in order to help
us explain the rest of his creation. By
imagination is absolutely central to our perceptions of the world. It is the yardstick by
which sensory input can be understood. A chair neag bhair because it possesses
We know a chair is a chair not because it possesses any central Platonic essence, but
because God has given us the imagination to see and use it as a chair. It is with our
imaginations, therefore, not our eyes and earsybatltimately perceive and make

sense of the world. And perception, it seems, is nine tenths of reality:

For the world ig allow us the homely figuré the human being turned inside

out. All that moves in the mind is symbolised in nature. Or, to usth@no

more philosophical, and no less poetic figure, the world is a sensuous analysis
of humanity, and hence an inexhaustible wardrobe for the clothing of human
thought. (6)

Thus a thing is perceived in a manner wholly dependent on the state of mind
of the perceiver. If the perceiver saw something in a work of art that the artist did not

intend, then so much the better, as MacDonald noted tveentx y ear s | at er

gi

V

n

Fantastic I maginationo. Il n this essay MacD:

andwhen he notes that it is the responsibility of the writer to awaken new ideas in the

reader, he has his interlocutor ask:
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ABut a man may then i magine in your wor |
meant! o
Not what he pleases, but what he can. If he be traeaman, he will
draw evil out of the best; we need not mind how he treats any work of art! If
he be a true man, he will imagine true things, what matter whether | meant
them or not? They are there none the less that | cannot claim putting them
there! (B9)

Both of these essays are ultimately gesturing towards the notion that there is a
single, central locus of absolute truth underlying everything, and that by unconscious
reference to this standard, we understand the universe. As Gray notes (2@x tvfe id
an unconscious part of the human psyche having an inescapable impact on the
conscious part substantially predates Freu:
Further to the poinRrickett (2425) suggests that MacDonald anticipates both Freud
andJung in arguing that symbols can speak directly to this psychological substratum
in a way that conscious argumentcanhoh Mac Donal dds eyes, the
in fact the intuitive, unreasoning imagination, and the locus of truth it referred to was,
in a word, God.

The debt to Platonism here is fairly clear, and the debt to Christian Platonism
equally so. This point is worth dwelling on, however, as it has implications for
MacDonal dés perception of reality, and the
MacDonald owes a great deal to Saint Augustine, whose writings on the issue of evil
existing in a divinely created (and therefore, we must surely assume, faultless)
universe have, it hardly needs to be said, influenced a great many Christian thinkers.
Applying Pl at ods ontology to Christian script:
from confusion within human souls as to their precise purpose in life; all were created
good, but some forgot or ignored the point. Since God is good, and also the creator of
evaything, goodness (that is, Godliness) thus becomes the central measure of reality.
Therefore, evil is a consequence of people not aligning themselves closely enough
with God, the central yardstick of realitypeople do bad things because they are, in a
fundament al sense, not being O6real & enough.
MacDonald put this idea into practice: evil was present in the world as a result of
people who forgot their position as pilgrims trekking through one life, with
resurrection ito a second, truer life as their destination (Ragpegrge MacDonald
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253254). All people, therefore, were part of the same divine stream; rather than good
and evil, there were merely those who accepted their destiny to be washed+o an all
encompassingaean, and those who, foolishly, swam against the current (243).

Being 6real 6 therefore involved being p
conscious intellect, that wellspring of doubt, inquiry, obstinacy and spurious scientific
bureaucracy, was the problem hdfer MacDonald, therefore, aligning oneself
properly with God involved undergoing the intellectual euthanasia he repeatedly
championed. Fantasy allowed MacDonald to portray this theodicy in a fairly direct
manner. IrLilith, Vaneds c¢ ar e slysalfinflicted abessquemaesof Hisa r ¢
repeated refusal to obey Godbdés sexton, Rav

in riddles, Raven responds:

ANo, but you came and found the riddles
yourself the only riddle. What yoeall riddles are truths, an seem riddles
because you are not true. o

AfiWor se and worsel! o | cried.

1]

And mysannswer the riddles!d he contin
asking themselves until you understand yourself. The universe is a riddle
tryingtogetoutand you are holding your door hai
Will you not pitywhedé meswhlatgd?a@am
AHow shoywurtddd, tet It he way to it?o0

3t

Alf | am not to go home, at | east di
Al do not knaowsofmoany.l iTkhe ywmeaii are i n
He pointed with his beak. | could see nothing but the setting sun, which
blinded me. (226)

The reference to blindness, and indeed to the setting sun, with its connotations
of death, may be very deliberatelyplacedVane és i nsi stence upon |
active, rationalistic terms, rather than helping him truly live, will lead him to a fate
considerably worse than the beneficent dea:
point and insisting upon this kind of life avie accordingly sets off on his sorrowful
and gruesome adventures. Only by dying does he experience true life (McGillis, 2008,
203).

Monster as she may be, Lilith herself in fact suffers from a similar problem;
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Now what she callethinkingrequired a cleraconsciousness of herself, not as
she was, but as she chose to believe herself; and to aid herself in the
realisation of this consciousness, she had suspended, a little way from and
above her, itself invisible in the darkness of the hall, a mirror tovetiee

full sunlight reflected from her person. For the resulting vision of herself in

the splendour of her beauty, she sat waiting the meridional sun. (355)

Secure in this selfeferential aggrandisement, she seems rather pleased with
herself. We quickt discover, however, that she is not a well woman; for all her
demonic power, she suffers from a terrible
After much argument and obstinacy, she is, like Vane, eventually cured by her
abandonment of her sealkferential, active, rationalistic way of thinking for an
acceptance of placid emotion&9regdsthis ni ng i n
as an indication that she is not essentially evil, and that her evil is an inimicality
corroding a fundamentally sod divine creation. Like Vane, she is a good person, but
is being made less good, and therefore damaging her own substance, with her
obstinate rational i sm. MacDonal dés fairyta
ontology; evil is not a force in itddut an absence of the only true force in the
universe, caused by people not orienting themselves closely enough with
fundamentally beneficent reality.

This idea is also illustrated in one of

Seven Dimensions, vém he comes across an area of peaty soil:

To my dismay it gave a momentary heave under me; then presently | saw what
seemed the ripple of an earthquake running on before me, shadowy in the low
moon. It passed into the distance; but, while | yet stared iafea single wave

rose up, and came toward me. A yard or two away it burst, and from it, with a
scramble and a bound, came something like a tiger. About its mouth and ears
hung clots of mould, and his eyes wrinkled and flamed as he rushed at me,
showinghis white teeth in a soundless snarl. | stood fascinated, unconscious

of either courage or fear. He turned his head to the ground, and plunged into it.
(228229)
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This is the first of several bizarre monsters that leap from the ground that night
to menae Vane. He learns that moonlight is protecting him, and walks on unafraid.
Visiting the hollow again at the conclusion of the novel, however, Vane finds it
transformed into a lake; but these monsters are still present in the lake, and they are, if
anything more horrible than before. Given that, by this late stage in the book, much
of the oppressive sense of evil that permehiéb has been dispelled, their survival

is perhaps surprising, but Vane explains the problem:

Not one of them moved as we pasdedt they were not dead. So long as exist
men and women of unwholesome mind, that lake will still be peopled with

loathsomeness. (413)

Evil is depicted as a consequence of the unwholesome (that is, ungodly)
capacities of the human mind. More particulaitys a consequence of the
independent, directed obstinacy of the human intellect, with its drive to control and
measure and deduce, a drive that Vane himself has now forsaken, much to his credit.
The enduring presence o ¢lyeedence thattheretarei s 6 b ad
people who have yet to silence this least Godly (and accordinglyréedgpart of
themselves. MacDonald consequently imagined the earthly universe as a
fundamentally good place, but one with complications caused by hunelednand
selfregard. The Land of Seven Dimensions gives this perception practicable
significance: evil is not real there.

Likewise, inPhantastesAnodos is troubled by his Shadow, an evil spirit who

interferes with his perceptions;

Once, as | passdry a cottage, there came out a lovely fairy child, with two

wondrous toys, one in each hand. The one was the tube through which the

fairy-gifted poet looks when he beholds the same thing everywhere; the other

was that through which he looks when he combin& new forms of

loveliness those images of beauty which his own choice has gathered from all
regions wherein he has traveled. Round
emanating rays. As | looked at him in wonder and delight, round from behind

me crepsomething dark, and the child stood in my shadow. Straightaway he

was a commonplace boy, with a rough brbsichmed straw hat, through
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which brim the sun shone from behind. The toys he carried were a multiplying

glass and a kaleidoscope. | sighed and de@ar(66)

Here, Anodosod6s Shadow represents his di
vision of this wondrous little boy by providing unimaginative, settled-kjting
explanations for the bo¥H Cleanaatonat a | appear a
explanaions therefore demean both the thing being explained and the receiver of the
explanation (Al The fagchtrmtdMacDondld ubes pvlzat he ealiso ) .
AShadowso (another of which serves as a si
Lilith) as persaifications of evil is interesting, in that shadows exist due to a
bl ockage of otherwise prevalent | ight. Mac
of the evil caused by the human intellect, exist due to the blockage, and therefore
absence, of otherwigeervasive divine beneficence in the same manner. That shadows
also bring to mind more conventional noti o
Shadow over I nnsmouthd) was probably only

Thus MacDonald once again vents his frustratidh vationalism;the
intellect befouls the imagination and obscures the prevailing goodness in the universe.

It is his explanation for the presence of evil in the universe. MacDonald used fantasy

as a method by which this theodicy could be incarnatedihenefore clearly

il lustrated. The most obvious instiance of
the fiat of the supernatural allows him to portray spiritual drift as physical illness.

MacDonald characterised evil as a vacuity that threatensasaies not a force in

itself. For all thatilith in particular is a grim and at times unsettling novel, nothing in

it is intrinsically evil. The Land of Seven Dimensions is a fundamentally good place

distorted by absences, not presences. Those abseisess@an epistemological

dissonances in charactér¥ane and Lilithi who learn only through considerable,

seltinflicted suffering that their world is an intrinsically good place being spoiled

simply because they are looking at it in the wrong way. Adaiith is a dark and
unsettling book, but it features a charact.
central message hinges on his conviction that the world is ultimately a good place.

Such allegorical writing is hard to miss, but the potential azersuch
portrayals was not what specifically attracted him to the genre. This is an interesting
point in that allegory seems to be something MacDonald was very good at. One of the
first things that strikes an agnostic reader upon first looking into MezDod 06 s
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fantasies is their rich and at times intimidatingly dense symbolism. What, for

example, are the aeranths, the fishy airbo
meant to represent? Why is igaldenkey? Why, indeed, a key at all? Why is the Old

Man of Firei the oldest man of all, or so we are told baby? Of what relevance is

the fact that Tangle has a much harder journey than Mossy, given that their ultimate

reward is the same (Marshall-992)? Is it because she is a girl, and if so, what is
MacDonal ddéds rationale for that? As soon as
answers become appareRhantasteslso contains a number of episodes in which

symbols seem to be used in ways that are certainly open to allegorical reading.

Towards theend of his meanderings Anodos converses with a knight who tells him of

a meeting with a young child searching for wings with which to fly. The knight

describes a bizarre assailant from whom he must defend this girl:

This being, if being it could be calledas like a block of wood hewn into the
mere outlines of a man; and hardly so, for it had but head, body, legs, and
armsi the head without a face, and the limbs utterly formless. | had hewn off
one of its legs, but the two portions moved on as bestcihidd, quite

independent of each other; so that | had done no good. | ran after it, and clove
it in twain from the head downwards; but, it could not be convinced that its
vocation was not to walk over people; for, as soon as the little girl began her
beggng again, all three parts came bustling up; and if | had not interposed my
weight between her and them, she would have been trampled under them.
(171-172)

Hein (George MacDonald 09) reads this as an allegorical jab at cultic leaders
whose wooden adheree to sectarian manifestos can only thwart the childlike
spiritual aspirations of their flocks. This is a fair reading, although the caveat to it is
MacDonal dés skeptical view of allegory as .
influence MacDonaldhadahRR Tol ki en (Gray 31) is the |

of allegory as a literary device;

A fairytale is not an allegory. There may be allegory in it, but it is not an

allegory. He must be an artist indeed who can, in any mode, produce a strict
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allegorythat is not a weariness to the spirit. An allegory must be Mastery or

Moorditch. (AThe Fantastic I maginationo

To mention the London suburb of Moorditch in this manner, MacDonald must
have regarded it as an insufferably tedious and prosaicipughe was clearly
aware of the possibility that heatnanded allegory could be every bit as dull.
Neverthel ess, his fairytales obviously had
difficult to miss, and he probably would not have argued with an aledoeading
of some of his fantasies. He shares with Tolkien, however, a skepticism about the
intrinsic value of pure allegory which means his fantasies cannot be interpreted solely
as examples of the form. As he points out in the paragraph followirgnéhgquoted
above, ANA fairytale, Iike a butterfly or a
whol esome fl ower, and spoils not oneo. He
him to portray things and events that weotopen to mechanical aryais. McGillis
notes that fairytales fAevoke meanings, but
202). Allegory is, undoubtedly, a mechanigrigure X stands for quality Y, and is
illustrated as having effect Z on the world. MacDonald was attracteshtasly
preciselybecausdts departure from everyday reality endowed it with an inherent
polysemous quality that was more resistant to such rationalistic mechanisms than
realistic fiction (McGillis, AFantasy as M
dispense completely with allegory; indeed, he made frequent and often very powerful
use of it. MacDonal dés skill as an allegor
simply using fantasy to illustrate theological arguments. Rather, he was usi@ag it as
met hod by which he could get his audienced:

the issue better than does Stephen Prickett:

In the face of a predominantly empericist and scientific culture, concerned to

rationalise and, where possible, demythgli se t he | ong record o
awareness of the numinous, MacDonald reasserisatheof myth and

symbol, not as a primitive relic, nor simply as a literary device, but as a vital

and irreplaceable medium of human consciousness. Religious experience is

seen not as something to be reduced to physical or psychological terms in

order to be articulated, but as itsalhew kind of articulatene$sa symbolic

and mythmaking activity that taps the very roots of human creativity. (22)
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This bringsus backtoM&conal dés bel i ef in the absol
imagination. He saw it as the only valid interpreter of universal truth. Moreover, our
possession of an imagination made us more like God. Using the imagination makes
people closer to God, and consequentlyameal ourselvedt was with our
imaginations, not our logical intellects or the nuances of our sectarian manifestos, that
we could pursue our relationship with Him. It was, moreover, by the strength of our
relationship with God and our ability to think some vague analogue of his creative,
imaginative method that our own capacities as real entities could be measured.
After all , MacDonald argued, Goddés pri m
ultimate reality made him the ultimate wottdu i | d e r t of cGsonit éresation C
was analogous, albeit on an incomparably larger and more effective scale, to human
acts of creation. What a rationalist took to be the primary world was therefore a
secondary world created from the mind of God. In building this w@td} set people
up much like characters in a novielkke a novelist,  could plant whatever idea he
wi shed in a personds mind, perhaps a I|ifet
which he finds it most wusef ofterrquotdd nce, it w:
suggesti on t hbeing tiioaghthaathinkingswhen a el ¢ghought

arises in his mindo (AThe I magination; 1its
sculpture is not in marbleo, MacdDonald not

living and speecigiving forms, which pass away, not to yield to those that come
after, but to be perfected in a nobler stu
interesting one, as it takes into account the creative, directing will of God; this life
therefore becomes not so much a waiting room for heaven as a rehearsal room for it.
Il n this way the human i magination becomes
in the worl d. Deciding there should be gre.
S h a k e s meShakespgearawrites Hamlet Everything that exists, ever existed,
or ever will exist, ultimately does so in its capacity as an idea in the imagination of
God.
The important thing to note here is that MacDonald suggests a series of
telescoping increnms of reality. God, the one central and personified reality,
conceives something and, in order to enact it, creates an earthly agent, who then
carries out His plan by doing the business. Whatever that agent does in that capacity
must have been partofGagd p | an. I n that sense, therefo
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play before his stepfather are enacting not just a play within a play, but a play within a
play within a play. Acknowledgement of this idea by scholars has interesting effects
on the study of MeDonald and his work€uisick f or exampl e, rejects
Freudian readings and argues that MacDonal
ideas about the collective unconscious-§87. Taking a rather different tack,
Manlove Modern Fantasy1-62) hascriticised MacDonald over the inconsistency of
insisting that all creative human action is ultimately in accord with divine intentions
while also insisting, as MacDonald did, that humans had free will. We are here to
examine the literary consequences afis, however, rather than their philosophical
defencibility; MacDonald argued that all ideas ultimately come from the same source.
Proceeding from that source, they will percolate through stages of inspiration and
execution, and may well become diministoedyarbled in the process. However,
since all ideas have a common point of origithe mind of God it is impossible for
them to be wholly worthless, or indeed wholly unreal.
So once again MacDonald offers us the imagination as an answer to the
guestionof how to perceive the truth. This, in turn, is a link back to the Romantics
and their philosophy. Since this idea takes into account the fact that the existing
contents of a human mind will alter the manner in which new input is received, it can
be linked with Kantian philosophy, which has been noted as a significant influence on
the Ger man Romantics (Gray 11). MacDonal d
shaping new input through literary intermediaries such as Novalis. This probably
contributed to thevay he extrapolated them. Since, he argues, our imagination is the
only adequate yardstick we have to measure the reality placed before us, that reality
is, in effect, a function of our imagination. Because our imaginations are, in fact, the
onlytool wehave in determining the fact and use of a chair, that chair is little more
than an icon for the human imagination to hang idea¥lom Platonic essence
therefore |Iies not in the perceived object
Imagination;i s Functions and its Cultured 6). EXxi
beholder. The imagination is not only what you truly see withis the only way that
that which is seen can become true. Empirical fact was all very well and good, and in
somesenses could be thoroughly useful, but the highest, most unshakeable truth was
that apprehended by the Glike powers of the human imagination. London
obviously existed, insofar as the evidence for its existence was in front of us every

day. Fairy Land, bwever, existed solely in the imagination, that part of the human
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mind that was closest to God. Even if we could not see it with our eyes, we could
imagineit, and that made it just as real as the primary world.

Indeed, oumability to see Faerie and tihequirementhat we use our
imaginations to perceive it probably made it consideratgyereal than the primary
world. Reliance upon the imagination freed the perceiver from the garbling demands
of the rationalistic intellect and the experiential and ieicgd contingencies upon
which our perception of the primary world inescapably depended. It was therefore
impossible for a sincere person to perceive it badly or wrongly. Here two points made
earlier need to be restated. Firstly, MacDonald, subscribiAggaostinian theodicy,
simply did not believe in the existence fundamentally insincere, bad or wrong people
T his suggestion that even animals and Catholics would be saved was what lost him
his ministerial position at Arundel. Anyone was capable, wheicgaritly inspired,

of looking at something correctly. Secondly, it should be remembered that

MacDonal dés subscription to Augustinian

fundamentally good place. It was merely thrown awry, not by evil presencey, but b
episodic absences of goodness caused by the (harmful, but uniformly inadvertent)
misapprehensions of rationalism. His decision to write about things and places that
did not exist threw his readers back on imagination alone and allowed him to iron out
those wrinklesThe traditional, posEnlightenment practice of putting fact before

fancy is therefore completely flipped on its head (Manlévem Alice to Harry

Potter27). Something could only be regarded as real insofar as it existed in the

imagination,and something that existed solely in the imagination could be spared the

Shadows that plagued the primary worl d.

read as stories of people ridding themselves of their Shadows by slowly becoming
aware of their epismological shortcomings. This allows them and their surroundings
to take on a closer relationship to God, and therefore to become more real.

What MacDonald has done here is critique reality in a really quite ingenious
manner. He perceived a flaw in reglibut his faith and the schools of religious
thought he found most useful led him to the conclusion that the flaw was manifested
in terms of the way people perceived reality, rather than the reality itself. Rather than
simply writing a wishfulfilling what-if tale rectifying that flaw, therefore, he set to
designing fictional universes wherein allegory could be used to demonstrate his

favouredmethodof rectifying that flaw in action.

t h

Bo:
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He was not merely writing epistemological instruction manuals, however.
That might have been enough, and he was certainly very good at it, but it was only a
preliminary step in his program. His exposure to Romanticism, especially the German
branch of the movement and particularly the ideas of Novalis, had left him with a
potent vision of what certain literary genres and devices were capable of. Fantasy
allowed him the freedom to bypass rationalism and speak as directly as he could to
the essentially Romantic imagination. Realism might be an easier sell than fantasy,
but it imgicitly endorses rationalism by investing the primary world with a
significance of a kind or to a degree MacDonald simply thought was not valid.
Fantasy allowed MacDonald to debunk that significance and work within a frame of
reference that he saw as maseful. By abandoning realism, he felt he was not
creating false things but things that, existing solely in the imagination, could be seen
asreal. Andrealityunder MacDonal ddés demanding episte
the imagination of the beholderhiwing his readers back on the resources of their
childlike imaginations helped them see cleaBgme of his more rationalistic
contemporaries (such as, almost certainly, Charles Kingsley) must have regarded this
as a removal of tools. MacDonald, howeweith his firmly-held views on the
primacy of the imagination, must have seen it as a purification, a way of polishing the
mirror and reflecting genuine reality based not on childishly factual argument but on
the far more solid and profitable grounds oépc truth.MacDonald used allegory to
illustrate his epistemological programme, but he set those allegories in fantastic
environments essentially in order to trick his readers into adopting that programme
without realising itecfovdsesasi pyMaobDbnaft
however, would seem to cheapen his efforts to do nothing less than get his audience
to view the universe correcths he pointed out at the concl
| magi nationo, Alf any sarahinl odbs mgyéddrbokasl
mot herds grow for a moment dim, my | abour
Secondary worlds allowed MacDonald to completely shift the goalposts of
reality by creating entire universes operating according to these printipléisen
performed an incisive concluding act, deliberately contrasting these worlds with the
primary world as a way of explaining his critique. On the last paghantastes

Anodos rests under a tree on his estate in the primary world:
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As | lay, with ny eyes closed, | began to listen to the sound of the leaves

overhead. At first, they made sweet inarticulate music alone; but, by and by,

the sound seemed to begin to take shape, and to be gradually moulding itself

into words; till at last, | seemed to bble to distinguish these, halfssolved

in a |little ocean of <cir cuinsfcomngint t ones
is coming to thee, Anodoso; and so over
sound reminded me of the voice of the ancient woman, ioattege that was

four-square [one of several wise figures who guided Anodos on parts of his

journey through Fairy Land]. | opened my eyes, and, for a moment, almost

believed that | saw her face, with its many wrinkles and is young eyes, looking

at me frombetween two hoary branches of the beech overhead. But when |

looked more keenly, | saw only twigs and leaves, and the infinite sky, in tiny

spots, gazing through between. Yet | know that good is coming tothae

good is always coming; though few havaktimes the simplicity and

courage to believe it. (182)

Anodos has returned to the primary world, and is once again discontentedly
separated from God, but his experiences in the secondary world have given him the
faith and courage to abide on Earthilume is called to heaven, as he is sure he will be
in good timeLilith also follows this pattern. The conclusion finds Vane, awakened
after his purgative sleep in Ravends cotta
He continues to struggle with istiential questions, but his perception of reality has

been subtly altered:

Now and then, when | look round on my books, they seem to waver as if a
wind rippled through their solid mass, and another world were about to break
through. Sometimes when | arbraad, a like thing takes place; the heavens

and the earth, the trees and grass appear for a moment to shake as if about to
pass away; then lo, they have settled again into the old familiar face! At times

| seem to hear whisperings around me, as if soatddkied me were talking

of me; but when | would distinguish the words, they cease and all is very still.

| know not whether these things rise in my brain, or enter it from without. | do

not seek them; they come, and | let them go. (420)
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Much of the schiarly interest in MacDonald in the last several years has
revolved around the questionlofi | Remds ess endingo. The rece
Lilith in a New Light(2008), billed as the first bodkngth study of the novel, is
largely a compilation of@ntributions to that debate. For our purposes, however, it is
perhaps most hel pful to note that Vanebs p
his experiences in the secondary cosmos. Convinced, after much travail, to view the
Land of Seven Dimensioms the correct manner, Vane becomes aware that the
transitory, permeable primary world is best understood by passive emotional yearning
rather than settled rational comprehensi on
ceaseo) . By c rueiverse, MagDomrald givees himself the ability to
create this sort of contrast; the Land of Seven Dimensions has been a sort of spiritual
boot camp for Vane, who returns to the primary world better equipped to cope with it.

Fantasy allowed MacDonald to denstrate his ideas allegorically and, if he
handled it well enough, inspire the sort of enlightening childlike intuition he valued so
highly. In that sense his decision to use fantasy can be easily accounted for; it was the
only way he could get his audisnto see things in the way he wanted.

Transferring his characters from a primary to a secondary world and back
allowed him to undertake a third, potentially decisive stage in his critique of reality
and the conventional rationalistic view of it. Usingstbevice, he could show
characters like Anodos and Vane abiding in the primary world with a heightened
understanding that the central problem with that world is not due to any attribute of
the world itself, but with our perception of it. Having both noersa world operating
perfectly, they understand this world to be a good place, but flawad transitory,
soon enough to give way to perfection once again. This gives them the courage to
wait out the interval, secure in the knowledge that, as Anodosaagysat good is
coming to them. For all his troubles, Vane
into that life which, as a mother her child, carries this life in its bosom, | shall know
that | wake, and shall doubt no more. | wait; awake orasleep wai t . 0o (420) .
ultimately successful quest for perfection in the secondary world has given him the
courage to last out the imperfections of the primary world, because his experiences in
the secondary world have taught him, in his heart of heaetg whl pass soon

enough.

*k%k
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Christian literature has a long tradition of using allegory as a device to illustrate
spiritual ideas; indeed, those who demand a strictly literal interpretation of the
scriptures themselves are only a vocal minority. Macboontributed to that
tradition, certainly, but he did so in a remarkable anémtiompassing way. Rather
than simply presenting people or things as emblems of given ideas, he created entire
cosmoses designed to prove a point. His point was that the agwe see it is not

the true world, and that the only way of perceiving the true world was to turn off the
rationalistic intellect and attune oneself more closely to the childlike, intuitive
imagination. By creating worlds where this idea could be agett in practice,
MacDonald could arguably be said to have been practicing allegory on a peculiarly
grand and deep scale.

He took matters one step further. By suggesting that truth could ultimately be
perceived by recourse to intuitive faith rather thapieical observation, he was
essentially shifting the goalposts of real’
fantastic because they contain ogres, giants, kobolds or cancerous abscesses that kill
the selfinvolved. Those things are merely consequencéseodiriving principle of
the worldi alignment to a standard of reality predicated on alignment to God via the
exercise of the childlike imagination. To give voice to such a principle in literature,
MacDonald had to renounce not only realism, but thewedd. He did so cheerfully
and with gusto; after all, he did not see it as especially real to begin with.

Ultimately, therefore, MacDonal dés fant.
worlds that could be demonstrated as working on sounder ontologreapf@s than
our own.In order to portray the true nature of reality, MacDonald needed to take a
step back from realism and create his own universes. In doing so, he found common
cause with a twentietbentury writer who seems, at first glance, to begallyi

unlikely colleague.



87

In Defence of Paradise: ER Eddison

For all their complexity, George MacDon.

a fairly straightforward impulsié a passionate desire to illustrate the Christian
message. The symbolic truth Manald found in the gospels was so intense that he
ultimately questioned the relevance of any other standard of being and set about the
creation of worlds in which that truth could be demonstrated. MacDonald was not the
first Christian author to use fantaim this way, and he will probably not be the last.
This is not a thesis on Christian fantasy, however. MacDonald is included here
because he was to have a profound influence on the Inklings, and therefore on the
development of fantasy fiction in the twith century.

The two decades between MacDonal dos
would, in fact, be something of a ferment for fantasy literature, with the likes of
William Hope Hodgeson, Lord Dunsany and David Lindsay all active. Today, these
figures are largely unknown to the general public, and are likely to remain so, at least
until someone has the courage to produce a film versidargénor A Voyage to
Arcturus Most have also received only cursory scholarly attention as well. One
would hope this will change in due course, since some of these authors found uses for
fantasy every bit as striking and original as those discovered by the Inklings.

Noteworthy among the fantasists to emerge in this period is the dapper, fairly

dea:

obscure figureb ER Eddi son. Eddi sonds work deserve

context for three reasons. Firstly, he came perilously close to being an associate
Inkling himself; he knew both Tolkien and Lewis and was invited to read part of one
of his novels, in manuspt, at one of their meetings. Lewis for one was very
impressed (to Gerald Hayes, 3/3/€3jllected Letter2:560). Secondly, Eddison built
worlds for a fascinating reasorto test the viability of conventional standards of

good and evil, and their ontadical consequences, and propose revisions to these
ideas. His philosophical ideas are immensely challenging, and it is up to individual
readers to decide how convincing they are, but they reveal a solid, disciplined core to
novels that might otherwise lossmissed as grandiose prose confections. Eddison is
not widely studied, and his intellectual and spiritual ideas have not received the same
sort of attention that has been lavished on Tolkien and Lewis. Finally, Eddison reveals

on examination a strikingind in some respects thoroughly odd, degree of convergent
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evolution with MacDonald. Undoubtedly, there are major differences between the two

me n . Eddi sonds attempts to useChristamt asy i n
morality and his contention thegmporal pleasure was of ontological significance

would seem to put him at loggerheads with the Scotsman, and a debate between the

two men, had it ever taken place, would surely have been a sight to see. And yet upon

his decision to use narrative literaguo illustrate his ideas, Eddison would adopt

many of the same methotsllegory on a cosmic scale, a world predicated on a

wholesale ontological geahift and an artful theodicy revolving around the ultimate

unreality of evili as did MacDonald. Ultintaly, like the cleric, Eddison sought to

point out ways in which our conventional definitions of reality simply would not do;

and again like MacDonald, he used fantasy becaussmesainply would not do.

Introducing Eddison and his Worm

The constructiof secondary worlds, in the sense used throughout this thesis,
is not necessarily a complicated business. Almost anybody can sketch a map of a
fictional continent, draw in some cities, countries and-zgares with imaginative
names, and send a mismatchadyof heroes on a quest across it. Conscientious
world-builders will be, as Ann Swinfen (91ff) has noted, more thorough: they will
create fictional societies of at least notional depth, with attention paid to their
languages, cultures, histories and dfsli Ursula le Guin and Lloyd Alexander stand
as examples of those who use this methodology. Others, such as Tolkien and
Canadian fantasist Ed Greenwood, may produce written narratives in order to give
tangible form to the very exercise of wetldilding. Perhaps most interestingly from
the point of view of the current discussion, however, is a fantasist whose narrative
includes a bizarre and inscrutable act of wdmlidding on the part of his characters,
in which they build an experimental woillcEarth,no less in order to satisfy their
own, and their creatoroés, intellectual cur

ER Eddison (1882945) was a writer by inclination rather than profession.
Born into something approximating provincial gentry in Yorkshire, he spent most of
hislfeasa seni or ci vil servant, writing only w
spare him, and his books are obscure compared to those of Tolkien or CS Lewis. He
has largely escaped proper academic analysis as well. He is duly represented in genre
directories, ad a few such articles gesture towards the philosophical content of his
work (Grant 308; Rottensteiner-®1) but scholarly interest has by and large stopped
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there. Seven decades after his death no formal biography exists, and those searching
for information about him will find only a handful of academic articles. Much of the
research presented here is original and has been the result of primary archival study in
his native Leeds and in Oxford, where he was a student in the first years of the
twentieth cendry. It is hoped that this chapter will go some small way towards
sparking a renewed interest in a man possessed of a strikingly powerful, disciplined
imagination. Eddison in fact deserves far more credit than he has received. His work
has come under attaat times as unfocussed or even silly, and few academics have
applied themselves to anything more than his first novel. Therefore any attempt to
meaningfully add to the tiny body of criticism dealing with him must be in part an
introduction to his work aih perforce, a defence of its worth.

Eddi sonds fTherWotm Onroborefl922)y a drearfiantasy in
which a Cumbrian gentleman, Edward Lessingham, dreams of a mighty war between
the Witches and Demons who inhabit Mercury. These credturese orless human
of aspect are of a mindset broadly borrowed from the characters in the medieval
Icelandic sagas Eddison read from an early age. The war is undertaken for little more
reason than the joy of competitive effort, with the Witches characterisadl as
mostly because their King, Gorice, using magic as often as good honest physical
prowess, is not fighting fair. When the Demon Lord Goldry Bluzco kills Gorice in a
ceremonial wrestling match, no humanitarian qualms are rai€edice entered a
physical confrontation willingly and with knowledge of the risks involved, and his
death is therefore a cause for detached discussion rather than lamentation. Resurrected
by his marvellously sinister sorceries, however, the vindictive Gorice unleashes
magical ad physical hell on the Demons, prompting the latter to a series of deeds of
superhuman courage, skill and derrohgy Ultimately the determination and daring of
the Demons give them such an upper hand that Gorice and his lieutenants commit
mass suicide,ral although the Demons have no qualms about celebrating the victory,
they are suitably appreciative of their fo
he outlines plans for the funerals of the °
thanKip Gorice Xl 1o (491). Digni fied, honour a
the nature of the Demons that they swiftly tire of the solace and peace that victory has
granted them, and magic is used to rewind time to the beginning of the war so that

theymay match themselves against the Witches
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The Worm Ouroboromay strike uninitiated readers as silly, especially in
synopsis, as it inescapably recalls the fia
Its characterisatits, especially of the heroes, are also open to accusations of
shall owness. D6Ammassa (91) has noted that
of Demonl and, and that Keith Hendersonds c.
essentially depicts foutoppelgangers of the same person. These are fair criticisms,
but they do not address Eddhe®Wormbés i ntenti o
Ouroborosis less about narrative or character than it is about evoking, and perhaps
promoting, a particular approaahd given set of events. The perceptions of heroism
and morality espoused by the Demons are alien to modern, primaaigy humanity.

When their comrade Mivarsh Faz, who has accompanied them loyally through great
adventure and hardship in the mountainswgfland, falls to his death from the back

of a bucking hippogriff, the Demon Lords Juss and Branoch Daha dismiss his passing
with barely a thought. After all, they reason, if Mivarsh Faz had reached the limit of

his abilities, then his death was only todx@ected; in something of the manner of
commentators measuring the performance of a sportsman, they applaud his bravery in
trying, but spare few tears over his failure or consequent deNobedy on Mercury
equivocate$ they simply do, and in daring t@dre judged as heroic.

Ursula |l e Guin (148) has cited Eddi sond:
yardstick as his central strength as a writer. She describes him as one of the few
modern writers of fantasy whose emhaar,acters
evoking a world primarily through their own rigidly consistent discussion of and
approach to it. As le Guin points out, such an undertaking is like a tightregpe k e r 0 s
actiione slip spoils everythingoThe®dmi son ne
QOuroborosi s fineither an allegory nor a fabl e bu
(v) holds a certain volume of water. We are not meant to be interested in the internal
lives of these characters, but to be awed by their decisive,-lluayeli fe activities.

As le Guin notes, Eddison accomplishes much by this policy. There can be little doubt

that, read in the right spirit, the novel is a marvellously entertaining joyride, but it

only succeeds as such becarowgheonbidown t s aut ho
policy. In the hands of a less dedicated writer (le Guin offers Fritz Lieber as an

example) little would have been accomplished.

As well as being a remarkable display of compositional consistéhey,

Worm Ouroboross a codificatonofHE di sondés own chil dhood fant
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Bodleian Library holds a notebook dating from when he was around ten years old
(MS Eng. misc. d. 654), full of meticulous drawings of characters TrbenWWorm

sometimes lined up as if for group photos and sometinpastdd in the course of

their adventures. A few of these pictures
|l of Witchland in the wrestle for Demonl an
novel. Others, such as AndLorldpsBhowishdc h Dah a

i mprison himo and ALord Gol dr yLefgedbg co esc a|
leaping over a chasm 20 feet broad, whilst Didarus fell headlong down it and was
killedo tell of events that aihate not make i
characters. One engaging drawing also shows the Demons playing a game of football.
The events oThe Worm Ouroboroseem to constitute a sort of greatieiss package
of a set of characters Eddison had fantasised about since early adolescence.

Elsewhee amongst the Bodleianbds coll ection
series of drawings (MS Eng. misc. b. 105) showing an ongoing fascination with
heroic violence and battles between warriors and monsters, with attendant liberal use
of red pencil; even hisabbits are carrying muskets. It is probably important to
remember that boys will be boys, and no attempt will be made here to psychoanalyse
this preoccupation. The point is tHaddison had been toying with fantasy since
before his perceptions of realiyere properly formed and, it would seem, before he
was exposed to the Icelandic sagas he enjoyed so much as a youth and an adult.

As with MacDonaldés | ove of Scotl and, E
appears to be something of a red herring iemeining the origin of his affinity for
fantasy.Heroic, bellicose fantasy appears to have been the natural, intuitive home of
his imagination, and the timbre and essential contente®\Worm Ouroborowere
clearly in place in his mind from an alarminglyar | vy age. Wi thin the B
of Eddi sonbdbs childhood drawings is a sketc!
carefully-labelled planets of the solar system on the back of a flying, horned
guadruped almost exactly how Lessingham dreams of beiagdported to Mercury.
The picture is not dated, but it has been carefully filed with another (of the Scissor
Man hacking off a hapless boyds thumbs) da:
was just six years old. Disconnected but individually i@imedaspects of the form
and content oThe Worm Ouroborower e t her ef ore si mmering in
imagination long before he discovered the Icelandic sagas. Although one might be
tempted to suggest that Eddi sondés fantasi e
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literature, it is my contention that the reverse is true. | believe Eddison took to

Icelandic tales in his adolesence in search of external validation for his preexisting

internal fantasy life, perhaps hoping to find that adventures such as those he had

dayfdr eamed about since chil dholdidifelbnrad o6r eal |y
fondness for this literature indicates that he found some such validation, although the

eventual necessity to produthe Worm Ouroborosuggests that this solace did not

wholly sdisfy his imagination. In short, reality was not enough for him, and in 1917

he set himself the task of codifying his fantasidee Worm Ouroborowas published

five years laterln a letter thanking Eddison for his presentation ¢@pthur

Ransome reckdd his erstwhile schoolmate regaling him with tales of Lord Juss and

King Gorice in kindergarten, noting AYou w:
qguite right in thinking it your magnum o0opu:
e. 231 4041).

Eddson seems to have felt otherwise. He would remain suitably proCideof
Wormfor the rest of his life, but he never revisited Mercury despite having kept
certain events and adventures there up his sleeve. A growing appreciation in his own
mind of the esssial nature of his fantasies would lead to a more concerted effort to
give them voice through literary worlauilding. In terms of cementing his position as
a world-builder of consequence, this is probably just as wék Worm Ouroboros
focused on ta heroism and bravery of the characters. Mercury is not the matter under
di scussion in the novel, constituting | itt
(Manlovelmpulse of Fantas$8) for Juss and his colleagues to gallivant across.

When Eddison retusd to worldbuilding in the 1930s (having, in the interim, written

a historical novel set in medieval Sweden and a translation of the Icefagdic| 6 s
Sagg, he focused on the implications of one particular episod@éenWormIn the
mountains of ImplandJuss and Branoch Daha briefly glimpse the land of Zimiamvia
from a remote peak (21220). It is referred to as the abode of the souls of the dead
who are deemed suitably great, though who makes such judgments is not explained,
and no further mention is rda of the place. From 1931 until his death in 1945,
however, Eddison devoted his imagination to explaining what sort of a place
Zimiamvia was, and his attempts to codify this aristocratic afterlife deserve more
attention from critics of fantasy literatutlean they have so far received. With the
quality and importance athe Worm Ouroboroduly noted, therefore, the remainder

of this discussion must focus on his subse
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describes the Zi mi amhbe\Worm Quiobomggy as HAsur pas:
phil osophical content. o For our purposes,

content is very much concerned with the acts and consequences cbwitdidg.

Zimiamvia: First Digestion

I n Eddi sonb6s s éstessof Mistaeasgdd35), Zimiamvie |
becomes a mapped, codified secondary world, the stage for a convoluted power
struggle between the heirs of the great King Mezentius, recently assassinated in his
island fortress of Sestola. No connection with Mercumeéntioned; Eddison seems
to have decided that Zimiamvia existed in its own right. His remaining two ndévels,
Fish Dinner in Memisoif1941) andlhe Mezentian Gatgosthumously published as
a collection of draft fragments in 1958) do not advance the BtaryMistress of
Mistressesbut rather elaborate on the events leading up to it, giving background
information going back two generatiofi$ie Zimiamvia cycle possesses a eccentric
cosmological circularity, with the invented and primary worlds mingliart extent
that will easily confuse the inattentive r
characterise this fictional afterlife led him to develop intricate, somewhateswihg
moral philosophies that make thoseTtde Worm Ouroboroseem tame by
comparison. Eddison espoused his ideas with considerable passion, but also worked
hard to sublimate them to the demands of a rollicking, hedonistic adventure story,
worrying all the while that he was becoming too didactic. Espousing and explaining a
philosophcal manifesto without openly endorsing or promulgating it is not for the
faint of heart, and the question of how well Eddison made his points lies, perhaps with
some justification, at the heart of the dismissal of his books by many critics.

Certainly, theZimiamvia cycle demands a great deal from its audience and resists
linear analysis. For these reasons, and becautsesrhall readership compared to
those enjoyed by other fantasy texts, the contentisifess of Mistressagquire
some introduction ere we can address the depths of thought and feeling that lay
behind it.

The tripartite empire Mezentius has left to his heilslistress of Mistresses
serves as an afterlife for Edward Lessingham, the Cumbrian gentleman who dreamed
of Mercury inThe Wom Ouroborosl n t he 6Overtured to the se
anonymous, Oxforeéducated narrator sits in a building on the Lofoten Islands off the
northern coast of Norway, surrounded by Ming vases and silk cushions, quoting
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Swinburne and ruminating on how luckg was to have known the recently deceased
Lessingham, who lies in state in the next room. He tells a visitor, a beautiful Spanish
lady, how he and Lessingham first met in Cumberland, and tells of their adventures in
Kashmir and Paraguay, andofhisfdeas i1 | | ustri ous descent
Prussians. Mountaineer, diplomat, historian, linguist, soldier and portrait artist,
Edward Lessingham was, by all measures, an astonishing human being, who seemed
to look upon other people from an innately superhumantage point. Towards the
end of his life, infuriated with the world after the death of his wife, Lessingham
amassed and inspired a private army to undertake a brilliant and decisive conquest of
the Lofoten Islands. The narrator is glad that Lessingmasxfinally died; for all his
brilliance there was nothing he could have done to defend his private fiefdom from
the airraid that the Norwegian government was planning for tomorrow, and his death
has left him undefeated. As the narrator winds down hig,dtte Spanish lady
mentions Zimiamvia, referring to it in the same manner as do the herdke @¥orm
Ouroborosi as a sort of afterlife for those whose character and accomplishments are
truly spectacular.

Edward Lessingham, it appears, is one suchgeerand such people, Eddison
seems to argue, would be bored to tears by the mere spiritual bliss promised by

traditional Christian eschatology. Instead, the main narratikisifess of Mistresses

begins with Lessingham #thalsyeargldcpusisad essi ono

Horius Parry, the Vicar of Rerek, the monstrous nobleman who heads one of the blocs

jockeying for power i n t hlelnthisidesityof Mezenti

Lessingham is a trustworthy honest broker between the Parryseandval, Duke
Barganax, the Kingédés illegitimate son.

the two sides come to blows, but also reins in the sadistic excesses of the Vicar. His

neutrality is a consequence of the romance he has pursuedeavithithat e Ki ngé s

daughter, the teenage Queen Antiope. As the Duke and the Vicar squabble
ferociously, Lessingham brilliantly manipulates both men so that the struggle serves

Antiopeds ai ms. I n much the same way that

artist, derives a prickle of excitement from his stramtied, rather arrogant mistress

f

He

r

C

Fiorinda, the pacific, childlike Queen bal
1 A similarly intimidating character of this name turns up in a brief series of drawings

from Eddi sonds chil dhood ( BobfdrtherévidenceLi br ar vy
t hat Eddi sonds drive to create fantasy eme
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action and excitement. When agents of an o
Lessirgham flies into a rage and forces Barganax and Parry into an alliance against
this intruderdés threat. Scared of | osing h
assassination but looks up from the deed to discover Duke Barganax looking at him
withLess nghamdés distinctive grey eyes. Even wl
live on in his own personal heaven of endless, vicarious intrigue and competition.
Rat her than peace, Lessighamés reward in t|
challengem a world that truly deserves him.

The world he has been given to gallivant in resembles a cross between
Renai scance Italy and Elizabethan Engl and.
Mistress of Mistressefeatures an appended map picturing mountainstsj\wities,
moors and farmlands. Its inhabitants, an aristocracy speaking a rich Elizabethan
patois, commission statues and temples to the Olympian gods, quote Sappho, quip in
Latin and Norse, use the same playing cards as exist on Earth and, somewhat
disarmingly, play tennis. The marvellous takes two forms. Firstly, there are
extravagant emotions in play: love, enmity, jealousy, lust and ambition are felt and
expressed in consistently histrionic, undiluted forms. Duke Barganax, for example,

does not mergllove his mistress Fiorinda:

6You ride me unfairlyd, he said in a wh
soul, when you would, trembling in your hand: will you goad me while | sting

myself to death with my own poison?2&f

She made no sign. To the Dukal| steadfastly regarding her, all sensible

things seemed to have attuned themselves to her: a falling away of colours:

grey silver in the sunshine instead of gold, the red gtfioeeers blanched

and bloodless, the lush grass grey where it should be, grepectral

emptiness where an instant before had b

(@)
(2]
(e

the hues of I|ife and the young yearod
him full in the eye: it was as if, between the wings of death, beauty beaconed
like a sta. (38-39)

Barganax paints numerous portraits of Fiorinda, but, dissatisfied with the
results, furiously destroys each of them in turn. Other Zimiamvians are similarly
highly-strung in their moods, perceptions and deportment. Horius Parry is a ferocious
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bully who punishes disobedient vassals by having them mauled by his monstrous

hunting dogs; his nefarious valet Gabriel Flores is the very picture of a fawning,

obsequious lickspittle. Barganaxos Admi

territorial ambiions and loyalty to his master, the former portrayed as an irresistible
force, the latter an immovable object; such internal tensions create dramatic ones
within the narrative. Derxis, the king of Akkama, experiences rages that spill over
into atrocitieshat would make Lady MacBeth cringe. The accoutrements of the

Zi miamvian aristocracy are in keeping
are all Herculean warriors with waikength red beards and black phateil armour.
Queen Ant i oghenberisantecktd throughean archway adorned with life
sized statues of heraldic seahorses, each carved from a single piece of blue crystal.

Even |l ittl e Campas pie-waitiognveearovelvergiowes i ndaod s

studded with zircons. At times Eddn will spend two pages describing such
pageantry a trait in his writing style that has drawn some sharp criticism (Manlove,
Impulse of Fantas$43).

There is also a more quiet and subtle magic at play in Zimiamvia. Dressed for

r al

t h

| a

a masque, Fiorindawear enchant ed, | uminous caterpill ar

palace garden is under a spell that renders it permanently twilit, suiting his rather

poetic, artistic manner. Doctor Vander mast

advisor, livesacaeohiwhiitlobuappear ® or di

as and when he wishes to receive visitors, and where he is waited upon bgystbne
sphinxes and hedgehogs in waistcoats. From there he often influences events like a
spymaster, using superhuman agemgssingham, flirting in a boat with Anthea,
anot her of Hnwaiting, malesa that shé reasladd-ldee eyes. Turning
back to her after a momentoés inattenti

grinning, sentient lynx. Anthea is in faat oread, one of the shapleanging

sap|

mountainn y mphs of Greek mythol oggodsaadadwbogeof

intrinsic command of the supernatural constitutes a guileful counterpoint to the crash,

bang and wall op of Zi mi saabusiveshasbanddismissésc s .

her ladiesin-waiting and locks her up at home, she is able to maintain a
correspondence with Vandermast by sending out her pet-veaiethe naiad
Campaspe i n Hhenrsecteteramndst dr ess o

Eddi sonds cdsamonoostardrcapabpitesnsl, eonsequently
perform action$ of hyperbolic proportions. They are very obviously and deliberately

Wh
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larger than life and, it seems, larger than Earth. No real society has ever conducted
itself as the Zimiamvian nobilityaks. It would not be possible. A fictional land and a
fictional culture was required to contain these people.

Taken on its immedtiately obvious merikdistress of Mistresseames across
as a rollicking, higkpitched adventure story. It can certainlydmgoyed as such,
especially by | overs of Eddi sonds baroque
to let the issue lie there. Almost as soon as he complasttess of Mistressdse
began work on a sequel. Unlike conventional sequels, however, lthisSap not
the plot of the first Zimiamvian novel, but its cosmology. The narrativéskigh
Dinner in MemisorandThe Mezentian Gateverlap as Eddison tells and retells
certain aspects of the story in ways he hoped would shed light on the cosniologica
and ontological ramifications he saw in his attempt to codify a paradise.

A Fish Dinner in Memiso(iLl941) elaborates upon the relationship between
Earth and Zimiamvia by telling two parallel narratives, one covering the last several
weeks of King Mezemtus 6s | i fe in Zimiamvia, the othe
(19011926) in the earthly life of Edward Lessingham. In the course of the
earthbound narrative, Edward woos and, with some difficulty, wins the hand of the
equally remarkable Mary Scarnsigmints numerous portraits of her (including one
entitledA Vision of Zimiamvip participates in the historical Great War (he has no
truck with its limpwristed armistice) and has a stellar career as a civil servant with
the Foreign Office; his brothermarks that he could have been Prime Minister if his
ambitions had lain in that direction. Widowed in a horrible train wreck in 1923, he
reacts at first with tremendous courage and restrain, but then burns down his house,
destroying most of his possessionkis narrative both begins and ends with Edward
sitting in a café in Verona chatting to a mysterious, dteiked woman, the same
Senorita who visited his bier in the Overture to the first novel. After their first
meeting, this woman steps from Earth imiédmvia, where she is addressed as
Fiorinda. By the second meeting, Lessingham has worked out her identity: she is
Aphrodite, the fimistress of mistresseso af:
idealised woman who compliments and completes the malegdan

On one level, Eddison is simply dealing in archetypes of the male and female,
placing one of each in each world. He was quite consciously doing so, dshaell
notes in a letter of introduction foFish Dinner in Memisothat his novels
constitue, in large part, a meditation on the universality of those forms, in both fact
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and fiction (xxw¥xxvi). As much of the tiny body of scholarship on the Zimiamvia
cycle points out (FIl i eger-32;Sihiyeeld®)ya n Who Lo
Eddi s on @sfthhsa archétyipes was closely informed by his philosophical
outlook, a complicated matter deserving a subchapter of its own.
To cement an understanding of his cosmology, however, the focus must now
shift to the Zimiamvian sections 8fFish Dinner inMemisonandThe Mezentian
Gate which open further intriguing complications to the overlap between the two
worlds. The title of the first of these two books refers to a grand banquet given by
Mezentiusds mistress Amil i eeconvérsmtiobuchess o
takes the form of a philosophical dialogue in which the various participants discuss
how, and if, the world of Zimiamvia could be changed for the better. They decide not
to try, but as they bandy about hypotheses the King, leading thesisgusagically
builds a world in a large bubble on the dinner table in front of him. At the end of the
dinner, dissatisfied with the result, Fiorinda casually pops the bubble with a hairpin. It
|l eaves fna Ilittle wet mark the size of her
Thisactofworldboui | di ng is startling in and of
slow climb towards apparent omnipotence, and grows more remarkable in light of the
notes Eddison left for an unwritten chapteiflne Mezentian Gate which the fish
dinnerwas to be ranarrated. It would be made clear that the world in the bubble is
Earth. The diners were to watch all of earthly history unfold over half an hour. The
two pairs of lovers present at the dinner (Mezentius and Amilie, Barganax and
Fiorinda), woutl furthermore enter the bubble and live mortal lifetimes in twentieth
century England, with the two women existing in the guise of Mary and the two men
as Lessingham. This lifetime in the bubble would pass in a few seconds outside it.
Vague, dreanlike menories of this lifetime would be retained, to greater and lesser
degrees, by the four lovers, explaining the mysterious episodes of intense, surpassing
empathy they later experienddiétress of Mistresseks33-135, 171, 262266, 371). It
woul d b e diEsatisfaction with bes experiences on Earth that prompt her to
destroy the bubbl e. Midtrebss of Mistiessenake cldari ng pape
that Barganax and the Zimaimvian Lessingham are avatars of the passive and
aggressive sides, respectivadlyf t he Eart hly Lessinghamdés c¢ch
this juggling of identities across worlds was part of the plan from the beginning. In a
letter published as a forewordThe Mezentian Gate Eddi son wr ote fithe
as | now foresee, turn intatetralogy, and the tetralogy probably thas &n oak puts
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on girth and height with the years) | ead t.
before even the trilogy was finished, but the sentiment demonstratesthatttie
incrementally unfolding plosophical consequences of his webddilding, rather than
the desire to chronicle further adventures, which kept Eddison writing.

As it stands, the relationship between Earth and Zimiamvia is a circular one.
The Zimiamvians create Earth, enter it oro# sf artistic expedition to experience
another world, and, when their earthly avatars die, are reborn into Zimiamvia as the
people who will build Earth at the fish dinner. Mary and Edward Lessingham of
Nether Wastdale are such amazing characters beadileeigh they are only dimly
aware of it themselves, they are expatriate Zimiamvians accustomed to a world of
explosive emotions, unalloyed selbnfidence and sapphire goblets. Lying in state
during the Overture dflistress of Mistresseg&dward Lessingiim is not being sent
to a blessed afterlife as a reward: he is merely going home. The precise reasoning
behind Eddi sonds decision as to which worl
with his existential and moral philosophies, but this cosmology bedragsy keen
appreciation of the tension between reality and fantasy implicit in the creation of a
secondary world. Somewhat like MacDonald, however, Eddison had a hard time
precisely articulating the critique of reality he was trying to make. Repeatedtois
Zimiamvia were required for him to explain himself. Hence the growth of the place
from a vague reference to the virtue of psychologicaltsmiiesty and courage he
Worm Ouroborogo a mapped, populated, culturally homogenous secondary world in
the later novels. Eddison wrote and created, and did both repeatedly, to satisfy himself
that he had made his poinaind, in fact, that he had one worth making.

Was Eddison, therefore, a failed weldilder? Certainly the gestation of the
Zimiamvia projet was slow, with only about 1,000 almost evasively verbose pages to
show for thirty partime years of imaginative work. His inability to sustain a
properlyarticulated fantasy world through to its full realisation, even by not being
able to complete anpublish the books before his death, certainly stands against him
here. His baroque prose style and insistence on sumptuous description perhaps
compound the problem even further. His plots and lines of argument are easy to lose
track of amidst the pageantgnd he stands accused of descending into a sort of
unf ocussed pornography of opulence that ha:
partially successful o (Ander son Inbdse) , Al ac
of Fantasyl 2 7) , andy fiengp eergfi eoaltisatary(Sdadsnza amg |,
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Sorcerersl30). With the books existing in the form they do, it is difficult to wholly
refute those charges.

The intricate partnership with Earth expounded iRish Dinner in Memisan
however, reveals thatstartling amount of thought has gone into these bdaoks.
letter to his brother published as a forewordhe Mezentian Gat&ddison openly
reveals that the possibilities and consequences of seailding were what kept him
writing. He also offered aaccentrically perceptive view of how his invented world
differed from the real one:

A very unearthly character of Zimiamvia lies in the fact that nobody wants to
change it. Nobody, that is to say, apart from a few weak natures who fail on
their probatio and (as, in your belief and mine, all ultimate evil must) put off

at last even their illusory semblance of being, and fall away into the limbo of
nothingness. Zimiamvia is, in this, like the sagatime; there is no malaise of the
soul. In that world, welfitted to their faculties and dispositions, men and
women of all estates enjoy beatitude in the Aristotelian sense of
euergei a kat dapteity &coordiag to tiseg lughest virtue).
Gabriel Flores, for instance, has no ambition to be Vicar of Rerek: it suffices
his lust for power that he serves a master who commands hl&keog

devaotion. (xii)

Thisisanikr esting paragraph, showing Eddi so
polyglot bent (mottos from Norse, Greek, Latin and Mieldiglish sources are
scattered, all in their original scripts, through his books) as well as the core difference,
as he saw it, betvem Earth and Zimiamvia.

On Earth, and in any fiction purporting to depict that place, people must guess
how they should relate to the world, act accordingly, and hope for the best.
Zimiamvians just do it; the world does what they want. Zimiamvians magytbar
time, consider their options carefully and lay plots that take years to bear fruit, but
they never vacillate, dither, or engage in anything but the most noble anchimidéd
of introspection. They may fail in their endeavours, but if they ds,liecause they
have been outplayed by an opponent, not because they are weak, wrong or stupid.

Mezentius, knowing that his conniving wife Rosma intends to murder the bastard
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Barganaxknowinglydrinks the poison she meant for the Duke, thus allowing his
illegitimate son to live. Rosma, furious but dignified in defeat, drains the same cup
and dies herself. Thus both the hero and villainess of the piece are beaten rather than
failing. As Eddison himself explicitly conceded, there is no way that charactérs suc

as this could be credible on Earth. They are quite beyond the scope of realistic fiction.
He gave them their own world, where they can conduct themselves confident in the
knowledge that they are competing with each other rather than with an impersonal
universe that might arbitrarily scuttle their plans. Such a milieu naturally breeds
confidence and selhdulgence, but after all, this is supposed to be heaven.

By bringing characters used to operating in such an environment to Earth,
furthermore, Eddisononfronts the interrelationship between the real and the unreal
necessary for functioning fantasy in a very direct manner. Being, unbeknownst to
themselves, expatriate Zimiamvians, Mary and Edward Lessingham lack neuroses,
existential qualms and personasécuritest hey have no AmBH ai se of
Dinner xii). Consequently their sense of self is almost absolute. It would probably
never occur to Edward that scaling the Himalayas, writing a surpassingly incisive
biography of Fredrick the Great,mguering a medieval fiefdom for himself in
modern Norway or openly stating a willingness to die in battle to teach the Germans a
proper lesson are unusual or impressive things to do. Similarly, Mary never offers any
explanation or apology for being the grest and most charismatic beauty of her age.
She is what she is, and acts accordingly. Although prepared to ruminate on the
consequences of this, she never wonders about the possibility of being otherwise. Her
untimely death, however, shatters Edward, tandis fullthroated, unabashed
Zimiamvian sensibilities, the arson of Nether Wastdale is an obvious and reasonable
course of action. To their Earthly contemporaries, however, these two are amazing,
and the reader is rarely allowed to forget this diffeeesWe last see the earthly
Lessingham, in the last chapterffish Dinner in Memisarsitting in a Verona cafe,
observed by a collection of young English wags who are whispering heatedly about
being in the presence of superhuman greatness. When Aghaoaves, that
discussion only becomes more intense.

Frustrating in both form and content as it may be, the Zimiamvia cycle is
intricately bound up with the core concern of fantasy as Tolkien sSathé dialogue
between humans and their imaginatiored uses magic to highlight, rather than

overshadow, very basic human concerns. In Tolkienian terms, therefore, Zimiamvia
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functionsRat her than foll owing George MacDonal d

afflictions and Shadows, Eddison creates a society where are no such existential
maladies, and then, his curiosity aroused, directly contrasts such people with the
imperfections of the primary worl@hese books in fact owe their existence in large
part to the interest that Eddison aroused in himself &gticrg a fantasy world. What
appears to be a succession of hedonistic doodles is in fact a fascinatingly intricate
attempt to make philosophical sense of reality.

Furthermore, the act of worouilding in A Fish Dinner In Memisoseems to

anticipate Tzve an Todorovds point that anything

the author wishes it to be. The content of a book, Todorov reminds his readers,
constitutes a sealed system with no obligation to bear any relationship to anything
outside the text (15. At the fish dinner, Duke Barganax agrées

AHave | your highnessés drift?0 sai
the kernel, every imaginable thing is as real as any other? And every one of
them i mperishable and eternal ?0

1]

hi ngs i maginable and uni maginabl e

—

ASo that a God, wal king where he wi
6in your garden, making a bunch of
m&ke Him His own particular world at
The King nodded. (253)

Although he hardly thought of the issue in the same terms as Todorov,
Eddison obvious knew his textual theory: the creator of a closed system can do what
he or she wants. By devoting twbapters of his novel to a philosophical dialogue on
the ins and outs of worduilding, he puts this appreciation of the consequences of
his work at centre stage. These matters become, for author, characters and reader
alike, a genuine preoccupation, ahd reader must grapple with the evolving
relationship between the worlds for much of the length of the cycle. UrtikaNorm
Ouroboros therefore, the Zimiamvia books place the act of wbtldding and its
downstream effects very much in the foregraumerhaps more explicitly than any
other fantasist examined in this study, Eddison displays a clear understanding of and
abiding concern with the relationship between reality and fantasy. His handling of this
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crucial issue was, and in the pdslkienian ea remains, strikingly original. There

can surely be no doubting his credentials as a wauildier. In order to properly

examine his capacity as such, however, it is necessary to delve into the philosophical
underpinnings of his work. With such a smaltlpef scholarship dedicated to him,

this has involved archival research into the composition of the Zimiamvia cycle.

Eddi sonds philosophical wunderpinnings

Mistress of Mistressdsad a slow gestation. This is hardly surprising given
that Eddison was a gaime writer, fond of extensive revision and greatly concerned
with the internal consistency and ideological cohesion of his workyitsiitess of
Mistressesvas an especial headache for him. He began it in 1924, but became
frustrated and put it aside tionly a few notes committed to paper (although those
notes do include sentences that turn up in the published novel). He could not, it
seems, really get a feel for his own aims in the project. Instead, he decided to indulge
his fondness for Icelandic afgtandinavian literature, writing the historical novel
Styrbiorn The Strongnd translating g i | 6.4e #aa draavn back to his
Zimiamvian project in 1930, an indication that he had realised that his compositional
aims could not be addressed by mimeaig] that his fantasies were informed, rather
than directly inspired, by his Nordic hobbies. The idea of copying the sagas, or even
wrting some of his own, had obviously occurred to him, and been attempted, but had
also clearly been found somehow unsatisfgc The real world, even filtered through
the robust imaginations of the Icelandic poets, would not do what he wanted it to do,
or portray what he wanted to portray.

So he returned to Zimiamvia. The first few months of this renewed attempt
remained tremndously difficult, until, as he records in a personal memorandum, a

thought came to him

The profound verity which | want to ensnare and express in this book is this, |

think: the reconciliation of Selflessness and Perfection. It is a defect of life as

we know it on earth, or a main part of the grand illusion we call Evil, that

Selflessness implies sacrifice, asceticism, renunciation, & too commonly

seems to verge on some bloodless Nirvanah [sic] which is but a glorying term

for Death. daiame Wi neh,e trinesewa t hese are
on that | stake my salvation. | had rather be damned with Sappho & Egil than
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go to heaven with all the pale mystics that ever withered. This book must
incarnate my passionate faith in these things, in s@ayedimly compatible

with the way in which Beethoven has incarnated his faith in the same
insufferable beauties and delights when he wrote such works as the Fourth
Symphony and the Fourth Piano Concerto. This is the immediate aim;
someday perhaps | may tnyy art on the deepest of all mysteries. The
reconciliation and transcendence of great tragedy which Beethoven achieved
in Op. lll. But | fear that only the greatest of men can achieve that. (Leeds
Public Library SRQ 823.91 ED23)

Eddison noted that thifought struck him at 1:45pm on Good Friday 1931,
while he was on his way to lunch in central London. Novel as it is to be able to
pinpoint a moment of literary inspiration so precisely, the importance of the note lies
in its contents rather than its dafée attempt to expound the ideas expressed in this
mi ssion statement was to occupy Eddi sonds
fourteen years of his life. Much of that time would be spent developing, and then
defending, a sound philosophical basisddantasy world that might at first glance be
dismissed as flippant and escapist, and probisgmetimes gropingly, sometimes
preciselyi after the consequences of his own lines of thinking. Analysis of this Good
Friday manifesto, and of his various é&mations and extrapolations of it, is therefore
quite crucial to understanding his imaginative processes.

The Good Friday manifesto was attempt at a wholesale revision of terms in
moral philosophy, which Eddison saw as having profound ontological cosisees.
All conscious creatures, he argued, have desires; those who claim otherwise have
merely placed one desire, that of satisfaction, higher than all oEishs¥innerxxi).
Defining spiritual perfection as an abstract consequence of asceticisnmificesa@s
essentially to deny the value of vine, woman, rose and, in fact, anything, and therefore
tantamount to nihilism, a position of which the consequences clearly were not worth

thinking about. Alt is spiritual suicideo,

& a sin againsthe Holy Ghost, to think of the ult. reality as something
unnatural; true religiomustbe anthropomorphic. Since God is infinitely

good, wise and beautiful, these qualities are the test of reality. An ascetic
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shrinking from these things (save as a meatten of expediency) is

blasphemous.

This note, fil ed ami dMidtressof Blisirasées wor ki ng
Leeds Public Library, is dated to November 1930, and therefore predates the Good
Friday manifesto, demonstrating that Eddison spent soneeftirmulating these

ideas in his own head before they finally clicked during that fateful lunch break. In

any case, the consequences of this note ar.
di sembodi ed heaven is not wortHamétonpeaseo,
(3/10/33; Leeds Public Library); heaven mu:
indul ged, not merely a place where onebs s

Lessingham, the paradigmatic man of action who delights in surmounting challenges
and testing himself against his fellow man, finds himself in a heaven where there are
always intrigues to pursue and foes to fight.

So far, however, what we have is a license for hedohiamargument that
we drink therefore we are. Indulgent heavens arepufse, the stuff of many
personal folklores, and such a position would have sufficed if Eddison was merely
interested in gushing about mighty battles, luxurious palaces and sybaritic damsels.
These are the attributes of Zimiamvia that capture the atteattionst reading, but
Eddison was not interested in pandering to those who would remain satisfied by a

single reading of his books. His argument, as given here, has already intimated that

the hyperbolic opulence of Lmethanmaghamdés pe
natural, arguably inconsequenti al downstre
amsA world geared specifically towards the

naturally take on something of a rosy hue. A man such as Lessingham, and tleerefore
writer such as Eddison, was not going to be satisfied with tasteful understatement in
constructing or describing his material culture.

Again, though, it must be emphasised that the descriptive pyrotechnics
characteristic of Eubmdcé o igardusly sensibeddeass. ar e a ¢
Having established, in his own mind at any rate, the moral sidestep required to grant
ontological significance to pleasure, Eddison now felt obligated to construct a
credible argument as to what kinds of pleasure waewdine value. He lived up to
this obligation. Here reference to the Good Friday manifesto again provides a useful
jumping-off point for explaining his thought. Scribbled in the margin is another note,
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dated 18 May 1933, in which Eddison reminds himselh at 2 idhatyss | at er o

Easter Sunday 1931 Fi ori nda t ook shape at Seaford. o
Now Lady Fiorinda is a contentious figure, both within Zimiamvia and among

its readers. However much she captivates B.

correspondets found her an attractive character. CS Lewis for one detested her

(Lewis to Gerald Hayes, 3/3/43; Bodleian Library MS Eng lett. 230/1, 44) and others

saw his point (Hayes to Lewis, 6/3/43 47). In a sense her detractors haveiasbaint

strings her loer along mercilessly, engineers the assassination of two annoying

husbands without a second thought (much less any censure, either from any of her

fellow characters or from Eddison himself) and wallows throughout in the indolent,

detached, surpassingly telssured arrogance she displayed from her first speech,

while sitting for her portrait iMistress of Mistresses

AWoul d you be ageless and deathl ess for
choice?0 said the Duke, scr aithiwhiadp away f
he had striven to match, for the third time unsuccessfully, the unearthly green

of that | adyds eyes.

Al am this alreadyo, answered she with

Fiorinda makes this flippant claim to immortality because, uniquely among the
various&@ at ars of Aphrodite t haknowshprgebtalbe i n Eddi
a goddess. She claims to have been informed of this by the inscrutable Doctor
Vandermast, whose knowledge of philosophy allows him something approaching
omniscience. Inthefollowng chapter she confirms the mat

while dressing:

Even as she, standing in the first beams of day, began to put up her hair and
pin it with pins of chrysolite, she seemed on the sudden grown taller by a
head, to outop the tallestnen in stature, and whereas, since there is no
increase beyond perfection, the beauty of her body might not increase, yet the
substance of it as if transmuted in a moment to pure light, of a like a
brightness and essence with the heavenly fires of suiltsman could in

that time have named the colour of Her eyes or Her hair; the shifting of the

dark and light was become as a blinding glory too awful for modern eye to
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look upon, too swift for the mind of man to seize or read. For upon Her cheek
in that hour was the beauty that belongs to-faowned Aphrodite; and that
beauty, thus made manifest in its fullness, no eye can bear or see, not even a
Godo6 s7)( 66

Such baroque prose is common in Zimiamvia, and this passage can easily be
overlooked as ano#n example of Eddison glorying in the description of sumptuous
beauty. Again, however, Eddison wasted little time on inattentive readers, and this
moment of insight on Fiorindabs part pl ace:
cosmology as someoného understands herself to be, in fact, the basis of the
universe.
By including this character, Eddison furnishes himself with a personification
in his invented world of all value, and therefore all morality. To his mind there was no
plurality of ultimatevaluesi truth is only valuable if it serves some good, and good is
only valuable per se (as opposed to as a means to an end) if it is beautiful.
Consequently Beauty, the thing that can be loved for its own sake, is the only thing of
true value, and anyrtavork or philosophical system worth spit must strive to create or
locate concrete examples of igh Dinnerxxiii -xxiv). Beauty must of course be
| oved, and thus fAul t i fAraetme nrienael idtuya | ri essntos (ixnx
that is of true valugherefore, must rest in people, and more specifically female

people:

[I]n the last analysis, Beauty is the one thing that can be loved for its own
sake, as end, not as means: that Beauty must [therefore] be a Person, since
anything lower than a persoarconly be loved as a means or as an attribute or
aspect of something. (to Gerald Hayes, 14/4/44, Bodleian Library MS Eng,
lett. c. 230/1, 74)

On Earth, Mary Lessingham fills this role as the culmination of all worth. In
Zimiamvia, Aphrodite wears variowglises, including Antiope and Amilie, who have
not had the same apotheosising insight as Fiorinda.
It is important to note here that, to E
allegorical writing. It can certainly function as such, but Eddison wished¢o ta
matters one step further by granting monopolistic ontological significance to the
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gualities these women personify. The avatars of Aphrodite, including their most
obvious and selaware form in Lady Fiorinda, personify not mere pulchritude, but the
basisof all that any decent thinking person should (indeed, ipso facto, must) value.
Eddison therefore took an initially rather bleak line of argument and followed it
through to a quite warfhearted assertion of the central importance of human
affection, as prcipitated by women. The very laws of physics are subservient to this
idea( FI i eger , AThe 0O-44). dHatthis wesnenrarejuniformlp,| e 6 4 3
stunningly beautiful and fabulously sexy is little more than a compositional
indulgence; the fact that thareloveda s such makes Ottheeconty godde s s ¢
worth or val ueo, Buecasanlypetsibtbyebdingéoved &wher e, i
created or preserved)lby0 ( Leeds PuUM Itihd nLiElrddarsyo)n.d6s 1 nve
world, Fiorinda and her less astute colleagues are the meaning of life incarnate. As
such, they also serve as a standard of morality; what serves their purposes and
pleasures is good, while that which harms or irks them is evil. In Fiorinda, Eddison
had worked out how to illustrate this point: he has a character who is wholly
conscious oher position in this romantic mechanism and, unlike the comparatively
coy Antiope or sedate Mary, acts according!
Zi miamvian books are more | ove stories tha
(AThe Zi mi amvi,althotghifalr cogent, oBly gdeks Rajfway to
articulating this profound narrative gearshift. In Zimiamvia, those who have the
strength and courage to love without reservation are, ipso facto, hdrwmrefore
love stories of sufficient pitchre tales @ heroic adventure.

Eddi sonds use of the female principle a:
interesting questions about his perception of women in the primary world. This could
be taken as evidence for either uncommon reverence or patronisindyqe épwards
women. There is in fact little to suggest that he felt either. De Chtgpafy
Swordsmen and Sorceret&8) suggests that Eddison had exacting standards of
female beauty, describingshdértai r ed women as fAher maphrodi t «
his avn wife from ever cutting her hair, but does not reference the anecdote. There is
nothing in Eddi sonbs preserved corresponde
guestiono, a silence made all the more con:
compodgion of The Worm Ouroborowas, after all, underway when British women

received their voting rights). He signed letters to his wife, Winifred, with love,
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evidently adored both his daughter and granddaughter, was gracious to various female
correspondentgnd paid his (female) typist promptly, but offered no thoughts on the
real or perceived place of women in primavgrld society. Living in the time he did,
it would be fair to assume that he had a narrower view of women than is now
generally held, but theris nothing to immediately suggest his perception of women
was unusual. Certainly, a concerted feminist reading of the Zimiamvian novels would
be a substantial addition to Eddisonian scholarship.

Eddison was writing about a world with a standard of neabtry different to
our own. In this he demonstrates another interesting point of contact with George
MacDonald. Both men equate goodness and existence, in any meaningful sense, with
allegiance to the purpose of a personified central reality, rather tiyaincal
evidence. This point of contact hasfae achi ng consequences i n re
interesting ideas about the nature of reality, which are to be examined later in this
chapter, but the kinship between him and MacDonald ought to be signpb#tex!
point. Notably, both men demonstrate this standard of reality and morality by
requiring the audience to applaud behaviour that would, in the primary world, be
cause for concern. We have already seen holilith, MacDonal dés Mister
repeatety invites Vane to realise his potential for true existence by, essentially,
abjuring his empirical existence and free will and accepting beneficent;ldeath
sleep. That Vane has great difficulty understanding this request, let alone acquiescing
toittand this problem may be symptomatic of a
of the difficulty of his ideas. In the Zimiamvian books, Eddison similarly asks his
audience to applaud goodness in apparent nastiiessda is, to the uninformed or
unsympathet eye, distinctly unloveable. Her relationships with men demonstrate the
point well. Aphrodite does not take kindly to confinement, and loves who she
chooses, in her case Barganax. Unfortunately her lawdalyiired husband Morville

objects to being cucitded:

He struck her across the mouth with his
your gait, then, you salt bitch. o

Her face, all save the smouldering trail of that blow turned bloodless white.

AThis may be yokishDidnera59)h 6, she sai d. (
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So it eventually proves. Bested in a duel with Barganax, Morville slinks
ignominiously from his own house and is later found mauled to death by a wild
animal (the oread Anthea in her Iydxess). This is the second time a husband of
Fi orindads luslgmubderednquestipreed as toithis matter, she shrugs,
Ahe had me wrongedo (232). The episode exc
Eddison, who saw Morville as having been mistreated. These complaints often came
from admirers who delighted in the \acisness of the obviously villainous Horius
Parry but could not stomach it from someone ostensibly presented as a sympathetic
character. Defending Fiorinda from their complaints became something of a theme in
Eddi sonds | etter s. ddswastlhabherestatgs@s amgoddessn t he s e

essentially made her immune to reproach:

| think the only way to tolerate her is first to assume she is a Goddess; more,
she isthegoddess. As a mere womaiGood Lordi | could not stand her, not
for a moment! She iall you charge her witlut, she is much more. (to

Gerald Hayes, 4/3/44; Bodleian Library MS Eng. letters c. 230/1, 66).

Fiorinda, whom | must suppose you have in mind when you say my heroine is

a study in feminine perversity (for | cannot, try asdymnstretch this

indictment to touch Lady Mary or the Du
taint of the harsh Tartard and many dan:
southern blood in her, the wit of the Devil, and the unscrupulousness of

Cleopatra; andf course (the crucial fact) she is, and very well knows she is,

and enjoys and exploits that knowledge to the full, the very Goddess herself,
Beautyds self in visible and tangible a
immortal. (to JM Howard, 4/6/4Bodleian Library MS Eng lett. e. 231, 131)

Fiorinda, | agree, is-moral; but that is because, being who she is (with a

capital W for the 6whod) she is herself
admit she would be a scourge (though some wd. chargame worth the

candle); but she is not of this world. Pantheresses, moreover, have claws, & |

myself agree with the Duchess when, on second thoughts, she rejected the idea

of clipping them! Morville got what he
Fiorindais not cruel to the person that mattef8arganax; unless it is cruel to
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give your lover what he wants, & give it on such terms & in such an
atmosphere of danger & unexpectedness that he can never get tired of you. (to
George Rostrevor Hamilton, 10/8/4Gseds Public Library SRQ 823.91

ED23)

Morville, in other words, is the immoral one in Zimaimvia, where morality
happens to be personified in a person who sees nothing shameful in adultery.
Fiorindads emotions, and h éem (mdofaras c a l and
these pleasures can be separated), will not be postponed by anything so ephemeral as
a political marriage. Morville could not handle the heat, and was therefore removed
from the Zimiamvian kitchen. Eddison occasionally worried aboutréggiency with
which his friends seemed to miss his point, but he remained firm on the issue,
insisting that, given the very philosophical conceits that led to her creation, she could
not be compromised (to Hayes, Bodleian Library MS Eng. letters, c. Z3HP,0n
a slightly lighternot¢ Aphr odi t e being, asl obdidtigsoon not ed
hard to think of another (respectable) fantasy heroine who could, in all seriousness,

send her pet watent to deliver a message such as this to her paramour:

(72} -1}

6l n token whereof b6, said Campaspe, 0l
h

e 6my sil kew ogeewrdmoof red corn

1]
o

6 And for the more conveniency, ©O6cause

A

she, Al 611 we arFismDnnewl63) er gar ment 0. 6 (

Eddi sonbés phil osophical ar gumewltes | ed hi
facefrom his readers whereby apparent evil and flippancy must be accepted as self
evident, potent goodness. By including a character who behaves in such a way,
Eddison was able to rke his point by personifying perfection in a person who
obviously utterly rejects the retiring, selisciplined asceticism that the term
6goodnessd so often connotes in the primar:
mentioned in the letters quotedoale, Eddison appreciated that such an outlook was
hardly practical in the real world, where, he admits, Fiorinda would be a frightful
monster. Only by following the dictates of Zimiamvian philosophy, which cannot be
precisely applied in the primary worldan her actions be excused. When this is done,

however , Fiorindads actions become those o



112

herself. After Eddison created this character at Easter of Mi8ttess of Mistresses
progressed quite quickly, held up only bg iork at the Board of Trade and the
occasional need to pause and refresh his understanding of his own line of argument.
Fiorindaosefeisgyarseygdnce i s cruci
Spadeso who brings exciretengartsticlfaefd i nf |
Barganax. For Lessingham, the consummate man of action, Eddison provides a very
different other half, Queen Antiope. She too is Aphrodite, the basis of all value, but
does not know it and therefore has a quiet, playful, rathkellikk demeanour. When
one of her less likely suitoisthe sinister King Dexris of Akkaniadisplays his

savagery by hurling a stone at a toad in her palace garden,

He met in her eye an Artemisian coldness and displeasure. Then, with a
sudden lovely gace picking up the toad, she made sure it was unhurt, made as
if to kiss it, then put it back in a safe place in the flower bdist(ess of
Mistresse®18)

Antiopeds potential ferocity is quietly

worthy of a Disney prioess. Towards the end Mistress of Mistressd3exris grows

al t

(

amma !

frustrated with Antiopeds refusals, invade

him. Displaying the calm, unshakeable resolve characteristic of the defeated
Zimiamvian, she takes poisorsiead, yanking both the plot of the novel and the line
of argument it is intended to promote in a perplexing new direction. News of her

death throws Lessingham into a distraught fury, and understandably so. This is,

however, meant t o ,beanlLde siisw hnagth aZzmoénsi ahnevai vae ni s

asked hi msel f |, it hat takes its colours

The answer must be given dramatically instead of didactically.
In essence it is thisthe old trinity of Truth, Beauty and Goodness can be

stated thus: the ultini@ reality consists in this, that omnipotent Love is the

fro

only power, and that that power (which
fundamentalalue

The Power that does this is the el ement.
indeed it would seem that &bwer, except insofar as it is enslaved to Beauty

must bekvil ( ¢ f Bertrand Russell, AThe Scient.
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thereforeNothing (NB Goodness in the ethical sense is relative, subject to

convention & expediency; but we are only concerned w/Gasdud specie

eternitatis

Thus the tragedy for L. is an apocalypse of the basis of the universe: a

revelation of the necessity of the Divine Power to preserve & defend the

Divine Value: a revelation, to, if that were needed of the supreme value

(incarnatd or him in A) of Her, showing him w
the world would be if she were slain indeed. It is from that nightmare that he

wa k e ZimiamviamiNight ( Leeds Public Library)

AZi mi amvian Night o, was chapteraMistneasl | vy goi n.
of Mistressesand was going to return Lessingham to Earth after his Zimiamvian
death with a renewed appreciation of his role in life. This does not happen in the
published novel, although this section was written, and survives amemgthking
papers for the novel. Some of this discarded material turned up in one of the earthly
sections ofA Fish Dinner in MemisarEddison dropped it, perhaps, because it was
too obviously didactic, something he never wanted his books (@nlo¢her
interesting parallel with MaceDentrayercgpt Hi s po
l ost, or in immanent danger of | o0ossodo, he s
is impossible to love something you know you can absolutely take for granted. This
would seem to be a concession that Evil, a quality he consistently sought to exclude
from his depiction of paradise, must exist in order to show Good its role. This is
probably the case, but it is nonetheless Zimiamvian, Eddisonian Evil, the evil of
nihilism and denial. Dexris, like Morville, sought to control and command the
ultimate value, and consequently brought about its destruction. He is therefore evil,
and deserves to die; the plot leaves him alive, but we can safely assume that
Barganax, as competldy Lessingham, will pursue a war against him. The death of
Antiope is not an admission of defeat in E
illustration, appreciation and graceful accommodation of a complication.

The coherence and setlimeefrargument m$ corled di sond s
under attack by some critics, who accuse him of fiddling with presuppositions and
definitions in order to reach the conclusion he desired (Pesch 97; Mamhpdse of
Fantasyl42). Be that as it mdyand Eddison himself humpkonceded his imperfect
command of philosophyF{sh Dinnerxvii) T the existence of the Good Friday
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mani festo and its extrapolations clearly i
fantasist and worldbuilder of intellectual substance. Eddison thutligng and hard

about the implications of his work, successfully or otherwise, and turned all of his

skill and education in interpreting the primary world to trying to understand the

secondary one. This is a point that has been made before, but givencEddd s
occasional di smi ssal as a writer whose Awo
too far and def lepulsesof Rantas§T),fay re(ndtedyn | ov e,

substantial discussion of him must be in part a defence of his merit. Thus the point is

worth repeating.

Perhaps the most striking comment in th
stake my salvationo. I n something of the s
passionatelyvantedto be Christian, Eddison clearly and passionatglgted
Zimiamvia toserve a purpose. Eddison himself made it plain that was not going to

waste his time on pdioilers:

| would rather a hundred people should read my books again and again than a

million read them once and be done with them. What is written to be read

onceis journalism. Good journalism is a fine art, but its technique is (by very

reason of the oveaiding necessity to deliver all art at first reading) entirely

different from the technique of the trade I follow. And so | will not load my
pages with signpost & fAaut hor to reader o becks ani
they may ease a first reading, can but provoke boredom, if not nausea, on a

second. (to George Rostrover Hamilton, 31/3/38; Leeds Public Library)

In adhering to this maxim Eddison did not make thiregydor himself or his
audience parts ofMistress of Mistressemre virtually incoherent until one reaéls
Fish Dinner in Memisoiii but this was an author less concerned with being dismissed
as a fool than he was with becoming a h&t&kwas not simply daydreamer
burbling about mighty warlords, hideous mantichores and knickerless enchantresses,
as one might surmise upon first looking into his books. He was a thorough,
disciplined man, the sort of person who supplies a footnote giving three different
deff ni ti ons of a diiabpeaesofsdamilr d @) mhdg filEs éd giurg
he wrote at the age of five (Bodleain Library MS Eng misc. e. 456/1, 47). Solid
groundwork was an indispensable part of his imaginative process, and if his argument
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is utimately philosophically suspect, his faith in and pursuit of the conclusions he
was trying to reach were never shaken. There is another clear parallel with
MacDonald here. It may not be going too far to describe the Zimiamvia novels as an
unwitting humarst rejoinder td.ilith (unwitting in that there is no indication that

Eddi son was even remotely familiar with Ma:

After having wracked his brains for some tiinthe eleveryear gap between
the conception and completion Mistress of Mistresesvould seem to speak for
itself herei he had arrived at the conclusion that his ideas could not be served by
realistic fiction. The earliest manuscript fragmentdlidtress of Mistresseslating
from 1924 and preserved in Leeds Public Library, atese n Lessi nghamos
home in Cumbria. It would be stretching the point to suggest that Eddison originally
intended to write Lessingham into a realistic novel, but he does seem to have slowly
and incrementally realised that he needed a different, roctstidt world to properly
articulate a different standard of reality.

He proceeded to strive for the rest of his life to explain this standard of reality.
Thanks to his scrupulous dating of manuscripts, it is clear that during the fourteen
years between eéhGood Friday revelation and his death, he rarely let a fortnight go by
without at least sitting down and trying to make progress on one manuscript or
another. Although he worked a tinsensuming day job and was essentially an
amateur author (his royaltyadements make sobering reading) he was in respect of
his approach to the craft perhaps the most scrupulously professionalowider
discussed in this thesis. Having staked his salvation on a belief, he naturally wanted to
make sure he got his pointrass, even if it killed him. In 1944 he expressed relief
that The Mezentian Gatead reached a stage where it could be published to some
effect Aneven i f | were to be snuffed outo
MS Eng lett. 230/1 6B83). In the event, this is precisely what happened, but Eddison
continued to work on the novel until a fortnight before his death and, as the project
progressed, predicted the necessity for further exploration of Zimiamvia. The fact that
these novels move backwandsher than forwards in time, thoroughly buttressing the
story ofMistress of Mistressdsy detailing the events leading up td itoremost
among them a philosophical disputation on possible shapes and motivating principles
of worldsi demonstrates thatdgison was a writer motivated by ideas rather than
financial concerns, narrative curiosity, or the joy of compositiba.ultimate lack of
interest in that last possible motivation should be a final dismissal of the idea that
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Eddison was merely burblindpaut splendour. He was critiquing the primary world,
and he cared very deeply about making sure his critiques were thorough and properly
appreciated by his audience.
A question therefore arises: how much Zimiamvian philosophy did Eddison
genuinely believe Certainly he had no great trouble working within conventional
social, moral and religious structures. The other three writers examined in this thesis
struggled, to a greater or lesser degree, with the necessity of living and working in the
primary world.Eddison appears to have had no such problems; he spent his life
working, happily enough, in a sensitive position in a government office requiring
rigid and continuous attention to thoroughly conventional standards of value and
importance. In fact, theisgse of how O6real 6 Zi mi amvia was t
one. As shown, Zimiamvia exists essentially as a demonstration of an ontological
argument in action. The very existence of the argument, however, implies a
willingness to at least countenance the itthed the yardsticks by which we measure
the primary world are open to substantial revision. Before embarking on the question
of whether or not Eddison considered the T
instructive to dwell on a fascinating episode in ddin 6s career, i n whict
applied his ideas to primasyorld matters that would seem to demand rigid,
utilitarian realism. The conclusions he reached in doing so shed further light on this
sort of ontological editorialising as well as demonstratis value.

Aphrodite on the Home Front: ER Eddison and World War II

Twentiethcentury history can be broadly reckoned as an hourglessed affair,

with virtually everything in the first part contributing to the advent of the Second

World War, and vially all subsequent events relating in some way to the course and
outcome of that great calamity. This notion is applicable to literary history, including
that of the Perilous Realm. Indeed, the enormous changes wrought on English society
and selpercepion in the first half of the twentieth century have been cited as a major
contributing factor to the wealth of secondary worlds built by English authors during
that period (ManloveThe Fantasy Literature of Englari®-57). When current events
seem unbeliable, the temptation to create something that makes more sense than the
primary world does is obviously stronger; psychologists often find themselves tracing
disassociative mental illnesses back to trauma early in life. But where the psychotic,
by definiton, believe their delusions at the expense of reality, wauittlers know
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their work to be falsifications, and must, if they wish to have any readers, conduct it
with one eye on the real world. Occasionally links between the primary and secondary
worldswill only become apparent as their respective histories unfold. This seems to
have been very much the case with ER Eddison. Although the bulk of his work had
been accomplished by 1939, archival evidence suggests that he perceived his earlier
work to be aplicable to the crisis of the 1940s, which in turn became a great spur to
the continuation of that work in the last years of his life.
If the events of the 1940s continue to bewilder subsequent generations, they
were far more frightening to those who livech r ough t he m. Eddi sonds

Howard ably demonstrated the prevailing terror of Total War in a letter of 1942:

Todayds wars are mechanical and ideol og
conscience & betrayals of professed gods. Lies & counterlieswplort

semantic superstitions; the imagination is paralysed by the marching of the

actual horror; men die wonderingly, cynically or casually. There is no poetry;

all is propaganda. Courage is an impersonal psychological asset. Victories are

slight advancesn a worldwide mapi they do not lift the heart. Defeats are

shortages of creature comforts without spiritual significance. The depths of

our disaster cannot be understood by anyone now living; it is too complicated

i and too frightening. (JM Howard to Bidon, 3/2/42; Bodleian Library MS

Eng. lett. e. 231 122)

Despite losing his sem-law, Flying Officer Kenneth Higson, in action in
1940 @ Fish Dinner in Memisors dedicated to his memory), Eddison himself tended
to be more reserved in his assessmoéthe situation. He could perhaps afford to be.
In 1938 he had retired from public service and moved to Marlborough, a place of
scant interest to the Luftwaffe (and just as well; his former residence in London
would suffer a direct hit in the Blitz). Thesrforbidden by his doctor from joining the
local Home Guard, he did ARP work, tended an extensive vegetable garden, worked
on The Mezentian Gatend struggled to get the complet&drish Dinner in Memison
into print. British publishers could not spare gaper, but in 1940 the manuscript
reached American publisher Edward Niles, who, after extensive correspondence,
pushed out an edition in his homeland in 1941. Three years later, Niles wrote to
Eddison noting the foresight he had shown in naming one @e¢h®n Lords irThe
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Worm Quroboro® Spi t firedé, following up the obseryv

comments about more recent events:

With what you know of Corsus and the other great Witches, you and noone

else should be able to tell us the inside as toiG@& the Nazi chief§ but

youdbd be on new and boggy ground with H
the Ghouls, but when on Dec 7, 1941, when the Japanese burst forth with

unimagined ferocity | thought at once of your Chronology. Are you writing of

them nav? Have they enough sousome in the magsto make it worthwhile

di stinguishing between them? They haven
Niles to Eddison, 12/11/44; Bodleian Library MS Eng. lett. c. 232228)

Niles refers here to an event mentidme the appendices dhe Worm
Ouroborosi n whi ch the Demons, Witches and fAot hct
alliance against the fAuni magined ferocityo
barbarians who eventually have to be exterminaféoln515). The was against the
Ghouls have been concluded by the time the narratiV@@iWWorm Ouroboros
begins. The Witchsdé failure to properly su,
during that war is touched on asausa belli(21), but the episode as a whole is
quickly glossed over as unpleasant for all concerned. Given that the Demons take
great delight in the thrill of competitive effort occasioned by their seemingly dreadful
war with the Witches, this would indicate that the wars against the Ghadih
gavec o mmon cause to Demons, Witches, Goblins
mysterious and reclusive Elvesvere terrible indeed. Perhaps they involved the sort
of unsenti mental, grinding fAmechanical and

Howard lamented id942. Here, Edward Niles not only perceives a parallel between

the Ghoulsdé implied viciousness and that o
Eddi sonds description of the fictional war
is this a wholly isolated i ew among Eddi sonds admirers, ofr
himself:

This War is far unlike the contentions of ifgving action, such as
Lessinghamés and the Kingbs against the
against Carcé which, by their ending, brbuguch woeful & empthanded
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bereavement upon Juss & his friends, & the promise of whose resumption

promised life & glory again with that trumpetal | when t he Wor mds
at | ast to Iits mouth & the worl dos grea
No; this is a war agjnst Dexris, against the Ghouls, a war of destruction: a

heavy, inescapable, ugly job, having at its end & sanction the extirpation of

things which, until by our strength & manhood we extirpate them, stand

between mankind & the life whidhif we are to emain men is alone worth

living.

In this we fight against ultimate Evil, which is a drab, dirty, ugly, unadmirable

thing. (to JM Howard, 16/3/42; Bodleian Library MS Eng. lett. e. 231 124

125)
Elsewhere Eddison suggested that the current state of affaiwas fAr eal | 'y a
religious waro given that, unlike in 1914,

woul d Al ose their soulso to a tide of mech
Eddi sondés view of morality, WNes7/70,fate wor:
Bodleian Library MS Eng lett c. 232 13). Such a utilitarian conflict, defending oneself
from such inhumanity, was a matter of desperate, amoral expediency rather than
heroism.

In such a situation, Eddison and Eddisonian heroes would sdssréadered
power |l ess. Lord Juss 6BheWdrnaQurobhoggdoof t he mant

example, is a higlstakes lark:

And Juss, for all his bitter pain and torment, and for all that he was well nigh
stifled by the sore dthaestinkofiasfbloadbnd cr eat u
puddings blubbering about his face and breast, yet by his great strength

wrestled with that great and filthy maater. And ever he thrust his right hand

armed with the hilt and stump of his broken sword yet deeper into Iys bel

until he searched out its heart and did his will upon it, slicing its heart asunder

like a lemon and severing and tearing all the great vessels around the heart

until the blood gushed around him like a spring. And like a caterpillar the

beast curled upnd straightened out in its death spasms, and it rolled and fell

from that ledge, a long fall. It fell not clean into the snow, but smote an edge
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of rock near the bottom, and that strook out its brains. It lay there in its blood,
gaping at the sky (26807).

This episode exists solely to give Juss an excuse to demonstrate his heroism; it
does not advance the plot of the novel or serve any other utilitarian purpose.
Similarly, Horius Parry, the nominal villain of Zimiamvia, exists merely because
Lessinghameeds someone to test his mettle against. In both cases, the competition is
its own prize; faced with actual, meaningf
or defeat (in Lessinghamdéds case by Dexris)
eadt of them is operating in a secondary world, however, demonstrates an important
gualification to Eddisondés view of their e:
romantic reactionary blithering about invincible warriors, he actually had a firm grasp
on whda any one human soul could accomplish in the real wiohid reason, partly,
for the creation of fictional ones. Even when eulogising Edward Lessingham, the
narrator of the Overture iMistress of Mistressessoncedes t hat the great
staggering bravgrand charisma would count for nothing against the mechanical
wherewithal of the Norwegian air force-@.

For Lessinghamés amazing abilities as a
much as Eddison clearly wished they would, he required a univense spécifically
to test them. The fact that there are no guns in Zimiamvia was no accident;
gunpowder and the internal combustion engine were, Eddison said, baffles to human
potential rather than testaments to human progress (letter to Gerald Hayés, 4/3/4
Bodleian Library MS Eng. lett. e. 230/1 66). A soldier could demonstrate heroism by
defeating an enemy in battle, but if he did so by building himself a fvatil@ng
machine he merely demonstrated superior wealth. So when the armies of Zimiamvia
are nobilised, Lessingham defeats Barganax through skill, daring and bravery, not by
having more or better tanks. Nor is this entirely to do with the escape from modern
industrialisation that is a common thread among various twestiéttury world
builders.Js s 6s sword breaks during his celebrate
requiring him to enter into a spectacularly gory wrestling match which he wins largely
because he refuses to submit to the alternafikie (Worm Ouroboro205-207).
Despite hazarding acatsons of shallow or silly characterisation (Manlolrapulse
of Fantasyl 45; see al so DO6OAmMmassa, 91), Eddi son
competing on the grounds of their human spirit alone. This is not escapism or



121

idealism so much as humanism espdusea level of purity that could only be

tenably maintained under the literary equivalent of laboratory conditiotise right

' ight, Eddisondéds work can in fact be seen .
examine and portray the intrinsically hum@ncerns of heroism, accomplishment

and romance in a setting unencumbered by realistic distractions from their centrality.

What we have in Eddison is a man deeply concerned with isolating and
portraying the core values of humanity (as he, in his owsydicratic manner,
reckoned them) in an era when the loss of such notions seemed a very real prospect.
His views on World War Il actually serve to clarify this issue as well as serving as a
useful demonstration of Eddisonian philosophy in action. Unalparticipate as a
soldier in a war he saw as being a matter of spiritual as well as physical and political
significance, Eddison offered what contribution he felt he could. Despite continual
rebuffs from pragmatists, he continued to push for a Britishoediti A Fish Dinner
in Memisonto be published during the wavhile it was still topical.

Given that utilitarian, as opposed to heroic, competition is such a marginal
concern in his novels (the courses of the wars against the Ghouls and against Dexris
are not part of any Eddisonian narrative, published or otherwise) this is a curious
claim to make. Further reference to his several letters on the issue, however, clarifies
his position. One such |l etter forms part o
Christian Science MonitorThough not a Christian Scientist himself, Eddison had
friends within the sedt his brother Colin was a member (de Califerary
Swordsman and Sorceret@8)i and the journal had published glowing reviews of
his previous works. Itsditorsdeclined, however, to discuss thish Dinner, which
had recently been published in America. Eddison retorted that such a snub was

unhelpful, especially in this day and age:

| feel books with a philosophy to them, & books which try to look ovelewi
horizons than that of bombs & guns & th
Evil 6s old prerogatives6é which monopol i
today, are just what should be read at this time; & indeed may help to stiffen

our resolve againstn enemy who would destroy, if he could, all that makes

life worth living. (letter to Evelyn F Heyward, 4/3/41; Bodleian Library MS

Eng. lett., e. 231 77)
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At first glance this may seem slightly sskrving, or even mercenaiy
Eddison could be accusetiammplaining that his book was not receiving sufficient
public exposure at a time when he had spotted a niche in the market. As usual,
however, initial appearances are misleading. Eddison was not writing for the money
(he had been securely pensioned leydivil service), or even fame (he received royal
honours for his work for the government). TM® n i tfimal; fidnsrebuff of theFish
Dinnersurvives in the Bodleian Libraryés Eddi
Eddison himself to the effect thia¢ would press the matter further if it was someone
el seébs book (Heyward to Eddi son, 3/ 10/ 41;
100). As a master of polite correspondence, he did not feel free to do so with his own
work.

It might also be argued thBtldison was hoping to lift public morale with his
book. Fantasy certainly tends to beget escapism, from the pejorative kind to the
spiritually potent Escape identified by To
can work at various points along tlsatle. Zimiamvia is a balmy, pmedustrial
realm peopled by wefied, fabulously arrayed, incisively selésured warriors
fighting for the thrill of competition. Clearly, this bears little resemblance to England
in 1941. Again, however, the vaingloriodsscriptive passages that leap out at

uninitiated readers of Eddison are not central to the matter. This to Gerald Hayes:

Worse men than your admired and beloved self have accused me of writing
pages and pages of perfectly beautiful words which mearsphgciothing at

all; which seems to me a curious accusation, when my rigid rule on revision
for the printer is consistently to delete any word that cannot prove to my
satisfaction that its deletion would obscure or leave unexpressed some
essential part ahy thought in strict relevance to the whole drama (24/2/45;
Bodleian Library MS Eng lett. e. 230/1 101).

Eddison saw the beauty (lowerase O6b6) of Zi mi amvi a, ano
descriptions of it in his books, as apposite rather than flowegmpositimal side
effects of the underlying moral and philosophical framework of the novels. The depth
of feeling evident in the Good Friday mani:
worth recalling here. What Eddison was trying to do was to get a piecerafuite
into the public sphere at a time when he passionately and genuinely believed it would
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serve some social purpose. That purpose went beyond the lifting of morale by

of fering his readers aesthetic escapism. S
to get across to people in the context of the 1940was the ideas behind the glory

that Eddison saw as topical.

AWhen the civilised world is agonised i
and evil o, Eddi son wr ot e, @&kén &theonlyyt hi ng t h.
comfort for wise men is the certitude that things that cannot be shaken will stand,
poets & artists are faced squarely with the question of whether they are doing any
good by producing works of ar tanbbrafgyt o Wi | | i
MS Eng lett. e. 231 112). To do any good by means of the line of argument with
which Eddison introduce& Fish Dinner in Memisgra work of art must be
principally concerned with the depiction of true value, that which can be loved for its
own sake Fish Dinnerxxii-x x v ) . | f Eddi sonbés definitions
certainly serve this manifesto, being a depiction of a world where Beauty is
objectively incarnated, sometimes se¥idently, then loved without reservation and
defended agast attack by individual human heroism. Such a model of the meaning
of life was in no way served by a catastrophic war in which the main index of success
was physical survival achieved by superior

he continued intte same letter to Hillyer,

| am satisfied that by continuing (as time & other duties permit) to carry on

what has become my job, | am making my best contribution to the cause

which your country & mine, now shoulder to shoulder, are with so much

blood & tears & sweat (& at last with so grandly dawning a promise of

success) upholding against the greatest & most expert organisation of evil the
world has ever seen. As | conceive it, my writings are not wholly irrelevant to
the oO0ghost | y wagsues invumexanpledaraterial violencetoi me
the worldwide summation of life & the means of life. It is well, when ideas &

6i deol ogi esd6 are bandied about with noi
in art, what matters is not the idea but the persas.fibm personalities,

individual living minds of men and women, that ideas take life, grow & form
themselves & have their nourishment; & they gain power (in the long run) as
organic parts of the mind of this and that living being that entertains them and
makes them part of itself. A noble world is a world fitted for noble men and
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women; all else is machinery, & machinery (a truism bitterly brought home in
recent generations) is neither good nor bad, progressive nor reactionary, but as

its user makes it.

Because of its preoccupation with the mean facts of physical survival, World
War Il was, as Eddison saw it, a utilitarian struggle. It was, to be sure, a vital
undertaking, but it was an ethical good, and ethioabgd ness was firel ati ve
convent on & expedi ency o0 Mitiess efdMsstressddb)jai ¢ Li br ary
means rather than an end in itself. The only truly noble undertaking was the service of
Beauty as exemplified by Lessingham and Barganax. Eddison wanted to get a book
discussing thigdea published at a time when the English were in danger of becoming
so preoccupied with the mechanical (and, therefore, ultimately ephemeral) means of
victory that they might forget the precise
sake be called esdam (Eddison conceded the point), but only in the sense that it
could give the English a chance to stop and draw breath, and remind them of what
they were really fighting for. That end was not simply victory over the Axis powers,
vital as that might be, lbthe freedom to attend to things that were truly impoitant
point that, while crucial, could all too easily be overlooked in the tumult of Total War.
Upon being reminded of the central importance of a prize, one would presumably be
more disposedtowkr t owar ds it . By providing a figene
said, Zimiamvia woul d b ehanipS&ghesrotddgpe,mag and i n°
emetico (to Faber, 16/ 6/ 40, Bodl eian Libra

| have a strong impression ttiaere is a growing public (more than ever,
perhaps, in wartime) for books that offer a taste of new air, not so much
irrelevant to our troubles as above them. Such air is champagne; not dope, but
a tonic, & a foundatiomock for action and endurance (toacRard Church,

22/4/41; Bodleian Library MS Eng. lett. c. 232 173)

If the claims Eddison made for the topicality of his work seems faintly far
fetched, it may also be important to bear in mind the emotional impact of the very
thing he was critiquing the prolonged, desperate utilitarianism of the era. Fifteen
minutes spent in front of the History Channel will demonstrate that generalissimos on
both sides of World War Il spent months at a time frantically signing off on whatever
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far-fetched initiative mighgrant them even the most fleeting of advantages, and that
their populations were following suit. The call for London housewives to donate their
saucepans to RAF munitions factories had less to do with sourcing additional iron
than it did with fostering aense of individual contribution to remedying a situation

the gravity of which would continue to shake people down to the present day. Eddison
clearly felt a desire, and perhaps a duty, to inspire the same blush of heroism in an age
where expediency ruledVorld-building, he had discovered, allowed him to propose

a situation where heroism could be objectively defined and portrayed. That he saw
such an undertaking as valuable to a nation embroiled in World War Il is hardly
surprising; whether or not he waght is hardly the issue. The fact that he saw such
work as applicable to the situation at all, however, is crucial. It exemplifies his
ongoing desire to make sense of realitydlying a step back from it and, therefore, a
keen appreciation of the paenship between the real and the invenkéid.denial that

his work was an emetic for the primary world is illustrative. If a world where evil
cannot endure seems escapist, it is worth remembering that when conijissiags

of Mistresse&ddison ultimatet found he had to metabolise, rather than discount,

evil. The same point could be made with regard to Morville, and his fatekish

Dinner in MemisonThe Zimiamvian novels constitute a theodicy, explaining why

evil exists, rather than a utopian drea@nother parallel with MacDonald.

To extend this line of reasoning to the primary world in the 1940s was a
considerably more responsible and noble undertaking than might at first appear. Much
of The Mezentian Gat@as written during his less demandingftshin the local ARP
office (to Hayes, not dated but apparently from 1943; Bodleian Library, MS Eng lett.

c. 230/1, 57). Eddison was undeniably concerned with current events and saw his
work as being applicable to them. Some support for this idea camne ifothe

following he had among those most directly preoccupied by World Wahnil
correspondence includes fan letters from various Allied servicemen (for example, the
letter from Captain CM Cavman, 13/10/8hdleian Library MS Eng. lett., e. 23160

61).

Ot hers saw Eddi sonés philosophy as bein
Gerald Hayes, who had mapped Zimiamvia and encouraged Eddison in his
composition of further books, became increasingly nervous of the way in which the
development of those bk® came to mirror that of the primary world. Hayes noted
that the behaviour of Fiorinda, Lessingham and other Zimiamvian characters, in
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accordance with underlying Zimiamvian philosophy as it might be, amounted to

Asheer, bl oody Fas cxcusahnlésuchadead werednniek eurrend how
situation (Hayes to Eddison, 20/2/45; Bodleian Library MS Eng. lett., e. 230/1 99). L
Sprague De Camp makes a similar point, not

l ed him to create femahedofselffau gtoigfaind atbiudn i few a
most recently revived by the European Fasc:
(Literary Swordsmen and Sorcerér82133). This is a serious charge, and was all

the more so when Hayes made it in 1945. Understandablysdtdristled at the

accusation:

6 Fasci s'P@entirysdisease bdn of the mischiefs of an industrial

civilisation. It issues in tyranny, just as communism & all forms of

collectivism issue in tyranny; & by tyranny | do not mean monarchy or

oligarchyper se but the tyrannical rule of bad or foolish rmeenerally both

bad and foolish. There is nothing in my bodKsecause there is nothing in

mymindit hat has the smallest comfort for 6
concentrate on Yreatwral passnh ematkghe makesitmc t |

1923) expressing preference for the Italian tyranny rather than the Rugsian.

that date most informed and impartial people would have agreed with him. (to

Hayes, 24/2/49Bodleian Library MS Eng. lett., e. 230102)

The term 6aristocraticbdb turns up freque
faith in and articulation of the concept has been cited as the central feature of his work
(Stephens xxii). De Camp sharply criticises Eddison for this, accusing him ¢dabta
sociopolitical wishkf ul f i I | ment and sarcastically aski:Hu
a member of a ruling class in a country where the lower orders loyally served and
obeyed their betters, without thought of changing either the system or their own
st at LiterdydSwdrdsmen and Sorcerér33) In fact, de Camp is quite wrong
about this. The passage quoted here from E.
demonstrates that Eddison certainly subscribed to the principle of aristocracy, but
interpreted theéerm literallyi as meaning rule by the best. Exactly how to measure
who the Obestdé are or were is, of course,
Eddi son has in fact used fantasy to provid
those whose huam spirit is unencumbered by neurosis. Eddison consequently does



127

not envisage a world where the peasants know their place, but where the princes,
acting in accordance with unbreakable moral verities embodied by Fiorinda and her
sisters, are inherently amthquestionably worthy of theirs. Apparently ignorant of
Zimiamvian philosophy and adhering to conventional definitions of aristocracy,
nobility and goodness, de Camp fails to make this distinction, and his analysis of
Eddison is therefore fundamentallyvilad.

Lessinghamés remar k about the Altalian -
well, and serves to tie the matter back to World War Il, although it requires brief
introduction.Towards the end of theish Dinner, the recently widowed Lessingham
sits n his armoury in Cumbria, surrounded by Viking swords and other medieval
weaponry, dining with his brothén-law Jim Scarnside and discussing the political
devel opments of the current year, 1923. Le:

which Scarnsid takes to mean Mussolini.

Lessingham answered with a shrug. ATher
the worse. But the mischief is more in the game than in the player. In

mankind, not in particular men. The field, and the apparatus, are too much

overgo wn and s pish®wmier8i)g . 0 (

Here Eddison articulates almost the same idea as in his letter to Hayes; that the
fascists were only able to extend their tyranny and depredations to others (and
therefore, that fascism was only worth worrying apbetcause of its use of the
mechanical wherewithal of industrial civilisation. Without his panzers and Luftwaffe,
Lessingham seems to argue, Hitler would simply be a deluded, undistinguished artist
sitting in a Munich bar babbling conspiracy theoriesn@omnsequentially tragic
individual who had, like Morville fleeing from the fight with Barganax, allowed the
universe to get the better of him. This is, however, close to the Eddisonian definition
of evil. By exploiting the apparatus of mechanical civiimai which are, as he said
to Hillyer, neither good nor evil in themselvieghat evil could visit itself on millions.
Eddison, who lostasen-l aw i n the war, hated the nDest |
severer of societies and the Devastator of Dwellilsgc e s 0 (t o Geor ge Hami
9/9/40; Leeds Public Library) as much as anyone, and called it evil. He viewed
fascism as evil, and indeed even topical, as a result of the same line of moral

argument that had led to the creation of Zimiamvia. That the apphcatisuch
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philosophy to the real world can produce a very similar conclusion to that resulting
from more conventional mor al arguments i s |
favour. This man was not escaping from reality but attempting to make sense of it,
and promote his reasoning in a nation that stood, as he saw it, at a crossroads between
the glory and nobility of Barganax and the flaccid, miserable extinction of Morville.
This would seem to directly contradict Man
fia | o tmipudse @f Fantasy41) from the primary world and its wartime troubles.
Eddison understood that the search for perfection in art and literature can have
meani ngful and positive effects on its cre.
imperfactcn  and hardship in reality. That search
sincerity is not as easily called into question as his grasp of philosophy or his
compositional taste. The common charge of fantasy as escapism is relevant here, but
the comments Eddisanakes in support of his workechoing those of EA Niles, as
gquotedonp.l1llBma ke Zi mi amviads conneloti on to Eart
identifying the value Eddison saw his work as possessing in wartime, it is important
to remember Tol hiesds coadmasi nigomMtae Escape
the FIlight dreeahdilieabdpeserter o (

Eddi sonds view of the dangers and priva
optimistic. He felt and bemoaned the war, but seems never to have doubted its
outcone. With both sides equipped with mechanical forms of cheating, he seems to
have believed that the side that kept mindful of its ultimate duty to Aphrodite was
certainly going to triumph against those who forgot it. He was a firm supporter of
C h u r c hlicy of irtractalpleoresistance to fascism (to EA Niles, 25/8/40; Bodleian
Library MS Eng. lett. c. 232 35) and his extensive correspondence with American

friends and colleagues is peppered with sentiments such as this:

The spark of consolation is that yand we are now brothers in arms, as we

were already in all else. More and more clearly the situation stands defined; &,

though we have a great and perhaps long fight before us, there is no shred of

doubt that we & those others who are with us will bengirenough to master

these ruinous desperadoes & wise enough
pit over destructionds strengthd when t
18/12/41; Bodleian Library MS Eng. lett. c. 232 279).
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Eddison outlived Hitler bymly a few months, and although he remained well
enough to continue tinkering witthe Mezentian Gatentil a few days before his
death, no posivar correspondence of his appears in any of the archives | have found.
His thoughts on the outcome and aftern@tiivorld War Il can only be guessed at,
but it would be fair to speculate that he saw the eventual victory of those who were
Aon the side of the Godso as something of
It is also worth noting that there is a body of opinion among histotiiets
Hi tl er 6s popul aa4ivilamn ergwl geaidsiprobablyaises laim teau p e r
much credit. In his influential biography, lan Kershaw argues that he was in fact
merely a frustrated, poorgrounded man of no especial intelligence who browbeat
his way into a position of enormous political and military power, for which he was
manifestly ilksuited, and which came to subsume his parlous internal lifexxwy.
By then, however, his insecurities and mismanagement were being visited on a vast
sphee of influence. The emergence of such a school of thought could be construed as
further vindication of Eddisonds ideas abo
massproduced batttevi nni ng engines to such otherwise
| i on 6csFigk Binner231).
On the question of the wartime valuefofish Dinner in MemisgrEddison
was not so lucky. The American edition of the novel would be the last of his books
that he lived to see in print; a British edition was not published until laedeath,
andThe Mezentian Gatdid not reach bookstores until 1958. Consequently it is
difficult to judge how the book would have been received in his homeland. EA
Ni | e s 06 sThegNoontOurabgrow describe the Japanese air force, however,
sugges t hat Eddi s gish®dsnetwerpmtentifely baseteds.e
Whatever the case, It is clear that Eddi so
as a result of considerable thought. He saw World War I, dreadful and unavoidable
as it was, as means rather than an end, and felt that those lost in the complexity and
desperation of those means would benefit from a momentary reminder of the ends that
they were fighting for. One does not need
paramount impdance of Beauty to find a certain merit in his argument here. In a
time of Total War, the emotional solace an
was entirely topical, a point that underlines his primary concern with depicting
fundamental and eterhlauman ideas. It is simplification and escapism, to be sure, but
of a cerebral, responsible kind that exists in a demonstrable, if not entirely practicable,
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relationship with the vicissitudes of the primary world. Eddison sought not to

encour age foav aihdeanrmcar sh facts of pain, | oss
Impulse of Fantas$54) but to keep them in perspective, the better to overcome them.

Britain had the Goddess on its side, of this he was sure, and the value of this

assurance isdemonstrated hi s unfl i nching optimism abol

wanted to share it with others.

Eddison on Reality

If the creation of a secondary world implies a rejection of the primary one, it is
not, necessarily, an attempt to ignore it. Escapism, Tolkiemiatherwise, if it is to
be effective, must be formulated with close reference to that from which the fugitive
seeks refuge. ER Eddison viewed his n@vélish Dinner in Memisoas being
topical during World War Il not because it demonstrated the bagtavsurvive an
air-raid but because it gave readers a glimpse of a world whenr&dsrwere
impossible, allowing the audience to consider broader human issues from which the
practical horrors of the war might otherwise distract them. Although he adrhitt
had not formulated his book with Total War in mind, he believed passionately in the
applicability of his secondary world to its primary equivalent.

Or was it vice versa? Those who have read the entire published Zimiamvia
cycle will know that when Kig Mezentius builds a world on the table at his
mi stressdéds dinner party, the world he buil.
Barganax and his lover Fiorinda enter this world, to know it from within, and live out
mortal lifetimes as Edward and Margssingham, humans of staggering power and
beauty. The highlights of their earthly lives are recounted in the earthly sectians of
Fish Dinner In Memisoywhich cover the years 1901 to 1926 the end of the party,
after they have returned to Zimiamviadir earthly lifetimes having taken only
seconds by Zimiamvian reckoning), Fiorinda, unimpressed by his world, pops the
bubble with a hairpin. All of human and cosmic history is compressed into ten
minutes in heaven, where time itself is subservient toviblees of Beauty. It seems
that Eddison was proposing that our world, not Zimiamvia, was the invented one.

If so, Eddison did not seem to have planned it as such when he began writing
about Zimiamvia. The surviving working papers listress of Mistressscontain no
mention of such an idea. When Eddison began the task of properly delineating the
place (which, it will be remembered, is mentioned in passifidtneéWorm
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Ouroborog, it was a private heaven, constructed in keeping with his belief in the
ultimate correlation of meaningful pleasure and spiritual fulfillment. The notion of
actively transposing the two worlds, and eventually linking them in an inextricable
partnership, emerged only later, and as a further consequence of the philosophy he
developedo justify his position. A perfect world, he argued, was one in which people
were free to be noble; nobility sprang from the pursuit and service of that which was
of value for its own sake, which Eddison, displaying characteristic ontological
optimism,t¢ med Beaut y.i thatEst behadoarlthatgervediséme
utilitarian purposé was perfectly acceptable, indeed sometimes quite necessary, but
it was subject to expediency and circumstance and therefore could not serve as a
philosophical principleAny other behaviouir denying Beauty, or working against it
T was evil. Since Beauty was the only stable, universal reality, furthermore, evil was a
sort of glitch or temporary fault, containing the seeds of its own imminent destruction.
Within a sufficently large time framé which did not necessarily have to be
especiallylargé¢evi | coul d not endur e. I'f Zi mi amvi a
(which was, according to Eddisonds working
quickly-discarded working title foMistress of Mistressg¢d must therefore be set up
in order to put this manifesto into action.
The shape, and indeed advent, of Eddi so
dictated by a drive to better explain this notion, and to explore its consequences.
Looming large among those consequences was an evolving perception of the primary
world as lacking in some thoroughly fundamental way. Sineg World War Il
demonstrated one is not always free to love Beauty to the extent She obviously
deserved, Eddisorald his doubts about this odd and imperfect cosmos in which he

found himself. He was convinced, he said, that

Not hing is o6too good to be trued; that
l eaf) all the el ements of aa8axperieneespect ab
here on earth, the difference being (as the Duchess said) that in this pinchbeck

worl d they are somehow wrongly arranged
wor |l doé ( whi c motthisonews pempotarilydndadbit!) yout

crooked. Andwith this goes the idea that Aphrodite herself, masquerading as

an Earl 6s daughter, can give her Il over
death give him life after life of it, with himself and herself in varied &
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simultaneous incarnations, eacving its own perfection to be the

protagonists of great action & contemplation, and unending drama & prayer
because it centres in her, who is, of herself, divine Beauty & desirable for her
own sake alone. (to HA Lappin, 4/11/41; Bodleian Library MS Ettge. 231
145146)

Heaven, therefore, becomes a place where the good things in life (reckoned as
such on the basis of their applicability to the purpose of the female principle) will go
on for as long as we want them to. Working on this principlejaimaia functions in
cl ose accord with Eddi sonds insistence tha
those which served the purpose of absolute value. Consequently Zimiamvia can be
regard as oO6fundamentally real $¢eemsBddi son ne:
appropriate coinage given his insistence t
standard of r eal i tMtoess(ofiMiseedssie)Paunbtibonhe Li br ar y
had been trying to articulate since Good Friday 1930. By contrast, tharpvorld
is a Amockshow, operated by Ti meFishnd t he e
Dinner, 3), and can therefore Aphrediarad®&sd Dtndt
distain for such mechanistic explanations of the functioning of realityasesting, as
it reveals another parallel between Eddison and MacDonald. In Zimiamvia itself, at
the fish dinner, Mezentius shrugs over the inconsequentiality of his creation;

ALeave it. It wi || ungo of -casttlogkatl f . For
Fiorinda, Arightly reading, | hope, the
occasion to give it for all your little entities that compose it, this crowning law:

- that at every change in the figures of their dances they shall by uneschewable

destiny onform more and more to that figure which is, in the nature of things,

their likest; which when they shall reach it at last, you shall find dance no

more, but immobility: not Being any more, but Né¢ing: end of the world

and desi st en ¢igh Domer3Hl) | things. o (

The laws of physics may be entirely accurate and highly useful, but to
Mezentiusds mind they are transitory and p!
cease to function. Thus, like ethical good, they are ultimately not fit for petpo
those who would seek to understand the true, eternal qualities of reality. A thing of



133

Beauty, however, is a joy forever. Earthos
Zi mi amv i aThss, bg Eddisonmiae standards, Zimiamvia is the real world, and
this world the fake.

It is partly due to this highly eccentric view of what constitutes reality that
Eddison has been dismissed by some critics. Assigning the quality of existence only
to that which is good, Eddi s omidaneof easi |l y
the harsh facts of pai n,mpllseef&antasgdl). i ness an
He seems, indeed, to have tried to sidestep negativity. The ferocious Vicar, sitting in
his demonicallydecorated banqueting hall snarling threats and insuhsst
obsequious valet Gabriel Flores, is certainly the villain of the piece. He exists in order
to allow Lessingham the lifaffirming pastime of service to the Goddess, however,
and is therefore not evil. He is an apparatus, a cog in a machine sqtiegst®
Aphrodite, in much the same way as Newtonian motion facilitates travel in a universe
set up to follow the laws of physics. Consequently he dadeed, really ought tb
exist. Because the purpose of that existence is to give Lessingham sonrething f
which to defend Queen Antiope, he is, in E:
soundo (Leeds Public Library).

In order to demonstrate the point he was trying to make, however, Eddison
eventually decided he had to place Antiope in genuine danger. Liegsirgannot
meaningfully protect her from something that, being a part of himself, cannot
meaningfully harm her; for anyone to be able to value Beauty, it must be in some
degree of genuine danger of being lost. Thus the selfish, hectoringpagited King
Dexris of Akkama appears. The story never moves to Akkama, and it is not made
clear in the published novel why that realm is so unpleasant, although Eddison
planned to take us thereTine Mezentian Gat@nd scribbled notes to himself about it
(Acolmt &r wicl i mat e; barbarous | anguage, v.
piracy, throw criminals to pigsgdatedhi ch are
20/1/44, Bodleian Library MS Eng lett. 456/1 102). Introduced only a few pages after
Antiope hers | f Dexris balances proceedings as i
Eddison hoped would otherwise be pleasant and restful to the reader after several
chapters of intrigue and warfare (Leeds Public Library). Seemingly a nastyctile
Dexriseventuaf i nvades Antiopeds stronghold of Ri
marriage, prompting her suicide to avoid this fate. Lessingham therefore learns his
place in the universe; losing Beauty to misadventure on Earth, he loses it to evil



134

agency, and his owmeglect, in Zimiamvia. Shortly afterwards, he dies, to be born
once again in another world with, one would assume, even greater understanding of
his role in safeguarding his own reality.

Dexris is evil both in conventional and Eddisonian terms and plegateal
role in Mistress of Mistressess the exception that proves the rier evil (Dexris)
to succeed, furthermore, good (Lessingham) must be absent, albeit seemingly
|l egitimately. After effortlessly evading D
Lessingham leaves Rialmar to attend to developments in Rerek, a distant, contested
part of Antiopeb6s real m. Dexris strikes th
to wait for his absence. For Lessinghambés
however, Dg&ris had to present a real danger. Properly applied, good must by
definition triumph over evil, but for goodness to demonstrably exist, he conceded, evil
must also be preseiithus Eddi son does not oO6avoidé evil
Zimiamvian novels, he defines evil and uses it to demonstrate and buttress his
manifesto.

The i mplications of Eddi sond6és reasoning
beyond a mere admission of structural oppositigynarguing that reality can only be
reckoned in terms of its relae position to Beauty, Eddison turns reality itself into a
relative concept, opening up broad grey areas between the real and the invented. It is
in these areas that Zimiamvia comes into its own; there Lessingham is free to really
beLessingham, the urdppable and terrific man of action, and to be properly
rewarded as such to an extent that would not be possible in the primary world. It is
only in the secondary world that peopl e ca
ultimately why there is, as Eddisoas d, @A no mal BRish®ienermi)int he soul
Zimiamvia. In setting up what initially seems to be a firmly binary division between
reality and Goddesless, seHdestructive extinction, Eddison in fact implies a
continuum of realism based on how rbliathe world in question pleases the
Goddess for whom it was created and, by extension, those who serve her. Aphrodite,
sitting across the table from Edward Lessingham in Verona, is not best pleased with
this cosmos, and fair enough todlary Lessinghandies in a train wreck, and what
sort of a miserable excuse for a universe is it where the personification of all value
can be snuffed out by the chance malfunction of a utilitarian contraption? Sitting in
Memison in her selaware guise as Lady Fiorind&esstill does not like it as much as

Zi mi amvi a. ilt has served its turno, she s
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arise, doubtl ess hi s FishQnmer3dd.Andsince,byd make a

Eddi sonds definitiomacaggyeeabialcitupl conyr e $ip:

from the mouth of Aphrodite, means fimore r
The point, and the fervour with which Eddison believed it, might well be

demonstrated by reference to his thoughts on journalism during the Second World

War:

We live (in wartime) in an atmosphere of journalism & topical writings: but

topical |l iterature is surely often itse
as it may seem today to say so) more permanent things inthieeflow of the

world, its history, humanitypie di vivrei seen as a whole (to FT Smith,

16/3/41; Bodleian LibrarMS Eng. lett. c. 232 165).

It may be something of a relief that he appreciated that this notion might seem
6oddod; it clearly demonstrat etheseitheass Eddi s o
and therefore had at least one foot planted firmly in what is conventionally defined as
the real world. As dispatches from Europe in 1941 bore no news of any service to
Beauty, however, the suggestion that they neglected what was truly ampmekes
perfect sense by Eddisonian yardsticks.

Neither Earth nor Zimiamvia is perfect by those measures. Where Zimiamvia
is at | east operating on sound (perhaps 060G
world is fundamentally flawed. For this reasarhen King Mezentius creates Earth at
the Fish Dinner, Fiorinda quickly tires of it and pops the bubble. This act of distracted
cosmic vandalism is rendered in half a paragraph of leisurely prose on the-second
last page of the novel (312), giving ivaguely casual air quite in keeping with
Fiorindads character. Eddi son, however, pl
cataclysmo (Leeds Public Library), and cit
admitted was otherwise open to accusationsdiite (letter to Edward Niles,

19/11/40; Bodleian Library MS Eng lett. c. 232 81). He was not pleased that the

episode was ignored by most readers, including, he complained, all the American

reviewers of the first edition. He felt he had made the natuvkeoz e nt i usds cr eat
clearin thegrish Dinnerand wondered if the idea simply i
demands on the ordinary reader unless ramm
(letter to HA Lappin, 28/7/41; Bodleian Library MS Eng lett. e. 231 146Jid6ah
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especially disliked laboured exposition. He once criticised a small philosophical
treatise penned by his friend and editor George Rostrover Hamilton on the basis that
AGRH the poet and O0Oseerd has all owed hi mse
aad | ogiciano (to Hamilton, not dated; Bodl i
Eddison would not, he said, adopt such a mode of writing himself. Having failed to
make his point with th&ish Dinner he embarked upofhe Mezentian Gatén
which the ciralar link between Earth and Zimiamvia was to be made explicit.
Eddison died during the composition of this novel, with the chapter focusing
on the issue existing as only an expository memorandumi@YP While writing it,
however, he sent completed sexs to selected friends, who correlated them with his

earlier works and made the connection:

The sequence of ideas from the first glimps&hie Wormall throughM of M,

and up to the dinner, and again in the preliminaridd@findicates that our

world is the real one (even if it be in the guise of Demonland and Witchland)
while Zimiamvia is a specially created one to reward specially deserving ones
of this mortal world after deatha sort of infinitely varied and variable

Valhalla; even for one indidual so rewarded for his deeds here, there would
be many Zi mi japresumably nofirdpaafireg one another. Thus for
Lessingham, the world &l of Mwas but one of many such specially created
worlds in which his personality would become itself it faeasure. Now,

however, unless | quite misread muchviis and also (by reflexion) the latter
scenes oFD the world of the Three Kingdoms is the real one (perhaps in a
rather supramundane sense) and this mortal world of ours is no more than a
thing creaed out of a passing whim of her Ladyship (just the sort of dirty trick
she would play, by the way).

Are we supposed to believe both views by some Vandermastian metaphysics?
Because if so, | believe you are asking too much: to my limited sense, that
would reduce it all to meaninglessndssot even the possibility of

termination like the hen and the egg in priority, but rather one of those
conundrums, of the form, AWhy is a mous
Eddison, 20/2/45; Bodleian Library MS Engitlet 230/1 98)
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The first paragraph of this quotation certainly sums up Eddisonian cosmology
as most diligent postolkienian readers will come to understand it; the second
perhaps expresses the same reservations Colin Manlove expresses when dubiously
asessing Eddi sonés fiswoony metaphysicso (1
division between the real and the imagined, however, Hayes seems to have failed to
fully grasp Eddi sondés model of reality, or
Worried tha Hayes had evidently misunderstood him for almost twenty years, and
that this misunderstanding had resulted in a dismissal of his work, Eddison explained

himself:

€)) To the people of Zimiamvia eg to the Duchess or to
Beroaldi it is axiomatic that Z. isheworld & that any
other worlds are either imaginary or problematical. To us
60her e tiswodwstheworld, & Zimiamvia (or
Valhalla, or the New Jerusalem, etc etc) matters of faith,
disbelief, fantasy or speculation.

(b) But (according to the mythiere is only one complete &
self-sufficingreality, & that is God. The nature of God is
duality in unity (Zeus & Aphrodite; Masc. & Feminine:

Love & the Object of Love; Power & Beauty; a duality of

Persons) all these pairs of names are shorthand signs t

indicate all that in truthS (or was or is to come). Individual

men and women are Orealdé in so f
or approximate to their individual personalities, the God and

the Goddess, & only so far as they are inwardly or

outwardly what Heor She (who are perfect) desire. As with
individuals, so with worlds: so also with the infinite things

& relationships that go to make the world: each has only a
relativereality according as it is more or less satisfactory to
omnipotent and omniscient &ze. By that test Zimiamvia is

(at any rate it is my intention that it should be) preferable to

this oDark Planeté6é, as CS Lewis
real. (to Hayes, 24/2/45; Bodleian Library MS Eng. lett. c.

230/1 101)



138

The r ef er en c@utoftbe S6t Planesvairasednstance of
Eddison drawing a comparison between himself and one of his contemporaries, or
indeed of him admitting to having read any modern fantasy. His broader argument,
however, is even more interesting. He suggestsgadh must be accepted as real,
but only on the strength of the empirical evidence we gain in our perception and
experience of it, whereas Zimiamvia is selidently real on account of being ordered
specifically to please the Goddess. Hayes is comga¢liceiving Zimiamvia as the
real world and this one as false; what he fails to grasp is that the two worlds exist at
variance to each other on a continuum rather than standing on opposite sides of a
binary division between the real and the unreal.
Again, though, by assigning actuality with reference to a sliding scale of
agreeability, Eddison comes dangerously close to confirming the accusations of
escapism and wisfulfillment that have been used, rightly or wrongly, to dismiss
world-building as a liteary craft (Jackson15855) . Thus Eddi sonds col
problems and complications of the primary world must be reasserted. It has already
been noted that his perception of the Second World War was shaped in part by
Zimiamvian philosophy. This modd thinking allowed him to see the war as an
infuriating utilitarian imposition (exactly the sort of thing, in fact, that you would
expect in an imperfect world) distracting humanity from its true responsibilities. At no
point did he advocate ignoring theoplems of the real world; he sincerely sAwrish
DinnerinMemison s a highly topical <c¢critique of re
emetico, rather than an attempt to escape
Nor was Eddi sondéds view of World War |1 .
terms of magnitude. In trying to work out exactly what heaven would be like, Eddison
had stumbled upon a theory of being which sheds considerable light on the trials and
tribulations of this life. He fully appreciated those difficulties, but firmly belieted
such things were quirks in a system, and that life waalmmits uf f er i ng. A As s a
and humane peopl eo, he wrote, Awe rejoice -
respiratory diseases, but that does not prevent our holding that it would bera bett
world if there were no tuberculosis and no
Bodleian Library MS Eng lett. e. 232 130). Accordingly, there are no such
establishments in Zimiamvi a. Eddi sonds cr e

optimistic. Excessive, blinkered optimism can be just as bad as escapism, but the very
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fact that he used a secondary world to articulate his highly optimistic ontiokoy
indeed, came to explicitly contrast it with the difficulties of the real wibiltlicates

a keen appreciation of the inevitability of imperfection in the here and now. As the
atrocities of Dexris show, Eddison willingly conceded that the presence of
imperfection was necessary for a meaningful demonstration of even relative
perfection. Thesearchfor absolute perfection within art and literature, however, was
what allowed us to cope with imperfection. This notion bears a distinct similarity to
Tol ki enés Retowery. Thus, although To
ideas and perhaps evemoat Eddison himseliLetters258), their respective works

ultimately strike very similar notes.

|l Ki en

Eddi sonds work also strongly resembl es

points. The similarities between the two men have been repeatedly hinted at and are

now, finally, ripe for proper examination. It seems that MacDonald and Eddison were

ultimately doing much the same thing, but coming at it from completely different

angles. MacDonald, as demonstrated in the previous chapter, used secondary worlds

to expose whdte saw as the invalidity of rationalism as a tool for perceiving

meaningful truth. The only genuine truth was God, and one could only reach him by

means of the exercise of the emotional, intuitive imagination. This meant putting

aside the rational inteltd, and with it the insistence on an individual existence

independent of God. Those who refused to do so could not be reckoned as truly real,

and would be plagued by disabling vacuities in their substance. MacDonald took

people from the primary world int® secondary world set up on these ontological

principles, then depositing them back into the primary world. Their experiences in the

secondary world helped them understand and cope with the deficiencies of the
primary world. Explaining these ideas in la&ure engaged the imagination, rather
than the intellect, and was therefore a sounder methodology than a mere essay on

Christian Platonism.

Al t hough he shows Il ittle of MacDonal doés

Eddison can be seen to be doing sonmgtlvery similar in his fantasy novels. Like

the Romantics, Eddison saw beauty and truth as essentially synonymous. Thus he
revered beauty as the one central standard of reality, in much the same way that
MacDonald revered God. Mechanistic explanation®ality certainly worked, but

only for as long as they worked; the symbolic truth one experienced via spiritually
meaningful pleasure (Beauty withanuppease 6B&) coul d be

count e
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perpetuity. Despite seeing no need to drag God into things, therEfddison

ultimately had the same suspicion of rationalistic ontological explanations as

MacDonald. Just as MacDonald compared the emotive potential of fairytales to that

of sonatas (60The FH8)tEddsoninatedinmmia@bobdFaday ono6 19
manifesto that he would dearly like to use dramatic prose in the same way that

Beethoven used music in his third symphony (Leeds Public Library SRQ 823.91

ED23). To perceive or understand true reality, one had to think less like a watchmaker

and more like gainter or a composer.

Like MacDonald, therefore, Eddison abjured the expository essay in favour of
narrative literature as a method of explaining his ideas. Also like MacDonald, he
found the most profitable way to do this was to use fantasy to cresgais in
which the ideas could be demonstrated in action; he could not illustrate such a
thorough ontological geahift using realistic fiction. In a further parallel with
MacDonald, Eddison moves characters backwards and forwards between worlds
operaing on sound and unsound principles, using the resulting contrast to make his
critiques of reality and our perceptions and measurements of it as explicit as he dared.
As demonstrated with regard to his opinions on World War Il, the portrayal of
ontologicalperfection in literature helped him cope with the imperfections of reality.
The same is probably true of his charactarbish Dinner in Memisoopens with
Lessingham, in the Verona café, disputing ontologies with a woman who
(unbeknownst to him) is Apbdite. At the conclusion, sitting in the same café, he has
discovered her identity, and his understanding of the universe and his place in it,
while not yet perfect, is much improved. The obvious parallel is with Vahgitim,
who begins the novel as adkish, impatient intellectual and ends as a yearning
creature of emotionisa pilgrim of the imagination.

The two authors also have very similar fairytale theodicies; both argue for the
ultimate unreality of evil. MacDonald, it has been shown, arguecethlaresulted
from people not aligning themselves closely enough with God. In a sense, evil took
place not as the result of any malevolent presence in the universe but because of an
absencépeopl e did evil things bebédus€Eothey we
MacDonald, such ontological truancy was the result of the rational intellect and its
drive to trap, measure and subsume Godbés c
likewise, depicts evil personified by Dexris and Morvilleas being done bihose

who would seek to trap, measure and subsume Beauty to further their own ends,
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which they misapprehend as being independent of the Goddess. They too are seeking
to deny the primacy of a personified standard of reality. Both MacDonald and
Eddison thezfore admit the existence of evil, even in the fictional universes they have
set up as utopias, but characterise it as a glitch in a fundamentally sound and
beneficent system. Consequently evil is, by its very nature, temporary.

It is possible to overstatthe degree of similarity between MacDonald and
Eddi son. MacDonal dés i1 nsistenc-entitpasapassi ve
method of transformative enlightenment (allegorised as physical death in both
PhantastesndLilith) bears similaritestbo he fAbl oodl ess Nirvanehbo
spiritual bliss Eddison spurns so fiercely in the Good Friday manifesto. In the other
direction, Eddisonds claim that dall the e
within our experi encpn dH¥4],Bodeian LbmaryM$Hh o (t o H.
Eng lett. e. 231 14346) would probably have appalled MacDonald, or at least drawn
a resigned sigh from a man who spent his life trying to convince those around him of
the insignificance of this world in relationtothemt . Eddi sondés heroes
their reality by effective gallivanting in worlds set up to facilitate such behaviour;
MacDonal dés demonstrate theirs by giving u,
demonstrate its futil i twihconizedtdnalsnoraldé s att emp:
principles might well also have offended MacDonald, who insisted that morality was
theonethingaworb ui | der coul d not tinker with (ATI
196). So the two men would have disagreed on a lot.

Neverthelesgheir respective philosophies bear close comparison on a
remarkable number of points. Most importantly for our purposes, they saw the
primary world as somehow fundamentally deficient, turned to fantasy because realism
could not adequately articulate theancerns, and made the leap to secondenyd
fantasy in order to contrast their more optimistic ontologies with those prevailing in
the primary worl d. Far from 6escapingd6, re
in theory at any rate, it could beformed. As a final, perhaps decisive point of
continuance, both men are at pains to use fantasy to stress the beauty and nobility of
genuine existence, however they define it.
Afat the heart o& déali §h tmpusad Faptasy)giber € | S
similarities would seem to outweigh the differences.

Returning to Gerald Hayesod6s |l etter abou:
or secondary world is o6real 6, nhiskttee i s per
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guoted above, Hayes clearly seeks a concrete answer to the question of what is real
and unreal. This places Hayes somewhat ahead of his time, as it is, in fact, very much
a postTolkienian concern. The last fifty years have seen secovdailg fantasy

evolve towards concrete cosmologies as an industry standard; the Perilous Realm is
either a discrete, setfontained place as depicted in the works of fantasists such as
Greenwood, Lackey or Paolini, or is reached via Ndiképortals such as
Rowlingds Platform 91J. Both approaches
which of course is no bad thing, but nor isécessarilydesirable, except perhaps to

the coordinator of a publishiAgdustry focus group. Eddison does not address

H a y ecenipkint about chickeandegg situations, perhaps because he did not have
(indeed, was not burdened by) the pbstkienian perspective that would cause him

to see such a situation as being undesirable. Loops are an Eddisonian trope; not for
nothing dos the worm Ouroboros, a cipher for eternity, adorn the covers of most
editions of most of his novels. Eddison deals in existential dynamics, not statuses; the
story of Lessinghamés | ife and afterlif
conceivably ead the three Zimiamvian novels in any order. Although the Copernican
summersault that Mezentius performs at the Fish Dinner seems to beg the question of
which world came first, the answer is not of any great relevance. The two worlds only
make sense in laion to each other; they are, to Eddison, thoroughly interdependent.
That he made this discovery speaks greatly for him as a commentator on reality; that
he does not stoop to a mechanistic conclusion ought to add considerably to that

reputation.

*k%k

There is unlikely to ever be a blockbuster movie or roleplaying game based on

cr e

e

Eddi sondés novels. For all their pageantry,

own cosmological, moral and philosophical eccentricities to allow translation to other
media.In this the Zimiamvia cycle is undeniably difficult and demanding, and
thoroughly unlike the bulk of modern commercial fantasy. Ranking highly among the
di fferences that separate it from such
developed appreaiion of the enduring but permeable barrier between reality and
fantasy, and thus of the ongoing partnership between them. That recourse to archival
sources is required to highlight this understanding demonstrates only that the series is
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incomplete; it ismpossible to guess how successfully a completed versidheof
Mezentian Gateor the further Zimiamvian novels Eddison planned, would have
explained his manifesto. The increasing (and increasingly importantwotéd
traffic of Eddsinsicate®hss grovang appréciatmn afithev e
consequences of his work, but to suggest this would have extended further is mere
specul ation. Only in this sense, however,
successful o (AndersonmM2®) .( Maputkdoore , t han be
Fantasyl54), they are if anything too fulilooded, striving to demonstrate through
dramatic prose what might, contrary to Edd
less passionate, more expository treatment of the essgR@thantic concept of
symbolic truth. The depth of thought and feeling that he put into his novels deserves
vastly more praise than it has received.

Indeed, Eddison deserves to have been more influential than fiebwbkis
lack of influence may not habothered him, as demonstrated by a line of his
thinking that highlights a startling and unlikely kinship with an unlikely colleague. ER
Eddison and George MacDonald both sought to make penetrating critiques of reality
by taking a step back from it, constting an alternative that needed to disengage
from realism in order to function, and then directly contrasting this (necessarily)
theoretical model with the real thing in order to illustrate their point. Despite their
important differences, this kinshipith MacDonald shows that Eddison was
essentially doing the same thing as a man who would go on to become a formative
influence on the Inklings. We are not dealing here with an isolated crank, but an
unjustly undersubscribed member of a noble traditiormn@tatively, he may not
quite be the equal of MacDonald or Tolkien, but qualitatively he was doing exactly
the same thing.

As noted above, one of Eddisonds most r
MacDonald was his insistence on the unreality of iethle notion that, on a long
enough cycle, everything would come out in the wash. This use of fantasy to illustrate
theodicy reveals a point of contact with a third authalthough this third author

ultimately found he could offer more warnings than assurances
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HP Lovecraftod#Hun€Cosmi c Witoct

Manlove (mpulse of Fantasix) and McGillisfi Fant asy 2% Mi racl eo
both argue that fantasy as a genre is centrally concerned with the celebration of
reality, however the given author defines it. Both George Maaldcend ER Eddison
bear this out; both writers were, in the final analysis, trying to articulate and celebrate
an abiding philosophical principle of reality that was deeper and more stable than
empirical observation. What is also clear is that both merttsawselves as doing so.
Both wrote difficult and challenging books, putting huge amounts of thought into
their work and straining the bounds even of credible fantasy in an attempt to remain
faithful to their guiding principles. Another common train ofugbt among them is
an ongoing concern that their works might be too straightforwardly didactic
instructive rather than inspiririgand therefore defeat their own purposes. Both saw
themselves as writing books that had, and indeebtohave some abidingurpose.
Whether they met these goals is not the issue at hand; both men saw themselves as
producing serious literature.
At around the time Eddi sonds Worm crawl
different breed of fantasy had taken root in America. Jémod between the two
World Wars most certainly gave rise to American fantasists of lasting and intentional
literary merit; it also saw the advent of a small group of magazines dedicated to the
form, most notablyWeird Tales This magazine was dedicat@dniothing more noble
than the generation of sales to a target audience. Most of its writers were hardened
professionals turning out short, fasced adventure stories making (often formulaic)
use of the supernatural, and the most sympathetic commeitat@sonceded that
the bulk of the resulting material is of more interest to cultural than literary historians.
The cultural reach of such pulp literature is considerable, however. Perhaps the most
well-knownWeird Talescontributor is Robert E Howard, @@r of Conan the
Barbarian and arguabl yandsloe cemriy@i sathorol ofoft |
fiction. A good proportion of the fantasy boom since the 1970s has taken the form of
attempts to meld Howar dods ki temythopoeia bel | i c o
of Tolkien. Howard still awaits the sustained academic attention he is due, and was
very nearly included in this thesis. One of hisbeni ends di d démake t he

however, in part due to his own quietly pervasive influence on other writers.
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The work of HP Lovecraft exists as fan
the body Gothico (Byron and Punter 144). A
attention on its initial publication iWeird Talesit has spawned an entire industry of
pastichestributes, precipitations, games and fan memorabilia marketed to a cult
audience not a great deal smaller than that which surrounds Middle It would no
doubt irk Lovecraft that much of this cult following is centred not upon his stories
themselves dwpon a broad, seffustaining, sometimes deeply misapprehended oral
tradition that has grown up around them. Across the Engpslaking world, fantasy
fans animatedly swap rotearned irjokes about monsters, places and organisations
invented in storige that very few of them have actually read. Even seemingly
| egiti mate scholarly texts have fallen vic:
map of Lovecraftodos invented city of Arkham
of streets named afteharacters in his stories (including some who do not appear in
any of the Arkham stories) and is not copied from or suggested by anything | am
aware of in Lovecraftdos | arge body of publ |
Separating such loose (and often uph#) extrapolation from actual Lovecraft
material has become an ongoing effort among those who seek to study this man. The
postTol ki eni an fantasy boom in particular ha:
as a specific subgenre of fantasy, embracedasingredient in genre formulae. The
authors of the&€thulhutechgame, for example, have soughand to their own
satisfactionfounda cosy point of confluence bet ween
giant robot battles of Japanese animation. Such besdtiaii serves as legitimate
entertainment, but it is certainly unfair to the author. The emergence of a scholarly
journal dedicated to studying his work has gone some way to rectifying the problem.

The fact that_ovecraft Studies not yet peereviewed and, for that reason, was not
widely consulted in the composition of this chapter) demonstrates that he is still very
much in the process of becoming established as a respectable subject of scholarship.
One would certainly hope this process will be seeouih to its conclusion.

Lovecraft was at times a very unattractive person, but his stories reveal a sharply
disciplined mind making thoroughly original use of the fantastic. In his heart of

hearts, Lovecraft was trying to decide which of two conflictiegities would outlast

the other.
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The Coming of the Terror

The dozen or so horror stories that Howard Phillips Lovecraft (18307) wrote in

the second half of his career are generally regarded as both his most impressive and
most characteristic outp(fbhultz 199). In these stories, Lovecraft articulates a vision

of humanity as a meaningless speck in both space and time, existing at the mercy of
sinister, ageless alien intelligences. We mean nothing to these creatures, who may use
us as food, lab rats @oncubines, but will never say please or thank you and will
destroy us with the flick of a tentacle if
horror arises from the exposition of the terrible evils humanity may or will suffer as a
result of this callasness, as well as the stark intellectual shock of their discovery, and
humanityd6s consequent insignificance.

Despite its broad ramificatiofisby which Lovecraft essentially claims the
entire spacéime continuum as a secondary wailtlis microcosmic géng is very
specific. Most of his heroes are part of the patrician intelligensia of a fictionalised
corner of New England. He often attempts teedgphasise the human race in his
work, and indeed seems to be talking us down by exposing our inconselqulanga
in the cosmos. Nevertheless, close examination of his abiding preoccupations, as both
an individual and a writer, reveals a very different purpose to his secondary world.
Lovecraft was given to dearlyeld, dogmatic opinions, often carefully workeat
and exhaustively argued in the tens of thousands of letters he wrote in his lifetime.

Not all of these opinions sit easily in relation to each other, however, and it seems that
he turned to writing fantasy as part of an attempt to resolve the rggeltision and
reconcile these competing notions. Individually, his ideas could only be properly
explained via the abandonment of realism. Placed together within the texts,
furthermore, they interact in ways that show that Lovecraft was trying to detafmine
and how, they could be made toexst.

Although he would not become a serious writer until his thirties, Lovecraft
began noticing the value of fantasy at an early age. As a child, he went through
periods of intense fascination with Hellenistic ardbian mythology (JoshA Life
1826 ) . ST Joshi, Lovecraftdéds principle biog
were what got him started on fantasy, and emphasises the precocigearsixl d 6 s
di scovery ®imedind Anaientdgriedbhs 1870 edition illustrated by
Gustav Doré) in 1896 (120). Lovecraft claimed inspiration from childhood

night mares and the tales of fiblack woods,
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(Selected Letter4.354) told by his custodial grandfather. Thesehadswith his
discovery, at the age of eight, of Edgar Allen Poe, a idol whose influence he would

never wholly escape despite their two very different perceptions of the true loci of

horror. Punterl(iterature of Terror2 8 1) sees Lovecrwrsoiaf 6s wor k a

Poebs, arguing that he is closer in spi
highly. Rather than the acute, intimate claustrophobia of Poe, Lovecraft offers
prolonged, journalistic discussions of a cosmic agoraphioaienging for the
establishment and maintenance of intellectual and psychological boundaries. Despite
this important diff er e n-precisewritng adtentbringst 6 s
to mind an attempt, successful or otherwise, to imitate Poe. Lovecraft was never
adhamed to admit this influence, according Poe an entire, glowing chapted) &2
his potted history of Gothicism, O6Super
has | atterly been described as dAthe fir
practitionero (Bloom 157).

Lovecraftds own capacity as a horror
in a quantative rather than qualitative sense. Punter for one concedes that he ought to

be included in surveys of the genre but regards him absdatially unimpressive

rit

nat

St .

Wr |

link in that chain (272 7 8 ) . Be that as it may, Lovecraf

gueried, and is not, for our purposes, a particularly important element in his work.
Therefore Gothic theory will be mentioned only in passing [ is much more
important for our analysis of Mervyn Peake, and discussion of those ideas has
therefore been saved for the chapter dealing with him). Nor is the source of
Lovecraftodos |liking for darker falytasies
teenager, he schooled himself in the fiction of Poe, Radcliffe, Hawthorne, Matthew
Lewis and MR James, as well as devouring prodigious quantities of the pulp
magazines he would eventually contribute to (Ja5hiife 92). He quickly became
known for hisletters to pulp editors, in which he agitated for more fantasy and less
romance and realism (JoshiLife 93-96). In his twenties, he also produced a number
of tales in imitation of Lord Dunsany, whose work he saw as profoundly moving. In
1919 he wrote poetic tribute to Dunsany, which was published in an amateur

magazine and which the Irishman appears to have been made aware of (de Camp,

op:

Lovecraftl1 4 1) , al though the two men never actua

Dunsanian tales, Gamdéd tac SdhmmatDondm i hiae
andThe DrearmQuest of Unknown Kadathre solid, broadly effective pastiches, and

Ter
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overlap somewhat with his later stories, but they are often omitted from compilations
of his work. It would only be in his thirtigkat Lovecraft genuinely found his own
authentic voice.
This voice emerged as a result of his parochial background. Born and raised in
T and intensely devoted ioProvidence, Rhode Island, Lovecraft harboured a deep
and abiding fascination forthecoanet e r emai nders of New Engl a
history. It was by voicing this fascination for the region that Lovecraft would create
the brand of fiction for which he is now celebrated. After experimenting witHilkkoe
Gothicism and Dunsanian dreamlankie spent the second, much more impressive

half of his career writing of

[T]he changeless, lege#ithunted city of Arkham, with its clustering gambrel
roofs that sway and sag over attics whe

the dark, olden days oftier ovi nce. (A The Dreams i n t he

The province in question is Massachusetts, specifically the valley surrounding
the fictional Miskatonic River. The precise location of Arkham has been the cause of
much fan speculation over the years, aas iImore recently attracted the attention of
serious scholars. ST Joshi (ife 243) argues that the town is actually offixed
position within the state, moving about as
dimly suggest an estuarine or coastal sgttLovecraft hints at his reasons for
choosing Massachusetts as the host state of this fictional town in the passage quoted
above, and we will see in due course why he made that choice instead of his beloved
Rhode Island.
On the face of things, howev@lacing Arkham in New England would
initially seem to exclude him from the ranks of secondaoyld fantasists. Arkham is
obviously a provincial Novanglian town, heavily stocked with the garmbregked
houses characteristic of the region and populatedoidtfamilies whose members
possess pointedly down-earth, tripartite Yankee names (Eckhardigg3. A
character in one story purchases a bus ticket to Arkham in Newport, Rhode Island,
and Miskatonic University mounts expeditions to Connecticut, Auateald
Antarctica. However, mortals often reach the Perilous Realm from the primary world,
either via the sorts of magical portals that CS Lewis uses to move children to Narnia
or by being given secret knowledgersuch as
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Vane by Raven. Neither of these are quite as straightforward as jumping on a bus, of
course, but there is a long tradition of navigable links between real and invented
worlds. In fact, secondary worlds without such links (such as Mieaith and
P e a kGertnenghast) are probably in the minority.
Precisely where Arkham is, however, is of less importance than precisely
whenit is. Arkham is, quite deliberately, an unrealistic version of its source material,
a part of New England that never existed andeéual, could never have existed, as
the various elements of its cultural, intellectual, technological and material cultures
have been deliberately reshuffled to bett e
a caricature of provincial New England soahuwas an idealisation of the region as
perceived by an author who had formed intense associations with that part of the
world. A desire to get to Arkham indicates something of the same associations that
led Lovecraft tacreatethe place. These include thatiquarian sensitivity he saw in
t he work of Nathaniel Hawt hor n@&),thei Super nat |
enduring wonder he found in Dunsany, the darkness of Poe and the firm, upstanding
moral fibre which he cr edgetteAtkhamp New Engl a
therefore, one must subscribe to a fictional, immemorial culture ingeniously
combining various influences from pexisting fantasy and reality. In looking for a
more recent fantasy world of the same kind
School of Witchcraft and Wizardry.
Arkham itself is a fragment of colonial New England transported into the
twentieth century; readers are repeatedly asked to imagine eighteeitdiny
buildings surviving all over the city and feel a sense of historyistamultaneously
oppressive and enobling. Its inhabitants, as often as not the students and professors of
the townés resident Miskatonic University,
intellectual yeomanry learned, inquisitive, atheistic anacredulous, celibate and
largely devoid of personal vices, or indeed personal lives. They evince strong
connections to New England and its history and traditions. Literary critic Albert N

Wil marth (AThe Whisperer in D@ankmnesso) st u
mat hematician Walter Gil man (ADreams in th
board in a house connected with the region:

(At the Mountains of Madnessames the ships that take him on his research
expeditionArkhamandMiskatonic Nat hani el Wi ngate Peasl ee

Timeo) lives in the town and teaches at th
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Thurston (AThe Call of Cthul huo) investiga:
who taught at Brown Uwersity, just over the state line in Rhode Island. Born

somewhere in Americab6s western states, the
over I nnsmoutho travels in the Arkham di st

joyride. These men are idealised, antiquamdabitants of an idealised, antiquarian

5

New England that otherwise existed only i
colonial ideals and enjoying a socially stable intellectual utopia. It is very much
another world and, for some definitions of the teanvery nice one.

That world is, however, under threat. Ritual cannibalism is being practised
within a dayoés cycling of Arkham (AThe Pic:

afield lie the district of Dunwich and the village of Innsmouth, wherestieer

degenerates copul ate with devils (AThe Dun:
l nnsmout ho) . Demons infest nearby forests
and AThe Shunned Houseo). The Il ibrarians o

tomeNecronomiconunder lock and key, terrified of its contents and yet loathe to
destroy it. Research has disastrous consequences; Dyer, Peaslee and Thurston return
from their investigations as broken men, t
l nnsmout hé QGiolemamas, samdi es actually kil l

Importantly, and despite the efforts of his stifled successor August Derleth
to redefine these stories as discussions o0
My t h o s264; @& d@so Price 28266), Lovecrht 6 s horrors are entir
Derl eth did a great deal to preserve Lovec:
Lovecraft432434; see also Josk, Life 639-640), but his misapprehensions about
the material he was preserving have led to widespresidteripretations of the
stories. These misinterpretations are, paradoxically, especially common among
Lovecraftés dedicated fans, ma 4ex¥pandifg whom a
oDerl ethiand oral tradition demsavesundi ng hi
Thus the secular nature of Lovecraftdos hor
Necronomicons written in portentious, cabalistic prose (the only substantial
guotation is suppl i ed-134)nthefioimé expolndsdark ch Hor r
truths about cosmology, not demonology. Lovecraftian monsters come from
unimaginably distant or inaccessible space, not any fictional version of Hell.

Di stant stars are | ocations of great ev
6cosmici smb, Heinsgnificannewf hamahnity, and gsfemdrgence as a
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preoccupation of his fiction, is wedlttested (Shultz 20810). He dabbled in

astronomy throughout his life, having lobbied his indulgent mother for a telescope as
a young child (JoshA Life50), andremained struck by the sheer size of the universe
ever after. A passage from one of the astronomy columns he wrote for a local

newspaper as a teenager shows just how early this perception emerged:

Alpha Centauri, the brightest star in this constellatistthe nearest of our

stellar neighbors, lying at a distance of 12,000,000,000,000 miles from the
solar system. That so vast an interval in terrestrial terms should be revealed as
infinitesimally small in terms of space, is an eloquent testimony to the
unbounded magnitude of the visible universe, to say nothing of the stupendous
conception of absolute infinity. (quoted in De Caropyecraft81)

Similar ideas would turn up repeatedly in his letters, suggesting a lifelong
preoccupation with the insignifioae of humanity$elected Letter$.16, 1.90, 2.270,
4.550 and 5.778). Anything could be out there. When Lovecraft was called upon to
invent monsters, therefore, anythiwgsout therel spacegoing fungi, timetraveling
limpets, anemone explorers, thedtay materialist antichrist Nylarthotep, the
ravening obscenity against the physical sciences, Cthulhu, and his pelagjcnze
acolytes the Deep Ones. Since these monsters are things that could, just possibly,
exi st somewher e i ntifotnh eo fs taubpseonl duotues icnofnicneipt y
unlikely that he saw what he was doing as fantasy. Certainly, he rarely used the term,
preferring to describe his work as dAweird
may, however be worth noting a paralleet ween Lovecraftds mater.
Tol kienbds EIl ves. Gal adriel, for example, v
especially noble art form; searching for an explanation the hobbits will understand,
she concedes that her mirror may seem madicilqueries their need for such a
dramatic adjectiveT(he Lord of the Ring$:469). Thus it may well be argued that
Tolkien and Lovecraft were both working within a frame of reference where
distinctions between fantasy and science fictiorever entirgf settled to begin with
T cease to be profitable.

For our purposes, however, it is important to note that in the large majority of
cases, Lovecraftdés monsters are depicted a:
powers, both physical and intellectual pesversions and mockeries of natural laws.
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Lovecraft in fact strove for amorality in his work, but as will be demonstrated, his

stories ultimately betray a strong basis in humanistic morality. What Lovecraft was

attempting, therefore, was scientific disibm, a kind of materialist fantasy in which

he circumvents realism Bxpandio ad absurdum bl asphemi ng against |
construction of the universe, not Gododés. A
threatened by this secular heresy. In thBorts to preserve their unsullied, self
satisfying intellectual utopia from this t
of atheistic Puritanism. What we have here is a materialist witch hunt.

Two Lovecraft stories irmrpamnhidc GilTar, Shha
over I nnsmoutho, discuss the rooting out o
first tells of the Whatleys, a decaying hillbilly family whose daughtat the
instigation of her evil, wizardly fathérbears the children of thexteaterrestrial,
extradimensionabhbomination YogSothoth. Her deformed sons go on to wreak
havoc. The second involves blasphemy against Darwin as the inhabitants of the
decaying fishing village of Innsmouth prostitute themselves to a race of demonic fish
men living in the harbour, gaining profane immortality at the cost of evolutionary
degradation. In both cases the cosmic revelations (of space outside human perception
in Dunwich and prédhuman civilisations in Innsmouth) are accompanied by
immediate socieconsequences. Dunwich could have been a prosperous farming
enclave, but thanks to the Whatleys it is too far gone in apostasy against the
colonialist and rationalist ideals that such a noble undertaking would require; the area
is quarantined. Innsmoutlogld have been another Arkham; the narrator spots
examples of wholesome colonial architecture moldering amid civil, intellectual and
cosmic squalor (281, 285, 22D2). That squalor is, however, too dangerous to even
guarantine. The authorities blow thag up.

L ov e c r a fthunés sre,wn atpardly practical level, conducted to preserve
the stable functioning of a New England society whose colonial period has been
fictionally extended into the twentieth ce
favourite among his stories, follows a similar pattern: an eerie cosmic visitation has
the banally terrifyingside f f ect of contaminating Ar khamos
madnessnducing poison. The Novanglian setting therefore becomes, in the words of
onecommer@t or, Aparamount o (Nelson 105). 't sh
Lovecraft cl ai med t o-hmaiwnmda eldads eAd kifhsatnp r iwehdea ,e



153

historical and cosmic (ergo magical, ergo evil) past impinges on the present, on the

real city of SalemSdected Letter®.744)i with, it seems, all that that implies.

The Call to Arms

Whatever their actual importance, the Salem witcis constitute the
proverbial el ephant in the room of New Eng
perception of themand of the colonial period in general, is important for an
understanding of his fantastic imagination. Lovecraft was and iskwelWn for his
love of the eighteenth century, which he always cited as a high point in the literary,
artistic and social achiement of western civilisation. Throughout his life he
indulged himself in an adolescent fantasy of actually living in the 1700s, backdating
his letters by two centuries, affecting stereotypical eighteesitury spellings and
pertnames and discussingtt¥ar of I ndependence (in relatdi
AngloSaxondom as a unito, he tod®klecteche Briti st
Letters1.39). Curiously enough, he was also given to doing a similar thing with
regard to the American Civil War, ocoasally even baiting those he knew to be
descendants of Union soldiers (Joghl,ife 71).

Americads coloni al period, however, was
He adored eighteenitentury American fashions, diction and architecture. It was a
tradi tion for him to take visitors on | ength
buildings, and he described his first visit to the vpeserved Massachusetts town of
Mar bl ehead in 1922 as AALife289% Nogrigthathede of my
ranked this visit as a more significant experience than even his marriage, biographers
have pinpointed a perceptive explanation f .
uni ted him with his fcultural and racial p
long-held personal wish to be connected to history (J@shife 289-290). This is a
man who held his colonial background dear, and who went out of his way to associate
himself with it. His heroes do the same and applaud some of his aliens for following
suit. When Professor Dyer discovers the eaxtinctcolonyof the plantlike Great
Old Ones in Antarctica, he is terrified by the cosmic truths it reveals, but also
acknowledges and applauds similarities between the social and scientific ambitions of
theh stssprawno and his own. A[ W] hatever el se tF

me n Atdhe Mountains of Madne846). Investigations by realorld scholars have
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highlighted further similarities between stereotypical New Englanders and the aliens
(Eckhadt, 9597).

Despite his obvious antiquarian bent, however, Lovecraft was an amateur
historian given to broad caricature and to characterising places and periods by mood,
atmosphere and stereotype rather than historical specifics. He seems, for example, to

have perceived England as a quasidieval fossil of manses and abbeyslécted

Lettersl1. 120 and 1.172; one may detect the inf
geography here). Just as he fondly constructed the eighteenth century as a golden age,
heviewed the seventeenth and nineteenth as long, troublesome periods of ascent into,
and decline from, that idyll. His views on the seventeenth century are of particular
interest. In 1923 Lovecraft wrote a letter to a friend about a visit to a house in Salem
connected to the infamous 1692 wiohnt. After a lengthy discussion of the hunt, he
noted,
éin my imagination the seventeenth cent
repression and ghoulish adumbrations as the eighteenth century is full of taste,
gayey, grace and beauty. This was a typical Puritan abode; where amidst the
bare, ugly necessities of life, and without learning, beauty, culture, freedom or
ornament, terriblestethac 6d f ol k i n -bormetsdwettwo hat s or
hundred fifty and moreears agé close to the soil and all its hideous
whi sperings; warpdédd in mentality by iso
shivering in fear of the devil on autum
the twisted orchard trees or rustled the hideouscorpsau r i shdéd pines ot
graveyard at the foot of the hill. There is eldritch fascinatibonor r i bl e bur y o
evil 1 in these archaick farmhouseSe(ected Letter.127)
The | ast sentence of this passage cont a
0ar kwgi ¢ hat Lovecraft was fond of, demonst

probably would have used such diction in his stories if his editors had let him. The
passage as a whole also clearly demonstrates his favoured method of soaking up the
past by appédo historical stereotyping. If emphasis on the Salem wtitielfs is a
Aghouli sh adumbrationdo of New Engl andds
no greater than that which Lovecraft himself committed. Aping this misconcéption

thinking likehim i reveals an important point about the workings of his imagination.

C O |
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A creature of the eighteenttentury Enlightenment, at least in his own self

my t

hol ogy, he natwurally saw the sevent

Awar po6d me ngtlaslstereoyype.as ah axioinatic truth, he mentioned it as a

Apr

Hor

opitious milieuo for the formation

ror in Literatureo 61). The potent.

regional history cleaylimpressed itself on him. New England was, he said, the

nat
34).

Mu r

ural destination for Athe true epic

It was about the same time he visited Salem that Lovecraft read Margaret
r ahg WichCult in Westem Europe(1921), which argues that historical

witch-hunts in Europe and America were punitive measures against a pagan religion

that had survived into the Christian era. Although this work is now largely

discredited, the idea was popular at the time andioty seems to have made sense

to Lovecraft. Some time later he wrote:

Much of the power of Western horrtmre is undoubtedly due to the hidden

but often suspected presence of a hideous cult of nocturnal worshippers whose
strange customisdescendeddm preAryan and preagricultural times when

a squat race of Mongoloids roved over Europe with their flocks and herds

were rooted in the most revolting fertilitites of immemorial antiquity. This

secret religion, stealthily handed down amongst peasanthousands of

years despite the outward reign of the Druidic, Grdgoman, and Christian

eent |

of i

a l vV

ur e |

faiths in the regions involved, was mar |
lonely woods and atop distant hills on Walpusyis ght and Hal |l owe 6 e
traditionalbreedingseasons of goats and sheep and cattle; and became the
source of vast riches of stelggend, besides provoking extensive witcheraft
prosecutions of which the Salem affairs forms the chief American example.
(ASupernatur al Horror in Literatureo, 1
Lovecraft was attracted to the idea of atavism from his earliest serious
compositions (Burl eson, AOn Lovecraftdés Th
ithe unwhol esome survival of secret cults,
rites, the deper significance of ostensibly Christian festiviala his later stories. He
was clearly rather taken by Murrayods ideas
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Call of Cthulhuo (142), and Selegtgddetters i ng on
3:178; aiiBupér Mor r or thatthe plosetumrs af 1692 naght wéll8 )
have uncovered one of these secretQinestian cults. He also freely acknowledged
the influence of her ideas on an earlier s
the Salenvisit, and suggested the tale would have benefited from greater faithfulness
t o Mur r &eglerted Letterdé a6 ¢ 4 ) . AThe Festival o tells
performed out of immemorial ancestral obligation by the inhabitants of Kingsport,
geographicdy just up the road from Arkham but culturally rooted a century earlier.
The story drips with references to the seventeenth century, including the notion that
the twentietc ent ury narrator has somehow stumbl ed
before returningo the present day (117). The 1600s are a dark and spooky time when
rituals are performed regardless of relevance and curtained windows hide the
monotonous spinning and grim theological libraries (spiked, as it were, with a copy of
theNecronomicon 111-112) of mute, warped people. The narrator lost ancestors in
the 1692 purge, he says (110), and so blurred is thesthmme of the story that it
has been suggested his identity meshes with theirs (Airaksinen 58). This is not the
first story Lovecraft haglaced in New England (or indeed in the Arkham district,
which is notionally the setting of 192006s
first he firmly rooted there. It would be another few years before Lovecraft began his
own personal witcthunt, tut the story reveals a crystalisation of the notion in his
mind.

Some slim but important distinctions mu
perception of religion, and of the Pilgrims. Despite his conscieesbpused atheism
and his penningofaminorsyor ent i t l ed AThe Wicked Clergyn
pubished by Derleth; Josi, Life 543), he had no quarrel with organized religoan
seand freely acknowledged its soci al rel eva
inextricably associated withtheiars t i ¢ progress of our cul tur
as much recogniti o rbelexted Lattery.17@).tDaveid of faith n a me nt 0
as he was, the éornamentsdé of religion fas:
steeples is an index of civic decennyhis stories, and the misuse of church buildings
is a common thread between the monsters of
AThe Festlilvg!l @andl HidThe Horror at Red Hooko.
Anglican marriage ceremony because he was imgddsg the colonial architecture
of his local Anglican churchSelected Letter$:325) and spared a kind word for
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Liith, Geor ge MacDonal dés most overtly Chri st

in Literatureo (79). Relesoeialeffects: he ar gued,

Can you imagine anything more magnificent than the wholesale slaughter of
Indiansi a very epick by our NewEngland ancestors in the name of the
lamb? But aside from all thatthese Puritans were simply marvellous. They

did not inven, but substantially developed the colonial doorway; and
incidentally created a simple standard of life and conduct which is, apart from
some extravagant and inessential details and a few aesthetic and intellectual
fallacies in all truth the most healthgdapractical way of securing happiness
and tranquility which we have had since the early days of Republican Rome. |
myself am very partial to it it is so quaint and wholesom&dlected Letters
1.153)

Never mind that religion and superstition loomedasge in their lives,
Lovecraft argues; the Puritans were good, upstandingdiseiplined people who
laid the groundwork for his eighteentientury utopia. Two centuries later, the good,
upstanding, selflisciplined men of Arkham, unfettered by religi@me continuing
this tradition.
By the time he wrote AThe Call of Cthul
the superstitious fears he attributes to the Pilgrims with a dread he clearly saw as a
more worthy subjedgtt hat of humani t ycé asravealedbylis i nsi gni
invented materialist demonology. In order to project this dread it became necessary to
create protagonists who embodied what Lovecraft saw as the positive aspects of the
Puritan character their colonialist bent, seffiscipline andenacious ideological
integrityi but who would be offended and traumatised by material impossibilities
rather than spiritual blasphemies. Hence, it seems, the creation of Arkham, a society
in which colonial concerns and ideals mesh with a modernistualaseoutiook.
The question of -huhtyendso disastroualyfneedlsstobsi t ¢ h
examined. In addressing his obsessive pessimism, it is hard to ignore his
psychopathology as the stable child of two psychotic parents. This is a real can of
worms,but it is probably worth opening, if only because it seems quite relevant to his
writing, and besides, biographers to date have not given the matter the attention it
surely deserves. Hi s father died in 1898 a
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paresiso, which is almost certainly a deli"
(Faig 4951), while his mother succumbed to a slowly escalating paranoid psychosis
in 1918 and died, still a psychological wreck, in 1921 (Fai$®6 Lovecraft himdé
was, fan conceits to the contrary notwithstanding, entirely sane, but this dreadful
family history must have had considerable effect on him. It meant he grew up
essentially fatherless (he was three years old when his father was committed) and
looked tohis maternal grandfather, Whipple Van Buren Phillips, for a male role
model, which probably contributed to his adoration of the past. He was undoubtedly
kept i n the dark concerning his fathero6s u:
first-hand experiencef the terrible hidden secrets that became something of a trope
in his writing. The loss of both parents by degrieéisst to mental illness, then to
death after years of incarceration in the same mental institupoobably imparted a
rather forebodig sense of the creeping inevitability of fate.
Such commentary may be speculation, but
particular has been the subject of substantial discussion. Nelson, for example, has

observed:

[A]n avid lay readei as Lovecraft wasn a wide range of subjedtsvho

| ooked up O6paresisbdéd in the medical text
would have encountered photographs of-liéaldeformities the horrific

magnitude of which almost defies description. It is hard not to believe

viewing these anonymous and pathetic images of suffering, that one has

|l ocated the originals oTheS3eoatkeifeafaft 6s pu.
Puppetsl17)

This is an interesting point, especially given that the precocious young
Howard is knowrto have been consulting textbooks on reproductive medicine in the
year of hi sSelected letters.835). Diseoseryof thie true nature of his
fatheroés illness may wel | -boidingeCohsieldrthe a mar k
matterof Wilur Whatl ey, the villain of fAThe Dunwi
a mysterious hilltop ceremony on Candlemas in 1913 and who, when disrobed, bears

a disturbing similarity to his demonic father:
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Below the waist, though, it was the worse, for here@athéin resemblance left

off and sheer phantasy began. The skin was thickly covered with coarse black
fur, and from the abdomen a score of greegi®y tentacles with red sucking
mouths protruded limply. Their arrangement was odd, and seemed to follow
the synmetries of some cosmic geometry unknown to earth or the solar
system. On each of the hips, deep set in a kind of pinkish, cilated orbit, was
what seemed to be a rudimentary eye; whist in lieu of a tail there depended a
kind of trunk or feeler with purplannular markings, and with many evidences

of being an undeveloped mouth or throat

Lovecraftodos fans have |l ong made somet hi
Freudian nature of his monsters, but this is a serious matter. Nelsbhl@)notes

that Lovecraft seems to have made an effort to stress these sorts of sexual deformities

as overtly as he can bear. AThe Dunwich Ho
AThe Thing on the Doorstepo all rdgpedci tl y an:
by or worse yet, voluntarily consorting withdemonic entities. Policemen

stumbling upon a ritual in honour of Cthul
writhingod mass of degenerate humanity, fl a
of Cthuhuo 152). These are secular, materialis

~

Amost revolittiaeg dferitmmemgri al antiquityo tt

ASupernatur al Horror in Literatureo (18).
In light of this, it is worth noting that there not a single example of healthy

humansexuality in his stories. The Arkhamites are, almost to a man, primly celibate

in both thought and deed. Nathaniel Peasl e:

estranged from his wife for some years. Edward Pickbhanr by of fiThe Thing

Doorstepo is married, b neédto marry the hdptessi neer i ng

Edward before controlling his body for her unspeakable ends hints at hidden foulness

in the marital bedchamber. Arkham is a place of the intelidwtye everything can be

comprehended and controlled. By definition, therefore, sex is for demons and

degenerates. Lovecraft uses his fiat as a whuitter to eliminate an element of the

human psyche that any real human knows is inherently unruly. Whoethet this

theme in Lovecraftodos work is derived from -

clearly took the same high moral tone adopted by witaiters of fact and fiction. In

AThe Call of Cthul huo, appr ehcawakenidg cul t i st
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of the demonic villain will be foretold by a catastrophic, global breakdown of human
morality, dAwith al/l men shouting and kil l i
story, and in AThe Shadow over laishsmout ho
bacchanals are shipped to prison camps for indefinite detainment.

With regard to the question of why Love:
important to recall the initial impetus for his witblinti his aggressive, crusading

scientific materiabm.

Our human race is only a trivial incident in the history of creation. It is of no

more I mportance in the annals o0of eterni-
man in the annals of terrestrial tribes and nations. And imoray not all

mankind be anistakei an abnormal growth a disease in the system of

Naturei an excrescence on the body of infinite progression like a wart on a

human hand? Might not the total destruction of humanity, as well as all

animate creation, be a positigeonto Nature a a whole?%elected Letters

1.16)

Twenty years later Lovecraft would still be asserting the position of humanity
as an incidental fluke in a universe that owed it nothing (4.550). This is the aspect of
Lovecraftds thought t hed@osiAAuLged@andb38r | et h ne:
640). Derleth, a practicing Catholic, insisted on the existence of points of similarity
bet ween Lovecraftdéds invented monsters and
Cthul hu Mythoso 253), andnttedtefghtonnvent ed f u
humanityds behalf (as in AThe Gorge Beyond
the O6mythosdé, therefore, monsters can be f
slight) chance of success through recourse to existing religioupaitaas
traditions. This implicitly grants humanity an active, privileged position in the
uni ver se. I n AThe Ke eldeeronomidorconthins spllsey o, f or
whereby the heroic Professor Shrewsbury can summon the ghost of its author, Abdul
Alhazred, to a séance in order to aid his hunt for Cthulhu-198%. The fact that the
Professor eventually comes a cropper does not change the fact that Derleth has
profoundly altered the nat urceuldlmafewbnpvecr aft
Derlethof f er s humanity a fair fight, whereas L

that we have no right to expect any such balance of power.
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The positive depiction of the Arkhamites makes it clear Lovecraft himself also
dearly wished to have his heroes triumbht in accordance with his grim view of the
cosmos, he needed them to lose. Placed against these unfathomable, ravening
personifications of irrationalism, they could not do otherwise, and there is certainly
nothing and nobody that could help them. Gilmzaad Derby die. Wilmarth and Dyer
end up as raving, Cassandit@ cranks. Thurston and Peaslee are broken men, their
spirits crushed by their horrifying discoveries. What victories are enjoyed are trivial.
Dunwich becomes a lost cause, while the destnu@f the Innsmouth cult is revealed
to be too little, too late; the narrator goes native.

Lovecr af t 6 shunt emerged as awanftuente of his lifelong
conviction of the insignificance of humanity and his appreciation for the potential
complimertary value of his own regional history. It allowed him to indulge his
cosmic fascinations by pitting a society of atheistic Puritam&n constructed by
taking Lovecraftdéds perception of what was
accomplishments of his coloniarebears and projecting it into the twentieth century
T against material, rather than doctrinal, blasphemy threatening their secular, rather
than religious, colonial reality. In doing so they pursue a tight moral line in terms of
acceptable human behaviotihey also lose, as humanity necessarily must in such an
uncaring cosmos.

By creating Arkham, Lovecraft found his voice; these stories are both
acknowl edged as more typically O0Lovecrafti.
works that he is renmebered (Shultz 19200). Having established this secondary
world, furthermore, he only occasionally wrote outside it. The cosmic Ahiici
consumed the bulk of his fictional output for the last decade of his life. The
fundamental nature of Lovecraftiartion has been established. However futilely, the

battl e for Ne wiitlogetraftiardsou wasont el | ect

Contact with the Enemy

It could be said that Lovecraftés ficti
later stories on which his refation chiefly rests, is more usefully considered as
science fiction rather than as fantasy. His monsters are, we always find out,
extraterrestrials rather than deities or demigods, and they subvert the laws of the
universe because of the vast differestial intellect, technology or origin between
themselves and the humans with which they
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Shadow out of Timed gather information abo
unfathomably brilliant minds into the body af Arkham economist. The Old Ones
who once dwelat the Mountains of Madneg¢si n Lovecraftds short no
name) were able to create a race of amorphous servants, the shoggoths, simply by dint
of their superhuman command of biological science. Ctliuhhu adopt ed home, t
sunken city of R6éyleh off the coast of New
constructed in direct contravention of Euclidian geometry because Cthulhu knows
more about structural engineering than humans can ever hope to kna; iite ¢
seems, do the sums required to make such insanity work.
By Lovecraftés own estimation, @AThe Col
most successful attempt to articulate these ideas in fiction (#oktig419). The
6Col our 6 it s e Higcoveredinside a matedriteghatdabds in a field
near Arkham, owned by the simple but respectable Gardner family. Researchers from
Miskatonic University cannot make any headway in examining the baffling thing t
was only by analogy that they calledi a col our at all o (176). M
produces a prodigious harvest of inedible crops. The fertility of the land then sharply
decreases, and the livestock begin to sicken. As animals begin to die off, their flesh
found to be brittle and uselessasd d, and t he vegetation tur ns
wife, and then his sons, go spectacularly insane. When, a year after the meteor
shower, a friend visits the isolated farm, he finds a sterile wasteland and only one
living human, Gardner himself, gibbegn about how he Adunét know
(188) as his body crumbles to pieces on the couch. Summoning help, the friend and
several others see a column of the unknown
What was it? Had it heatomdWheeddibhgdé?Howwher e di
And will you drink the water from the reservoir being built on the site? These are all
good questions for a writer of supernatural horror to leave his readers with.
Lovecraftds increasing abdofhotoyhaover ti m
been the occasion of much of the posthumous praise he has received (Shultz 206
213) . Unl i ke some of Lovecraftés stories,
explanation as to what actually went on at the Gardner place. We do not knbw wha
this colour was, whether it was animate or not, or whether it acted the way it did out
of malice, predatory ecology, or simple chemistry. The Gardners therefore are
innocent victims of a truly imponderable,

thesi te grows fAperhaps an inch a yearo (198)
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will eventually follow suit. The colour will not care; indeed, there is no real indication
that it has the consciousness, let alone the moral framework, required toathara at
AThe Col our out of Spaceodo Lovecraft can be
concept of humanity as an inconsequential casualty in a vast, uncaring, amoral
universe.

An i mportant point to note abodut AThe C.
never have been written as a realistic short story. In order to depict the colour as he
does, Lovecraft needed it to be not simply odd, but completgsidehuman
experience and means of perception. It is impervious to both the storied folk wisdom
of the Gardners and their neighbours, and the exhaustive (and exhaustively described
i6668) analytical procedures of Miskatonicbo
successful example of a |l eitmotif that bec.
writing during the second half of his caréedeparture from the human frame of
reference, either intuitive or analytical. The year after he wrote of the colour, he wrote
AThe Call of -Kbown stdryhTheappetranse ofiteimponderable
alien villain is described in some detail, but his true nature, in fact, is not open to

description:

They had shapeébut that shape was not m
right, They could plunge from world to world through the sky; but when the
stars were wronglhey could not live. But although They no longer lived,

They would never really die. (15665)

This catalogue of physical and physiological +sagjuiturs simply cannot be
applied to any real animal. Cthulhu is frightening enough to look at in effigy,(141
and in person kills as many by sheer maddening terror as by physical hart68)67
His true diabolism, however, I|ies not in h
(148) but in his total, intrinsic resistance to human experience or frames of reference
Hi s home, Ré6l yeh, featur es-Exlideah,antdect ur e wh]|
|l oat hsomely redolent of spheres and di mens
name demonstrates thithulhuis a rough rendering, Lovecraft asserts, of a name
unpronounddle by humans, or indeed those whose vocal apparatus follow the same
geometrical or physical laws as ougelected Letters.714). Thus the widespread

fan speculation on the correct pronunciation of this name over the years is quite
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beside the poinenyat t e mpt by a human being to voice

be incorrect. Lovecraft does this again in
contains an attempt to articulate the fourth dimension-@589 ) . I n AThe Dunwi
Horr or 0, Nebrenongcoro tee smedi eval Arab schol ar b6s a

idea of beings dwelling in a parallel universe that human senses are simply not able to
detect. The monstrous Yeot hot h dwel |l s, he says, ANot i
betweet hemo (132).
Thisisblap hemy against humanityds perception
These creatures expose the limitations of the human intellect as a tool for fathoming
the universe. Where George MacDonald saw the defeat of the intellect as spiritually
liberating, Lovecrafhever failed to insist that it gives rise to madness, nihilism,
vi ol ence and e vhuhters, sworrvte proteet the skeptical,i t ¢ h
rationalistic Elysium of Arkham, increasingly find themselves contending with such
lunacy. In order to put them w@ymainst such foes, Lovecraft was bound to describe the
indescribable. This responsibility gave rise to some of his most questionable prose
composition (Nelson 104), but more interestingly, it necessitated a departure from
realism. If for no other reasohovecraft wrote fantasy because reality simply would
not permit him to do what he needed to do in his stories.
This fascination with Acosmic outsidene:
ideas about the universe. Lovecraft was a cynical scientific mé&evidlo, as an
adult, recalled being a skeptically inquisitive troublaker at Sunday school
(Selected Letter$:1101 11; see al so AA Confession of Un
complete lack of interest in the human race, and dismissed any ideas tttadnaung
them a privileged position in the universe. Among these ideas was the notion that
humans could genuinely understand the universe. The human race had, he asserted,
largely inviolable intellectual and sensory limitations, and it was solipsistiggest
that the entire universe could fall within
58))Hi s | i felong adherence to 6écosmicismbd hac
worth restating its importance to his fictional compositions. In a elet@r to
Farnsworth Wright, the editor ®/eird Tales Lovecraft wrote a subsequently much

guoted passage:

Now all my tales are based on the fundamental premise that common human

laws and interests and emotions have no validity or significance in the vast
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cosmosat-large. To me there is nothing but puerility in a tale in which the
human formi and the local human passions and conditions and staridards
are depicted as native to other worlds or other universes. To achieve the
essence of real externality, one musget that such things as organic life,
good and evil, love and hate, and all such attributes of a negligible and
temporary race called mankind, have any existence at all. Only the human
scenes and characters must have human qualitiesemust be handi&with
unsparingealism (not catchpenny romanticism) but when we cross the line
into the boundless and hideous unknavihe shadowhauntedOutsidei we
must remember to leave our humanity and terrestrialism at the threshold.
(Selected Letter®:150)

Later in this letter Lovecraft criticises Edgar Rice Burroughs for failing to
meet this standard and treating Mars and Jupiter merely as different countries.
Lovecr aft 0WeirdTalesmeredludshe wafiously praised it as a rare outlet
for fantay fiction and damned it as cheap entertainment, and this ambiguity,
combined with literary ideals not easily compatable with the demands of pulp fiction,
led to an uneven relationship with the magazine and its editor (Murray¥11)6
Certainly, however ftese remarks are in keeping with comments Lovecraft made

elsewhere:

| could not write about HAordinary peopl
interested in them. Without interest th:
do not captivate my fancy. Itisan 6 s r el at i dtothd¢uokndwh e ¢ os mo
T which alone arouses in me the spark of creative imagination. The

humanocentric pose is impossible to me, for | cannot acquire the primitive

myopia which magnifies the eaenteh and i g
of Dagono 53)

With billions of stars and trillions of planets, the gokmysamong a race of
banal bipeds confined to a single inauspicious rock could not be reckoned as anything
remotely noteworthy. De Camp.dqvecraft2122 1 3) has cifgemsahalLovecr af
reserve and |l ack of | ife experience as rea

which is probably a good point, although this intellectual preoccupation must also



166

have had a role in shaping such characterisations. Arkham means nothiitghastil
been placed i n o p-pthles, iYdggoth ror whaieveRiididgwoasly, Y 6 h a
distant domain is home to the colour out of space. Consequently, Lovecraft was in a
way using the entire spatiene continuum, with its infinite possibilities and
potentially fluid laws, as a single secondary world.
Crucially, however, he focuses on this planet. Whatever the colour out of
space is, and however accidental its visitation may be, it turns up on Earth. Why?
What about the Deep Ones in their underwaitgratf the coast of Innsmouth, the
Mi-Go i nfesting the hills of Vermont, or Joe
6Beyond t he Avthé Mountains oEMadnesslls (278279) of a
dreadful war between two alien races, The Great Old Onesar@thulhuspawn,
both drawn to Earth and both so determined to maintain a presence here that a
concessive treaty is eventually signed in order to allow uneasy coexistence. The
demonic YogSothoth desires to draw Earth to another universe for nefarious
pumposes presumably his reason for choosing the-matted Dunwich albino
Lavinia Whatley, out of all the females in this cosmos, as the mother of his children.
The blind idiot god Nyarlathotep, howling madly at the centre of the universe, has
followers ofespecial importance here. Time and again Lovecraft presents his readers
with a situation in which the monsters, out of all the gin joints in all the cities in all
the world, have walked into ours. In particular, they like New England. Nyarlathotep,
Yog-Sahoth, the MiGo, the Deep Ones and The Great Race of Yith have business
there; the Antarctic city of the Great Old Ones is discovered by researchers from
Mi skatoni c, Lovecraftods idyll of a humani s
presented in microcosns éhe Arkham district, is an important hub, it seems, in the
comings and goings of the pointedly inhuman interstellar or-cdsmic community
that Lovecraft purports to describe on his
Moreover, despite his stated desirevoid depicting human traits as native to
other worlds and other civilisations, some of his most interesting aliens betray, on
examination, similarities to humans. The most celebrated examples of this are the
Great Old Ones encounteredAhthe Mountains foMadnessThey appear to be
wholly alien; the researcher who dissects one describes a perplexing combination of
features likening it to a cross between a bat, starfisharseaone and cactus (212
214). In time, however, these creatures are revealeditdaectuallyinclined,

asexual frontiersmen with an intense emotional connection to their original landing
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point in their new homé all attributes that have been highlighted as similarities to

New England Pilgrims (Eckhardt %7 ) . A Hi steonmrd cprli dend,erwee tar e
Aobviously formed t hei IAtthe Moustdins of Madoesso |l ogi c a
281). On those grounds, Professor Dyer ultimately absolves them of their murderous

disruption of his Antarctic expedition (316). The Great Raceithf, described in

AThe Shadow out of Timeo, may | ook | ike gi .
of a caricatured Enlightenment scientist. They are totally preoccupied with arcane

scientific pursuits, gearing their entire society to such mattergepnoduce by

shedding spores, impersonally raising their young in communal, elikehe

aqguariums. These two races of O0Greatdé ali e
antagonistic to humans so much as utterly indifferent to them. The Great Old Ones

have ver met a human, or indeed a mammal, and Dyer pauses in his narrative to

imagine, quite sympathetically, how such a meeting would have seemed to them

(316). To the Yithians, meanwhile, Earth is merely a good source of lab rats.

By compari somMveifTHemnnShmodidwmo posits that
amphibious fiskd e mons has inhabited Earthds seas si
and that there are certain isolated human enclaves where they are worshipped as gods.
Lovecraft goes to considerable lelngito demonise this race and their human
acolytes, repeatedly mentioning the fAnause
i ts frleopoeklilnegnot ( 284) natives, a once upstan
disappearing into noxious squalor. The cult of the D@ees has wrecked a perfectly
handsome, prosperous community, usurping wholesome church buildings and
offending the cultural imagination as well as the nostrils. When they are brought on
stage after forty pages of foreshadowing, they are found to be oHdngihe eye and
ear as well, hopping, baying and croaking in what Lovecratft insists is a terrifying
manner . Many f ans havALifd7213)inatrdbutingdhe Camp 6és
presence of these fishy horrooa SeveralLovecr a-
of Lovecraftds alien races bear obvious ma:
characterised as evil. The Great Race of Yith, for example, resemble giant limpets,
and their gastropodal locomotion is presented as a dry anatomical facfl{7d?2).

Great Old Ones are also quite at home in the sea. The Great Races are, furthermore,
antther oes; in AThe Shadow out of Timeo i n pe
delineating his wishes for society, pl acin

over I nnsmout ho, however, presents them as .
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aesthetic blasphemy. The ichthyic nature of the Deep Ones is not, so to speak, what
makes them fishy.

In fact, the shadow over Innsmouth is the result of an altogether more sinister
turn of events. While more enlightened races confine their activities to intellectual
pursuits, there comes a time when the revolting and, it would seem, lecherous Deep
Ones demand carnal traffic with their human worshippers. Lovecraft is vague on what

themonsters hope to gain from this; they already have human sacrifices, and now

of fer magic and i mmortality in exchange f o
forcing the issue when their acolytes demu
vani sho, L onv ehcirsa fwo rwkriontge piapers for the sto
over Innsmoutho6éo 249). The result is a soc

eventually transform into Deep Ones and join their demonic parents under the sea,
where they will be welcomed &m. There is, however, no indication that the aliens
needsuch converts; this is not a retelling of the ancient tradition of fairy eradle
robbing (exemplified by George MacDonal dos
apparently, a fulfilment of a need for ecsilar, materialist Sabbat at which humanity
gives itself to the carnal satisfaction of demons. This is a curiously human motivation
for such pointedly inhuman monsters, and one that contrasts sharply with those of the
seltdisciplined, cerebral, spohalding Great Old Ones. Lovecraft, an autodidact
who had very definite ideas about social cohesion, propriety and miscegenation, and
who claimed to have been conclusively cured of his sex drive as a$bi&t{ed
Letters4.355), seems to have been unablprevent a degree of humanising secio
political allegory from slipping into his depictions of alien civilisations.

This reveals an important point about his work. Lovecraft was using fantasy to
explore the possibilities of an infinite cosmos and indhlges &écos mi ci st & vi e
writing, and from a visual or scientific standpoint his extraterrestrials are among the
most admirably strange a reader is likely to come across. However, he was not able to
dismiss the importance of humanity. An author wishagyhe claimed to, to examine
Amands relationship to themustaddressbodh ( il n De:
sides of that equation. There can, of course, be no monsters without humans; fantasy
requires a mundane point of reference for magictomeahanytg. Tol ki ends r €
that Alf men really coul d noistorgsabauti ngui sh
frogki ngs woul d not hsatveer iags 6 esn®) (wWidOinl o as eae/m
applicabl e to Ldewiclrsafasdsi tr alisstlyagicofschl ki en 6 s
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Eddi sonds attempts to port r-ZothothethkeiDegpent i al

Ones, the colour and the rest of his alien horrors can only be seen as horrible in

comparison to humans. Arkham may be of trivial importance comparedgygo¥g

but Yoggoth means nothing at all without Arkham.
In his attempt to dismiss humanity as a cosmic trifle, Lovecraft was in fact

forced to position us as a small but demonstrably indispensable cog in his

compositional machine. The same goes for theatity of his secondary world.

Lovecraftods aliens are admirably i nhuman i

and habits they reflect a continuum of traits and motivations that strongly mirror his

perception of what does or does not belong in a mordered humansociety, and

Lovecraft characterises them as drgroes or villains accordingliAiumanitas

therefore becomes an index of goodness. Ev

Spaceo follows this pattern. beMeeffactony i mpon:

a decent farming family (and later Arkham at large) is depicted as a dreadful and eerie

sequence of events. This is because it hurt humans, both physically (by destroying the

farm and its occupants) and intellectually (by demonstratiegize and

impersonality of the cosmos). Were humans truly worth nothing, their woes would

not be worth lamenting. The same idea are at woAt the Mountains of Madness

AThe Dunwich Horroro, fAThe Cal l of Cthul hu
Thesed deas can be seen to preemptively vin

fantasy constitutes a dialogue between the human race and its imagination.

Lovecraftdéds i magination was tightly discip

youthful pastiches of Dnsany aside, Lovecraft created magic not by quietly ignoring

natural laws but by embracing them to the fullest extent possible, expanding their

importance to the point that they cease to be applicable. In order to examine the

effects of this he requiredséaging post, a physical and moral point of reference, and

to echo Tol kiends perception of fantasy on
Lovecraftdos views on this matter are wo

contrast to Eddi s dwoineningiimargwortdesocietyy t he 1 ssue

Lovecraft commented hotly and at length on the question of race. Many of these

comments make unpleasant reading. Throughout his life he subscribed to

pseudoscientific views of humanity that even highly sympathetic csitianggle to

excuse. This line of thought has been a persistent stain on his personal and literary

reputation, and it is entirely fair to call Lovecraft racist, even by the standards of his
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time, given that he adhered to many of his increasingly outmoded tlzeories
despite continually updating and revising many other intellectual ideas. Whatever one
wishes to call them, however, his ideas about race reveal useful points about his
worldview, and therefore the makeup of his secondary world.

The usual exgse for this behaviour is that he lived in an age when such
opinions were more acceptable. In fact this is a complicated issue. The massive waves
of immigration America absorbed in the early years of the twentieth century had
certainly led to a widespreadsurgence in racism, pseudoscientific and otherwise.
Lovecraft is known, for example, to have rédte Passing of the Great Rad®16),
Madi s on Gr -agiculated defenicedoktheyAryan theory, among a number of
other books seeking to justify racedgregation. Lovecraft persisted in these opinions
after the trend ran its course, however, with his sojourn in New York (between 1924
and 1926, a time when t he c-potwadespegallyat us as
apparent) serving to harden hisitatles. In this he was not wholly alone. Even within
his own profession, his pdriend andWeird Taleolleague Robert E Howard
displayed an obsessive concern for identifying, delineating, characterising and
segregating the tribes and nations of theddybi an age (A Th20, Hybori an
AThe Devil-268, | i dkiéa rgtbddss t D a8A0ythat couldd 8 1 9
easily be construed in a similar light. Both men were, however, part of the rearguard
of an ideology retreating from respectability.

Oneillug r ati ve mani festation of Lovecraftds
towards the First World War. Lovecraft enlisted when America entered the conflict,
although he was later excluded, on intriguingly unrecorded grounds, after the
intervention of his mothgdoshi,A Life 140-142). His attempt to enlist is especially
odd given his perception of the war. He saw it as a lamentable internal conflict
between a pair of noble AnglBaxon nations, Germany and Britain, who really ought
to be celebrating their sharbdritage and giving the bootheel to lesser races rather
t han squabbling (AThk). Xeverthaless loefsupporteelth€ e nt ur y-
war and applauded Americabdbs entry into it.
manifestations of the noble civdlng impulse of the Angi&axon race, said
Lovecraft. Since America is an offshoot of the British Empire, American patriotism is
not possible Awithout a corresponding | ove
Amer i cao ( q A hbifel89).Nebody cbudsabcuse Lovecraft of not loving
America, or at least New England. Although his strident adoption of the British side
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in discussions of the American War of Independence (de Qamupcrafts) may

seem to contradict this, it is in fact a demoetsdn of his ethnic ideas in action. He

was, he sai d, 0 a-Americamreyniam; rhyiogiraon bemd thaitmeg |
S

di vision of a ingle culture into two

o

nat.i

(AA Confession of Unnygland astamestiadgéd)branciiad thes aw Ne

British family tree. Affecting disappointment at this estrangement, he nevertheless
loved both root and branch.

This episode demonstrates that Lovecraft placed ethnic identity above the
realities of political nationalim i America was founded by AngiBaxons, and was
therefore an Anglk&Gaxon country, independent or otherwise. Immigrants would have
to adjust to perceived AngiSaxon ideals, or be damned. This belief in an ethnic
aristocracy has been cited as a reasonlawvecraft recommendetihe Worm
Ouroborosto his friends (de Camjovecraft291), as that book dwells on the
inherent nobility of certain people. T
supremacy or segregation would be churlish, however. Bséias they may be, the
poeples of Mercury respect each other, and liaise, mingle and even intermarry freely

and cordially when the situation arises. Glory on Mercury is apportioned to

(0]

individuals rather than raceeaeutenabtvof d Jussos

Witchland is worth remembering herehe Worm Ouroboro491). By contrast,
Lovecraft observed fundamental differentials between various races, and sought

where he could to enforce boundariires bet we

Franceor Quebe6é, he noted, Abut weurterdony@rd want
creating foreign i sl and sSelécieklLetterd/tO6;n s o c k
Lovecrafts emphases). True Americans,
mammal hatesand lo&tls t he r ept i | e.Lovedfati254).t ed i n

There is plenty more in this vein, but the point has probably been made. That
Lovecraft married Sonia Haft Greene, a Ukraidemn Jew, as something of a joke
between intellectual acquaintances (Jo&Hijfe 327-328) could be seen as eloquent
testimony to the inevitable gap between ideology and action in real life. In fiction,
however, he had a stick with which to enforce ethnic boundaries, and a soapbox from
which to denounce those who ignored theime Tirst allowed him to present Arkham
as a more racially homogenous Yankee enclave than ever really existed. The town
simply does not have ethnic minorities. The second afforded him a useful

foreshadowing tool, whereby characteristically unsympatheticu@mps of melting

t he
et a
he s
de Ce¢
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pots could be used to presage disaster. It
written during his miserable sojourn in Brooklyn, the immigrant population of which

he describes as follows:

éeéthe throngs of pe thefumeliké direets weseesquath e d t hr
swarthy strangers with hardened faces and narrow eyes, shrewd strangers

without dreams and without kinship to the scenes about them, who could

never mean aught to a bkeged man of the old folk, with the love of fair

green lanes and white New England village steeples in his heart1@)9

The semiautobiographical nature of this passage is hard to miss.
Another story Lovecraft wrote while resident in Brooklyn features references
to Athe papenigavid&@dpdaraHdr(fr or at Red Hooko 12

who include fAan Arab with a hatefully negr.
uses fimen of -Bloedgedl owndmmeatdal |y aberran
destruction seems Mlarsnibedntesspecied hreeding taking 6 5) , a

place in Innsmouth can obviously be construed as a cosmicist expansion of such a
Ahopel ess tangleo, and is foreshadowed by
Cod is home to a community of Fijian immigrants (272)

Put simply, Lovecraft believed that there was more than one human race, in
both fact and fiction, that these different races occupied different positions on a
sliding scale of nobility and worth, and that no good ever came of blurring the
boundaries beteen them. Once the notion of such a stratification is accepted, giving
some immigrant races tentacles and wings is really nothing more than an indulgence
of the simplifying fiat of the supernatural. Special pleading can be and is made for the
decentandpmst andi ng Great Ol d OnesYankdeslate i n Love
almost by definition villains, whether they come from Syria, Fiji or Yoggoth. And
birds of a feather flock together. I n AThe
progressinhisivesti gati on by means of discussion
and businessNew Engl andés traditional Asalt of t
however, noted for fits deliberate bloodth
to be the worsip of the godike alien. Thurston pauses in his narrative to absolve a

sober and upstanding Nordic sesgptain for his killing a group of Pacific Island
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cultists (164165). The Innsmouth cult, we learn, was imported to New England from
the Pacific Islansl in a covert instance of reverse colonisation {298).

Il n his racial paranoi a, Lovecraft grant.
knowso, says an outsider discussing the fu
Atheydve gotter tSmukeh &akecautc amsnilbaad sa and Gu
Decent New York society is similarly adulterated by their involvement in the
immigrant necromancy being practiced at Red Hook. Then there is the queer little

township of Dunwich:

[T]he natives are now refpently decadent, having gone far along that path of
retrogression common in many New England backwaters. They have become
a race by themselves, with the wedfined mental and physical stigmata of
degeneracy andAbreeding. The average of their intedliice is woefully low,
whilst their annals reek of overt viciousness and ofhialfien murders,

incests, and deeds of almost unnamable violence and perversity. The old
gentry, representing two or three armigerous families which came from Salem
in 1692, hae kept somewhat above the general level of decay; though many
branches are sunk in the sordid populace so deeply that only their name
remains as key to their disgrace. Some of the Whateleys and Bishops still send
their sons to Harvard and Miskatonic, thbugose sons seldom return to the
mouldering gambrel roofs under which they and their ancestors were born.
(AThe Dunwi cHHOHorroro 109

This is precisely the same sort of parochial, dilapidated simplemindedness that
Washington Irving played for laughsn i The Legend of Sl eepy Hol
although the plot of AThe Dun-mumoured, Horr or 0
materialist parody of the life story of Christ, its setting is very much the same as that
of I r viinagveisl litte NewrEpgind backwater that has slipped through the
cracks of the Enlightenment and has sunk into intellectual and cultural squalor. There
is little indication that these parallels are conscious (Irving scarcely rates a mention in
ASupernatural do,syrout itnhday terathiared t o mi s s
universe, however, the nadir of the decline is not the sensibly ignorant Hans van
Tassel, but the Whateleys, a O0decayedd6 cl a
with the demonicYogsot hot h. A Weesshailingen suchothingsfom n
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out sideo, cautions Professor Armitage of M
wicked people and very wicked cults ever t
from among the white trash is the first step in the cosmigwhitint to protect

Arkham. Dunwich is, in a typically prim, reserved, Arkhamite manner, wiped off the

map: Aal | signboards pointing toward it ha

expunging a community from intellectual memory in this way is somethimgtak

genocide.

The degeneration of white society, is a
work, also being referred to in AThe Lur ki
Picture in the Houseo, ABeyond the Wal/ o f

| n ns mdechyed) mountaidwelling white folk have been used in American

fiction as famo fPyritanstwistd by pohticahigplatiorcintoy pt o

par odyo ( Wiihknamasteerteat de3crigtion of the Whateleys. Their

ancestors left Salem for neisolated homes in 1692, taking their copy of

Necronomicormwith them, and by 1928, the family is using the crumbling tome to

summon norEuclidian demons to materialist Sabbats. This demonstrates once again

t he Aparamount 06 ( Nel sgdand tHefefore of thenmvented ance of

Arkham district) to Lovecraftds fictio

=]
(o

concern for the way a racial or ideological grouping might fray at the edges. The fact
that the degeneration of Dunwich is presented axaeme example of a social trend
Acommon in many New England backwatersi, f
least assumption, that such a decline is possible, perhaps even current, in the real
world. Joshi Annotated Lovecraft08, n. 14) notes Loveait making remarks to
precisely that effect in some of his unpub
written in 1928, too early to really be part of the emergence of the stereotype of the
ignorant, slovernly, lascivious hillbilly (cited in Williamsori42 as symptomatic of
the new economic anxieties of Depresséwma Americans) but it draws from the same
well . The same can be said for Levecraftods
dwel l er possessed by a discoofpoSlacaepal i en
Brutish, filthy, irrationally violent and too stupid to communicate intelligibly with his
doctors, Slater is, in the word®ALfef one co
165).

Like the 6colourdé6 that dpeshagnogctialt he Gar
interest in humanity, being chiefly preoccupied with leaving Earth in order to pursue
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an unfathomable vendetta against another alien many light years away. Lovecraft
claimed that his concerns as a writer lay in similar regions, and thieemwof times
he lectures his friends on their insignificance on the cosmic canvas suggests that this
preoccupation was fairly genuine. Nevertheless the demands of his chosen form of
expression required him to take an interest in humans, if only to bakentantastic
equation by providing his aliens with something to be alien to. In doing so he
provided an almost purposeiilt case study in the Tolkienian perception of the
relation between fantasy and reality. More importantly, he accords humanity, even
degenerate humanity, a modest but undeniable and quite concrete status within his
fictional cosmos. Morality is a quality credited to those who understand this status
and work to preserve it.

This status led Lovecraft to take great interest in humaniwamdn qualities,
and his view of humanity prompted him to stratify them on a sliding scale. A
continuum of humanity i nisupematwralleidedlised wor k
Yankees such as the Great Old Ones and the Great Race at the top, fojlowed b
Yankees themselves, then Yankee apostates such as the Whatelaysiteaon
interlopers such as those investing Brooklyn, and finally monsters such as Yog
Sothoth and the Deep Ones. One who truly had no interest in human affairs would
not repeatedly indith correspondence and fiction display such an interest in human
beings, or criticise those who crossed the boundaries notionally resulting from that
interest. Lovecraft does so repeatedly. In Dunwich and Innsmouth, rationalist human
apostates are crossitigpse boundaries in particularly horrifying ways; at Red Hook
and the old Gardner place, such foulness is the work, deliberate or otherwise, of
immigrants. In all cases, however, evil is done, and perceived as such (inlged,
perceived as such) byimans. The fate of humans and adherence to human morality,
as he perceived t hem, are at the centre of
to say that he failed in articulating his comic vision, but that he uncovered an
unexpected complication irothg so, and responded by examining these cosmic
vermin closely and working out exactly what to think of them, becoming, in effect, a
reluctant anthropologidtas many a fantasist is. This, in turn, turned his witght in

a fascinating direction.
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Stalemate

HP Lovecraftodés strongest defenders must co
unsympathetic commentary. Born into an alreadyaatisciously olefashioned

family with largely defunct notions of aristocratic breeding and status, he remained

handicappe throughout his life by atavistic notions of personal decorum and social
stratification. L Sprague ¢eleligmaghy, aut hor
guoted him as writing that A[ M}y ideal is
participating spectatr 6, and t hat

A far greater net return from life can be obtained through a repudiation of the
overspeeded modern ideal, & a return to the sane classic principles of old
which recognise the superiority béingoverdoing, & emphasise the

necessity otivilized leisure& of an easygoing reflective and savouring
process if one is to extract any solid or enduring satisfaction from the events

of existence. (quoted in de Canymvecraft56)

Some manifestations of this line of thinking, such as the monthem sp
traipsing around Brooklyn looking for a suit jacket that had precisely three buttons
and would not make hi maltoo KLfbd6K363),ia mongr e
have a faintly comic air. Others, such as his intransigent racism, are franklyafensi
The term 6ésnobdé is hard to avoid, but he s
anybody else. Attached to the notion that a gentleman shouldapgfor work, he
only ever sent out the most evasive and silly of job applications (de Canvgxrdt
208-209), dooming himself to a life of meagre material subsistence that made
something of a mockery of his pretensions to colonial aristocracy. Likewise, a man
quite sincerely wedded to the perception that America was a fundamentally agrarian,
intrinsically Anglo-Saxon outpost of the British Empire was setting himself up for a
fall by settling in the lower east side of Brooklyn in 1924 and marrying a Ukrainian
born, Jewish milliner. After three years the marriage dissolved. Lovecraft returned to
his natve Providence and moved in with an aunt. There he continued to conduct his
imaginative witchhunt in between taking antiquarian road trips, clashing with his few
professional associateSdlected Letter$.17), and writing essays in praise of cats and
correct English pronunciation. It takes a deliberately sympathetic biographer, such as
ST Joshi, to cast this story in a positive light.
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From a biographical perspective Lovecr a

account for. Until the age of fourteen heled en r ai sed i n his grand-

an indulged only child in a world of affluent, attentive adults very conscious of their

60l d Americandé heritage. Hi s grandfather 6s
of the Lovecraft fortune shattered tlséability, with the resulting financial strain
contributingtotheslob ur ni ng psychosis that eventuall
Susie, committed to a psychiatric hospital in 1918. She died there three years later.

Left to eke out a living on his modestieritance, Lovecraft can perhaps be forgiven

for his tenacious attachment to the notion that he lived in a time of decline from the

peak of American civilisation. That peak may never have actually existed in the pure,
ethnically and intellectually homogeus form that Lovecraft liked to imagine, but the

idea of such an epoch was clearly very important to him. He affected Georgian

spelling and diction, maintained an enviable collection of eightesamtury books

inherited from his grandfather, and desitedee England and America reconciled.

Indeed, little enough of the real world meant anything to him. His construction of a

social and intellectual golden age in colonial New England, however, was profoundly

and abidingly real to him. He professed an elanyg of supernatural literature such as

Greek mythology, but also insisted that:

[Flor me books and legends held no monopoly on fantasy. In the quiet hill

streets of my native town, where fanlighted colonial doorways, small paned

windows and graceful Gegian steeples still kept alive the glamour of the

eighteenth century, | found a magic then and now hard to explain. Sunsets

over the cityds out s prpeidsontheogeathil, as see
affected me with especial poignancy. Before | kiiietlve eighteenth century

had captured me more utterly than ever
captured; so that | used to spend hours in the attic pouring over the @)

booked banished from the library downstairs and unconsciously absorbing the

st e of Pope and Dr. Johnson as a natur a
onaNoREntityd 208)

There is a parallel here with George Ma
heritage, and with Wolffds c¢claim that MacD
member of Clan MacDonald had practicable significance (Wolff3#). Lovecratft,

)

1

1
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whose job applications involved wittering for paragraphs about his pure-Anglo

American ancestry and cultured upbringing (de Cdmpecraft208-209), probably

took the ideadrther than his Scottish predecessor, and probably suffered more as a

result. This parallel between two such different authors is worth noting. The most

i mportant thing to ta¥etitom, iEomevNot es$ so

symbolic power Loveraft found in his perceptions, accurate or otherwise, of his own

local history. These adolescent impressions stuck with him throughout his life. Upon

moving into a twebedroom flat with his aunt in 1933, the-y&arold Lovecraft

rejoiced in the factthdte coul d set wup his desk Aunder a

view of the | ower townds outspread roofs &

t hemo ( g u oALdeb33). Althodigh buiitiin the early nineteenth century, the

house had been oiitéd in the colonial style upon which Lovecraft doted. the

language Lovecraft uses to describe these sorts of experiences demonstrates the

heights of emotion he felt when his ideals were fulfilled. Belief in the beauty and

grace of eighteentbentury NewEngland, and discovery of the dwindling remnants

of the era, grounded Lovecraftdos emotions

much the same way as MacDonal doés faith saw
Lovecraft viwed the nineteenth century, by congan, as a long period of

decline, and the twentieth as a chaotic, degenerate, heterogeneous mess. In fact, the

Georgian erawas a fairly earthyandfee@ i ri t ed age, but the val

rosetinted view of a paradise of ordered, rationaligticught and impeccable artistic

tastei given literary form in Arkhani has little to do with historical accuracy.

Rather, it is very close to the sort of symbolic value MacDonald found in the Bible;

something of which the truth transcends empirical facbatingent expediency and

is a jJjoy for ever. Even 1 f i1its factual e X i

this era was long gone; Lovecraft turned to literature to get it back. Literature in

general and fantastic literature in particular wasotte forum in which the

imagination held sway over fact. He noted as much in a\wdnded reply to

correspondents who ciraneaiflyandsudicentary atengptt or y f D

to articulate theanbar wi ni an bl asphemy of hHhaBhe Shadow

unrealistic:

The imaginative writer [ie the writer of fantasy] devotes himself to art in its

most essential sense. It is not his business to fashion a petty trifle to please the
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children, to point a useful fonthe al , to c
mid-Victorian holdover, or to rehash insolvable human problems didactically.

He is a painter of moods and mipttturesi a capturer and amplifier of

elusive dreams and fancies voyager into those unheaofllands which are

glimpsed through theeil of actuality but rarely, and only by the most

sensitive. He is one who sees not only objects, but follows up all the bizarre

trails of associated ideas which encompass and lead away from them. He is a

poet of twilight visions and childhood memoriésit sings only for the

sensitive. All moods are his to reproduce, be they light or dark.

AWhol esomenesso and Autilityo are to hi:

Dagono 47)

In this defence of fantasy, Lovecraft argues for a second, somewhat
oppositional vlue for fantasy; it allows the author to articulate essential truths in a
way that is denied to writers troubled by concerns of plausibility. As seen earlier,
Lovecraft used the fiat of the supernatural to articulate the limits of human perception.
Cthulhuand YogSothoth operate on physical and epistemological principles that
realism, by definition, cannot support. Only by divorcing ourselves in some measure
from reality could we truly make sense of that reality, and our perceptions of it. This
isveryclee to MacDonald and Eddi sonds common a
perfection in |iterature helps us cope wit
devotee of the pasto (Aln Defence of Dagon:

gap between himselhd a vanished epoch. One of his wishes as an adult, therefore,

was fisomehow to vanqui sh ti hogecraf8dg. t urn it
And yet the past is one of the chief so!

many of his stories, includingt the Mountains of Madnessn d fiThe Cal | of

Cthul huo, the entire narrative is focused

but on the discovery of an ancient disaster that took place in the immemoridltpast.
the Mountains of Madne$$931) is an ecellent example of this pattern. The novella
takes the form of a submission to the governing council of Miskatonic University, in
which Professor Dyer pleads that the institution undertake no further exploration of
Antarctica. His pleas are justified bysHielated disclosures of what his own
expedition of some years past found in the interior of the frozen contizent

ancient, alien city:
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The things once rearing and dwelling in this frightful masonry in the age of

the dinosaurs were not indeed dinosabut far worse. Mere dinosaurs were

new and almost brainless objettsut the builders of this city were wise and

old, and had left certain traces in rocks even laid downmighl a thousand

million years agoérocks |thhadladvhmcedn bef or
beyond plastic groups of cell sérocks | a!
had existed at all. They were the makers and enslavers of that life, and above

all else the fiendish elder myths which things like the Pnakotic Manuscripts

and theNecronomicoraffrightedly hint about. They were the Great Old Ones

that filtered down from the stars when the earth was yduhg beings whose

substance an alien evolution had shaped, and whose powers were such as this

planet had never bred. (268)

Much of the story is given over to explaining the history of these gargantuan,
plantlike beings, gleaned by Dyer and his assistant Danforth from the murals and
sculptures of the colony, which has been abandoned for at least half a million years.
Before theirextinction, this civilisation lasted so long that their architecture evolved
to take tectonic drift into account. The m
other to secrecy, an oath Danforth abides by even after the cataclysmic nervous
breakdown causedyp t he knowl edge that humanityds pe
been so woefully shortsighted. This discovery constitutes a heresy against the
rationalistic (and, in spite of Lovecraftd:
Arkham. Says Professor Dyer,

Every incident of that fouanda-half-hour flight is burned into my

recollection because of its crucial position in my life. It marked my loss, at the

age of fifty-four, of all that peace and balance which the normal mind
possesses through itsaccustoch conception of external N
laws. Thenceforward all ten of iidout the student Danforth and myself above

all othersi were to face a hideously amplified world of lurking horrors which

nothing can erase from our emotions, and which wddwuairain from

sharing with mankind in general if we could (224)
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That Aaccustomed conception of Naturebo
perception of the universe as fathomable, finite, and offering a privileged position to
humanity. It is also arecise analogy to the secret, forbidden lore that lies at the heart
of many Gothic novels. And it comes to light via an unwholesome survival from the
distant past.

I n AThe Rats in the Wallso (1923), Wal
secrets can haygofound personal ramifications. The historical reference in the

protagoni stdés name i s quite deliberate, as

Poe since childhoodglected Letterd.109) and accorded him an entire chapter in

ASupernatium alli tHoeratowur eo. The actions of de

in returning to Exham Priory, the ruined;diened seat of his disgraced medieval

ancestors, perhaps recalls the nebulous, Gothiayolttl geography of some of

Poebs st or iinvitedto dplaud henr fer restarirg and redecorating the
family pile in medieval fashion, going to
so cleverly counterfeited candleso (97).
home, however, the résssness of his cats leads him to explore thebsisements of

the castle, pulling back layer after layer of architectutlacobean, medieval, Anglo

Saxon, Roman, Celticand mystery. Finally he hits both geological and genealogical
bedrock, learningtheust i fi cati on for his familyds |
level of Exham Priory is a massive subterranean slaughterhouse where, for untold
centuries, the de la Poers have conducted horrifying cannibalistic rituals in honour of
ANyar |l at hoftegel eéshse gmaddo ( 107) »Christtoser ves
Lovecraftdos ordered scientific materialis
leading to a spectacular display of cultural and linguistic devolution; his account is

written from the pdded cell to which he is carted after being pulled off the é¢atién

corpse of a companion.

t

1

w

-
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AThe Rats in the Wallso is open to inte

atavism, although this would be an odd thing to issue from the pen of a man who

enouraged hislawfuhba c qui red wi fe to address him as

A Life 324). Itis, in fact, a genealogically specific example of a pervasive theme in

Lovecraftodés work: exploration of the past
We have already seen that, in his own way, Lovecraft was in fact possessed of

a narrow but abiding and at times almost frantic interest in the course of human

civilisaton. That course, as Lovecraft saw it, was going to be bumpy. The future, both
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in terms of tle social degradation he saw everywhere and in the possibility that
forthcoming discoveries could harm us, is also used as a source of horror in his work.

I n ASupernatur al Horror in Literatureo, Lo

For those who relish speculation regarding future, the tale of supernatural

horror provides an interesting field. Combated by a mounting wave of

plodding realism, cynical flippancy, and sophisticated disillusionment, it is yet
encouraged by a parallel tide of growing mysticism, as develop#gwby

fatigued reaction of fAoccultistso and r
materialistic discovery through the simulation of wonder and fancy by such

enlarged vistas and broken barriers as modern science has given us with its

intra-atomic chemistry, advaimg astrophysics, doctrines of relativity, and

probings into biology and human thought. (41055)

Or, more succinctly, conflict between past and future can make for a really
good fright. At this point it is worth reproducing the pensive and celebratrdngp
paragraph of AThe Cal l of Cthul huo;

We live on a placid island of ignorance in the midst of black seas of infinity,
and it was not meant that we should voyage far. The sciences, each straining
in its own direction, have hitherto harmed us littlet Some day the piecing
together of dissociated knowledge will open up such terrifying vistas of
reality, and our frightful position therein, that we shall either go mad from the
revelation or flee from the deadly light into the peace and safety of aar&w d
age. (139)

Lovecraft, of course, had few cheerful things to say about the prospects for
humanity, either in the short term (since his Yankee ideal was being swamped by
hordes of babbling, scheming immigrants) or in the long term. We have already seen
how the Great Old Ones and Cthulhu, in demonstrating the existencehafrpas
civilisations on Earth and areas of science that humanity can never hope to
comprehend, have destroyed the rationalistic, Arkhamite peace of mind of their
discoverers. Lovecraf6 s adherence to scientific mater.i

conclusion that the universe owes nothing to humanity, did more than grant him carte
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blanche tacreatethe most alien of aliens. In adhering to this idea, Lovecraft had to
have these aliens win. Agrsonifications of the chaotic, impersonal cosmos outside

Arkham, they will, ipso facto, have us, mind, body and soul. All they need is time,

and they have more of that than we can comprehenNe&onomicom ot es, A That

is not dead that can eternaldie ( " The Call of Cthul huo, 156) .
true, alien ancestry, the now insane narr a
among his own ravings the chilling observa-
l nnsmout h next whild theegtoun{lb8e8kihg reseakthk af the brilliant

Wal ter Gil man in AThe Dreams in the Witch
sticky end:

Possibly Gilman ought not to have studied so hard-Blaclidean calculus

and quantum physics are hard enougstitetch any brain; and when one

mixes them with folklore, and tries to trace a strange background of multi
dimensional reality behind the ghoulish hints of the Gothic tales and the wild
whisperings of the chimnegorner, one can hardly expect to be whéige of
mental tension. Gilman came from Haverhill, but it was only after he had
entered college in Arkham that he began to connect his mathematics with the

fantastic legends of elder magic. (6645)

Gilman is, in short, asking for trouble, which argvia a spectacularly gory
fashion later in the story as his body becomes a gateway out of the fourth dimension.
Al t hough AThe Dreams in the Wi tch -Houseo i
regarded by Lovecraft scholars (Jodluyecraft516517), it povides a perfect
example of another pervasive theme in his fictiaghat further discoveries, especially
groundbreaking work of the sort done by Dyer and Gilman, seem almost inevitably to
lead to the discovery of devastating ancient secretst tile Mountains of Madness
Dyer 6s monograph is written in an attempt
would make his terrible secret common knowledge. Although Lovecraft neglects to
point this out, it is a safe bet that the researchers who examine thedengaiole
meteorite in AThe Colour out of Spaceo are
Punter Literature of Terror283) has queried what Lovecraft feared more, the
centuried sinister past or the ravening, chaotic future. It seems not to have occurred to

him, Joshi or de Camfhat Lovecraft was in fact calliigone might say pleadirig
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for stasis. In his work, Lovecraft seems to have fused past and future into a single
terrible, incomprehensible humanist blasphemy, with past and future merging into a
single unbearable maelsin sure to doom the human race. It seems that Lovecraft
was, in his heart of hearts, a man who spent his life waging a personal war upon
everythingelse
The selfstyled gentleman of Providence was a man given to ideas
considerably larger than the mindritovhence they sprang. And yet despite this
expansive intellectual view of the universe, he was a man open only to a very narrow
range of personal, cultural or sensual experiences. He remembered the essentially
forced sal e of hi s utfurhausedifl1804 méis haneevi dent | vy

| felt | had lost my entire adjustment to the cosmdsr what indeed was HPL
without the remembered rooms & hallways & staircases & statuary &
paintings & yard & walks & cherrjrees & fountain & ivygrown arch &

stable & gardens & all the rest? How could an old man of 14 (& surely | felt
that way!) readjust to a skimpy flat & new household program & inferior
outdoor setting in which almost nothing familiar remainegilécted Letters
4.365)

Lovecraft knew himselfd be, from a very early age, a creature of habit, much
happier working within a series of firmly inculcated cultural boundaries and routines.
He was suspicious and derisory of anything new, and clung to a very narrow and
dogmatic perception of the inherBnhoble character of his home state of Rhode
Island. He was, it seems, convinced that he could not adequately function elsewhere.
A portrait of this realisation in action can be found in his novgtla DrearmQuest of
Unknown Kadatl{1927), a drearfantasy Lovecraft wrote as, essentially, a stylistic
tribute to Lord Dunsany. 't tells of Rando!
fantastical place where Carter hobnobs with ghouls and moonbeasts, rides zebras up
the slopes of hidden plateaus and sojourmmlaces and temples built from jasper
and onyx. As creative (and often whakndled) as this imagery is, it pales somewhat
after the first twenty or thirty pages, leaving all but the most devoted fans slightly
bored in the last half of the novella. Garfeels the same way, finding the journey
increasingly arduous before he finally reaches the storied city of Kadath. There he
meets with Nyarthotep, here cast | ess as t
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in the Wall so t ha ticpsyshopamposawhdtells Cagezwhylel aest

has become so jaded;

New-England bore you, and into your soul she poured a liquid loveliness
which cannot die. This loveliness, moulded, crystalised, and polished by years
of memory and dreaming, is your terraceohder of elusive sunsets; and to

find that marble parapet with curious urns and carven rail, and descend at last
those endless balustraded steps to the city of broad squares and prismatic
fountains, you need only to turn back to the thoughts and viefoymur

wistful boyhood. (133)

Carter wakes to a particularly lovely Massachusetts sunrise. His dreams are
mere extrapolations of the exquisite aesthetic sense that his Novanglian upbringing
has given him. True, fundamental beauty lies there, in his rothe real world.

Joshi A Life413415) has suggested that the sensory overload in the second half of
the novella may be a deliberate attempt to make this point, arguirgrtkiabwn
Kadathconstitutes something of a cultural autobiography of a manirepabksthetic
maturity. But for the trivial caveat that Carter is a native Bostonian, this is probably a
sensible suggestion. Tellingly, it was the last significant story Lovecraft wrote in the
Dunsanian idiom; subsequent tales were firmly rooted in Arkham

A few years earlier Lovecraft had been given cause to put his belief in the
surpassing importance of Novanglian atmosphere into practice. In 1924 he was
offered the editorship dVeird Talesprobably the most lucrative job offer he ever
received. Whethehe could have performed in this role in an interesting question, but
in any case, upon learning that the job would require him to move to Chicago, he
turned the offer down. JoshA (Life 332) has praised him for this refusal, noting that
at the time thenagazine was suffering managerial upheavals that very nearly led to
its collapse. Had the magazine folded, the hapless Rhode Islander would have been
stranded in a city in which he had few prospects. There may be something to this, but
Lovecr af d¢afos fordurnmmd dewh the position was that it would have
required him to relocate to a city that lacked the antiquarian atmosphere upon which
he so thrived. That Lovecraft, at that stage newly married and facing the realities of
having to contribute todusehold finances, turned down such a lucrative offer for this

reason clearly demonstrates his remarkable sensitivity to environment.
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In one sense this episode speaks well for Lovecraft, portraying him as a man
with a very clear understanding of his owmitations and intellectual and spiritual
needs. Although this manner of thinking contributed to some deeply unattractive
aspects of his character, such$elbwledge is in itself probably admiralilendeed,
it recall s MacDon al thed#ficulties ofdhiathelolegicad c c e pt anc e
manifesto. It was as a result of this knowledge, furthermore, that Lovecraft decided
the Chicago job was not for him. Besides, in 1924, when the offer arrived, he had
only recently resettled in New York with his wife S@anThis had been a considerable
jump for a man who lived with his mother until the age of 28, and he was quite within
his rights to cry off another, even more adventurous relocation. Nevertheless this
refusal, and the line of thinking from which it regdlf clearly demonstrate that
Lovecraft, so fond ointellectualeffort, was not going to broaden lugltural
horizons without very good reason. He was, in short, happy in his small, inherently
elitist world. Arkham is an encapsulation of this world. Miikb MacDonald,
whose secondary worlds follow the laws of the emotionalbgivated, childlike God
who grounded the Scotsmands perception of
building to give voice to this intense, abiding emotional connection to hislhah

Lovecraft held other, essentially incompatible opinions almost as strongly. He
received these ideas from his lestginding interest in science, especially astronomy
and chemistry. He began his career as a published writer by contributing amateur
agronomy columns to a local newspaper and lectured his friends frequently and at
length on the intrinsic merit of scientific materialism. He was often tellingly shrewd
in acquiring and presenting evidence for his materialistic view of the cosmos. When
Einskin demonstrated the relativity of energy and matter, Lovecraft familiarised
himself with the theory and, noting its implication that all energy must be by
definition detectible, trumpeted it as a debunking of the concept of the human soul
(Selected Lettar2.266). That he was able to think through the philosophical
ramifications of a notoriously obtuse scientific theorem so thoroughly indicates a
grasp of the physical sciences quite beyond the norm. Despite his accompanying
tendency to capt scientific deas as buttresses for his existing biases, his lifelong
dedication to continually expanding his understanding of the natural world is
considerably to his credit. Fitful attendance at secondary school (the result, Lovecraft
always maintained, of setiagrosed nervous fragility) and the collapse of the family
fortune prevented him from ever attending Brown Univeiisiy institution he loved
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in the abstradt but he was not going to be forbidden from living the life of the mind.
His scientific essays ragetonstitute more than a sort of materialist housekedping
charting the movements of certain stars, for examplat the very fact that they exist

in sufficient quantity and quality to warrant an entire published volume of their own is
eloquent testimonio his abiding interest in the natural world. This interest never
failed to impress upon him the sheer enormity and complete impersonality of the

cosmos, points upon which he had made up his mind with some fervour:

Life, or at least life upon the earthdithe other planets of the solar system,
extends but a little distance, relatively speaking, into the past; for the nebular
hypothesis of Laplace can trace the ancestry of the sun and planets to a
gaseous, incandescent mass which could under no circuastsupport the

vital principle. And this condition, removed from us by innumerable years, is
obviously but a matter of yesterday as eternity is reckoned. Nor is the future
prospect of much greater extent. In a few billion years, a mere second in
eternity,the sun and planets must lose the heat bequeathed to them by the
parent nebula, and roll black, frozen and untenanted through space. Therefore
the very existence of life and thought is but a matter of a moment in
unbounded time; the merest incident in igtory of the universe. An hour

ago we did not exist; in another hour w
Spaceo 1918, 30).

He stuck with this perception in his fiction, departing from the boundaries of
literary realism in order to visit what he redas the selévident enormity,
uncertainty and impersonality of intellectual realism on humanity. Doing so required
the 6casting offd of the human frame of r e
Lovecraft insisted that he had done so. This drew cmeakbarbs from his readers.
Among the critics whom he answered in Aln
named Mr Wi ckenden, who scof fibidddersak Lovecr a:
that is, that the universe was a mechanism set up to serve & pergose. Calling
on his knowledge of physics and astronomy, Lovecraft tartly dismisses the idea as

immature, sentimental nonsense;
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He sees a process of evolution in operation at one particular cosmic moment in

one particular point in space; and at ogcatuitously assumes thait the

cosmoss evolving steadilyn one directiortowards a fixed goal. Moreover,

hefeelsthat it must amount to somethindhe cal | s 1t a thing of
splendouro! So when it is sednbevn t hat ou
extinct though the cooling of the sun; that space is full of such worlds that

have died; that human life and the solar system itself are the mevetties

in an eternal cosmos; and that all indications point to a gradual breddu g

of matterand energy which will eventually nullify the results of evolution in

any particular corner of space; when all these things are shewn Mr

Wi ckeneden recoil s, andE&®@itjustcashégout t hat
(51-52)

He stuck to this point in a lgthy addendum to the essay several months later
(55-58). This dismissal of any central value and purpose to the universe appears,
notably, in the very same essay in which Lovecraft argues for the value of fantasy in
isolating and portraying one.

So here w have a man who from adolescence is writing essays emphasising
the enormity and mechanical impersonality of spaoe, and yet from a similar age
is also intractably, almost neurotically convinced of the surpassing nobility of a tiny
and, to his mind, ebrattled outpost of humanity. He scoffed at the existence of the
human soul, but endowed a certain, geographically and ethnically delineated group of
human accomplishments with significance probably best described as spiritual.
Lovecraft may have repeatediworn allegiance to a fearsomely glum brand of
scientific materialism, but his pride in his own cultural heritage, however accurately
or inaccurately he perceived it, was clearly far too strong for him to ever entirely
manage to divorce himself from ultately spiritual human concerns. It seems
reasonable to suggest that he took to composing secewddd/fiction as a way of
reconciling these contradictions. But for the fundamental pessimism of the content,
these reasons strongly recall those of ER HExidiee wished to create an artificial
place in which his worldview could be put into practice in something akin to
laboratory conditions that could never be found outside a text.

Arkham is a fragment of colonial America that could never have existed. As

we have seen, it is a place in which the Puritan religious motivations of the original
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settlers have been replaced with rationalistic, observational science and staunchly
adhered to into the present day. It is also entirely culturally homogenous, something
few parts of America ever were. Arkham is entirely populated by resolute,-Anglo
Saxon Yankees. It i s therefore a bastion o
are only worth writing about if their defences are going to be tested. Lovecraft tests
Arkhamés defences with hi shud Herewe mestréemindned co
ourselves that it was reasonable, epgnded supposition, not fancy or ignorance,
that | ed medieval cartographers to mark th
Dr a g on s 0tknelwdrkhar didnbt exist, otherwise he would not have created
it. But he was reasonably certain that dragons existedewhereut there He is, in
a sense, trying to work out if the civilisation he so loved could withstand the battering
it stood to reeive from the expansion of its ownndeed hisowni intellectual
horizons. Generally speaking it cannot. Once given an opportunity to meditate on the
results of his research into the Cthulhu cult, Francis Thurston realises that all human
accomplishmerstare as of nothing. Deprived of any illusions to the contrary, he can
take pleasure in nothing. Al have | ooked u
he says, fAand the skies of spring and the
poi son 16890 meo (

Somewhat like ER Eddison, Lovecraft is demonstrating what happens when
people used to operating in accordance with lofty symbolic ideals (the Arkhamites)
are put up against the vicissitudes of reality. The stout intellectual yeomanry of
Arkham are ufailingly characterised as good people, and as we have seen,
Lovecraftdéds notionally amoral stories are
perceived it. Given his use of the undoing of these good people as a source of horror,
Lovecraft clearly hadery strong ideas about who wantedto win. The Arkham
district has, notably, none of the criminal immigrant underclass he portrays as
i nfesting Newl2®) kor( ilHeme dlil®, New Zeal and (
Ct hul h163), bdt & rAust contendwithaqul i ngs such as those pr

Dunwich Horroro. Il n that particular case t|
by, intellectually speaking, taking Dunwi c
out of Spaceo, AThe Shadow owdr olf N3 MWt h G

Dreams in the Witchd o u sA¢ tbe, Mountains of Madness A" The Thing on t he
Doorstepo, AThe Whisperer in Darknesso and
Without such a bastion of goodness, the world will inevitably crumble, ascraft
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portrayed most startlingly in the conclusion of the 1920 pppsee m A Ny ar | at hot e

itself actually predating the Arkham cycle.

A sickened, sensitive shadow writhing in hands that were not hands, and
whirled blindly past ghastly midnights of rattj creation, corpses of dead
worlds with sores that were cities, charnel winds that brush the pallid stars and
made them flicker low. Beyond the worlds vague ghosts of monstrous things;
half-seen columns of unsanctified temples that rest on namelesryeath
space and reach up to dizzy vacua above the spheres of light and darkness.
And through this revolting graveyard of the universe the muffled, maddening
beating of drums, and thin, monotonous whine of blasphemous flutes from
inconceivable, unlightedhambers beyond Time; the detestable pounding and
piping whereunto dance slowly, awkwardly and absurdly the gigantic,
tenebrous ultimate godsthe blind, voiceless, mindless gargoyles whose soul
is Nyarlathotep. (33)

This is what happens if Nyarlathotepgiven free rein on Earth; the universe
as a whole disintegrates into a chaotic jumble of impersonal cosmic wreckage,

presided over by Atenebrous ultimate godso

by a succession of adjectives of disastérr ¢ ¥ @ n g 0, Amaddeni ngo, nd
above all 0 bl as p h e mohurt lias prodezly getten umdefway, e t he
Lovecraftdéds earlier experiments in materi a

importance of humanity. This sickening cosmisinliegration is what happens when

the infinite, unfathomable laws of spait@e are indulged without steadfast human

souls to rein them in. As Galbreathnotes@@) , the destruction of
myopiao (filn Def ence ofinhDmagigiofiotiorbcdusesL ov ecr a

the end of the world. Lovecraft ultimately could not divorce himself from notions of

humanityds privileged position in the uni v
corporeal degenerati on si nt htahti swearpeo chaolty phtaincd
starso, Acorpses of dead worl ds with sores
mi ndl esso) demonstrate, what he did was fI

human autochthony on their heads by creating a universe Wwhessummative
nature i s wrought in our | mage, rather tha

function without us . Humans are not , as he
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of infinite progressi oSelected Leteers.B6). Waaret o n
in fact, the autommune system. For all our fragility, we must be preserved. So much,
it seems, for Lovecraft the detached materialist.

One will occasionally hear the informal theory that the longevifgaheo
and Julietis a consequence 8hakespeare making his protagonists so likeable that
the audience is prepared to believe that thesesgtased lovers might just make it if
we watch the play one more time. It is almost as if Lovecraft, for his own sake, was
attempting the same trickbsessively revisiting this scenario time and again in the
hopes that he could preserve the symbolic truths of his perceptions of New England
from the factual truths of scientific materialism, of which he was also convinced. The
horror in his fiction ultiméely stems from his almost invariable conclusion that
symbolic truth could not endure in the face of fact. His willingness to come to this
conclusion so often might be read as bravery or honesty on his part, in something of
the manner of a longuffering ientist prepared to repeatedly publish the sobering
results of his research. The fact that he kept attempting the experiment, however,
turning out much of his best work in the process, indicates that this was something
that preoccupied his imagination. \&thver the case, his need for an artificial,-self
contained stage upon which to perform these experiments serves as a compelling
answer to the question of why he wrote seconeamld fiction.

This also serves as a strong point of contact between hisandrthat of
MacDonald and Eddison. All three men used the secondary world as a device to

illustrate a particular idea in clearer terms than the primary world could allow. All

a

h |

threeused allegoridsi n Lovecraftds case thalecontrast.i

races personifying noble and ignoble human tiiaitsdemonstrate their points. In

order to really make those points, however, they had to place individual examples of
the device in particular frames of reference for which realism wasitiéd. h the

cases of MacDonald and Eddison, this involved the creation of thoroughly self
contained fictional cosmoses operating on ontological principles more sound than
those apparently at work in the primary world. Lovecraft, who attached profound
ontologicalsignificance to a primly sanitised version of a primarid culture, did

not quite see the need for that; everything he ever wanted existed or (he could
convince himself) used to exist in New England. The place merely needed cleaning
up and sorting ouThe sort of cleatup it required, however, involved a clearing

away of the clutter of real life and its replacement with a substantially fictional culture
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constructed via appeal to art and literature as much as history. Although it draws on
L o v e c r radptiod of reghite, this idealisation could not work in the primary
world, for much the same reason that the Land of Seven Dimensions and Zimiamvia
could not. It requires acceptance that there are certain central idegssimple,
parochialonesinLa/c r a f t Oighatserve asiawenduring, infallible yardstick
for the value of everything else. Once that standard of truth is accepted, furthermore,
the value of everything else can be reckoned in relation to it. That which denies that
standardorder acts from it is evil. Just as MacDc
Dexris can be reckoned as evil because of their inapplicability to the purpose of a
central celestial consciousness, Cthulhu is a monster because he has upset the placid
frame of referencengoyedi indeed, embodied by the men of Arkham.

Where Lovecraft parts company from MacDonald and Eddison is in his
fearsome, ultimately rather brave pessimism. Those vrilders built worlds in
order to illustrate how everything really ought to wdr&vecraft, by contrast, created
his world as one half of an equation designed to determine whether symbolic truth
really had the capacity to outlast the onslaught of factual truth. He offered his readers
little comfort on this issue, repeatedly insistimgtbe eventual victory of chaotic,
i mper sonal philistinism. The O6Cthul hu Myt h
their frequentlyused misnomer, are essentially stories of the forces of reality invading
and overrunning Fairy Land, and therefore a steaming about the fragility and
potential irrelevance of symbolic truth. Unlike MacDonald and Eddison, Lovecraft
undoubtedly saw evil as a force unto itself, and a very dark and powerful one, even if
its darkness was only evident in relation to the skinoenevolent beacon of Arkham.
Demonstration of this point required, however, an engagement with the notion of
symbolic truth and the considered construction of a literary prototype of it. In
embodying that truth, Arkham stands as further evidence fastentially Romantic
idea that art exists to bridge the gap between that which exists and that which ought to

exist.

***

Lovecraft died in his forties, from intestinal cancer resulting, most likely, from
a lifetime of childishly picky eating. The fatttat he died without any literary
reputation, regarding himself as a failure and a@aiity, is the jumpingff point for
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more than one biography (JosAiLifeix,andfi | nt r o d;see tlsoae@amp,
Lovecraft 4). This lack of selesteem on his pmay have less to do with his lack of
respectable or gentlemanly publication than his inability to reconcile the two halves of
his ideology to the extent he was clearly aiming for. In that light his eventual fate is
somewhat sad. Lovecraft is more famaosv than he ever was in life, but mostly
thanks to the willfully misapprehended, setomic oral tradition to which his best
stories have given rise. An internet searc
for President o campraitghme ploesstsears e wiiwh?o )v ott hes
discussion, or even sincere fan appreciation, of the story itself. It seems likely that for
every copy ofThe Annotated Lovecrattat is sold, three pairs of Cthulhu carpet
slippers will be purchased by salfyled fans wiose actual knowledge of his work is
limited to rotelearned jokes about spending a spring break in Innsmouth. Entertaining
as those | okes mahuntdteservesbeaiter thanrsuch thiethd wi t ¢ h
trivialisation. These stories are open to variotgcisms, to be sure, but they are the
product of a brave, keen, albeit fallible intellect engaged in a reasoned and directed,
albeit selflimiting, attempt to make sense of the real world. We would do well to
guestion some of the assumptions upon whmVecraft based this effort, but the
effort itself was entirely sincere.
Lovecraft is also quite obviously a contributor to the American Gothic
tradition. His adoration (and, in the early stretches of his career at least, imitation) of
Poe, and his corsponding fondness for other contributors to the genre such as
Hawthorne and Machen, make this a fairly uncontroversial point. Lovecraft handled
Gothic themes and tropes tolerably well, expanding them cleverly to his broader
cosmic canvas, but his use oéth in an examination of the remoteness and potential
vulnerability of symbolic truth is neither particularly surprising nor wholly
innovative. The genre can, broadly speaking, be characterised by its abiding interest
in such matters. Consequently litlesha been made of Lovecraftos
preceding analysis of his work. In the case of our fourth subject author, however, use
of the Gothic is a major 1Issue. Unl i ke Lov.
appears, on the surface, somewhat inadvertée Lovecraft, however, Mervyn
Peake was to use the genre in an innovative and, in some lights, damning criticism of

the tyrannies of reality.
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Mervyn Peakeds Archipelago of

The writers examined so far in this thesis are all known to histanapity for their
fantasy fiction. George MacDonald was reputedly a gifted and inspiring orator, but
this talent obviously could not outlive him. Only his writings remain, and of those, he
is best known for his fantasies. In his own lifetime, ER Eddisondeesrated by his
king in his capacity as a public servant, but that service would be forgotten today
were it not for his productive hobby writing of worms and warriors. HP Lovecraft
may not have rated many of his own stories, but it is due to theirmeguat

fantasy fandom has turned his name into an adjective. All these men are known
primarily for their penning of narrative fantasy.

The same cannot be said of Mervyn Peake (11868). Peake was a
singularly creative arkibhciuded dordribytions$ ty lgpbkot wh o s
illustration, painting, sculpture (although no examples of his sculpture survive;
Winnington, 2000, 13), drama, short fiction and lyric, comic and narrative verse. He
was applauded for these in his day, but was largegjoften by the time he slipped
into his prolonged final illness in the mi®60s. His friend Michael Moorcock recalls
hearing the unkind story that his eccentric artistic visions had driven him mad (17); in
fact, he suffered fromeadly n s et Al zdaseiatraémedvihen that affliction
was even less wellnderstood than it is today. In the years since his death his work in
various fields has become the topic of a small but gradually increasing number of
books and monographs. Interest in his broadgyusois strong enough to warrant the
publication of a multidisciplinary journal ¢feake Studie@@lthough this journal is
not yet peereviewed and therefore, likeovecraft Studigshas not been consulted
here). Although Peake sometimes had trouble makingng from his creative work,
since his death it has become clear that he possessed one of the most fecund, versatile
and idiosyncratically powerful imaginations of his time.

Nevertheless it would be fair to say that Peake is primarily remembereub for
remarkable work of secondaworld fantasy Titus Groan(1946), and its two sequels
Gormenghas(1949) andritus Along(1958). It is in his capacity as the author of
these novels that he wil/ be examined here
essayg, his other work will be referenced only insofar as it illustrates, his career as a
writer of secondaryvor | d f ant asy . -Buddadg acéomplishedt s of wor
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primarily in the first two of these novels, are chronologically among the last pre
Tolkienian examples of the craft. The world he created as the settimgdsrGroan
andGormenghas(Titus Alonebeing of peripheral interest for our purposes) is of such
a weirdly elemental and alincompassing type, furthermore, that it is difficult to see
howthe current discussion could omit it.
Peake is also uniqgue among the fantasists examined in this thesis in that his
prose work is undeniably modern literature (unlike that of George MacDpnald
widely read (unlike that of ER Eddison) and principallyteamed within a small,
manageabl e corpus of three (arguably two)
Consequently this chapter is, unlike its predecessors, written with the assumption that
readers are already | argel ye Whatfollbwssr wi t h
an attempt to position Peakeds work within
Firstly, 1 will examine Gormenghast Castle in order to determine exactly what
makes this secondary world different from the primary world. As our analytie
other authors in this thesis has demonstrated, resonant secondary worlds differ from
the primary world in ways considerably more subtle than mere geography.
Ascertaining the precise differences between Gormenghast and our world is an
important prelninary step in answering the question of how this singularly odd world
came to be. Secondly, there is the issue o
inclusion of Peake among the modern Gothic novelists as spurious (Gilmore 23),
viewing his novels idight of the theoretical framework that has been erected around
the Gothic reveals that these books in fact work in close accord with the precepts and
ideas with which the genre is concerned. These parallels provide a useful point of
departure fordiscusson of Peakeds own ideas about rea
expressed them in his novels. Like MacDonald and Eddison, Peake strove for
symbolic truth in his works; but like Lovecraft, he found himself ultimately more
concerned with the practical andr#pal difficulties to be surmounted in finding it
than with the solace it provides. Having turned to art to circumvent serious flaws
inherent in reality, Peake used weldilding as a way of illustrating those flaws in

action.

2 As evidence, note that George MacDa | d6s f airytales have beel
Penguin Classics, while PeakeOBModermoks have
Classics series.
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Gormenghast as a SecondgrWorld
Examination of the worlds of MacDonald, Eddison and Lovecraft has shown that the
invented geography of a secondary world is seldom the most fantastic thing about it.
Arkham is an invented place, certainly, but Lovecraft invented not a street map so
much as a set of cultural and intellectual preoccupations, which serve as axiomatic
postul ates for the activities of its inhab
as an inventeglaceso much as an invented culture, a particular group of peapb
behave in ways quite unlike anything that exists or could exist on Earth. Much the
same could be said of the invented worlds of MacDonald and Eddison, which are
populated by people who interact with each other and the world in accordance with
idealsquite alien to those of Earth, or at least wholly impracticable here. Isolating
these new motivating principles is an important step in understanding these worlds,
and tracing their origins. It is, after all, the freedom to manipulate these principles that
seems to have attracted many wesldlders to the practice.

In strict geographical terms, however, few webldilders can have staked a
claim more daringly remote from the fields we know than Mervyn Peake.
Gormenghast Castle is simply nowhere, existintgide both primaryvorld
geography and history. Both the rationalistic innovator Steerpike and the unhinged
conservative Flay are described as having arrived or been sent to the castle in their
youth, and Countess Gertrude must have been born into ffamils prepared to
marry a daughter into this singularly odd, isolated clan, but no details are given of the
places from which these characters must have come. Exiling Flay, the Countess
describes him as fiovero (27 he¢castlssheohase by de
effectively destroyed him; there is nowhere else for him to go, and indeed he cannot
truly leave. Arkham, Zimiamvia and the Land of Seven Dimensions are all located,
cosmologically if not cartographically, in some sort of relation tqotitaary world,;
but not Gormenghast.

Just as Gormenghast cannot be placed in space, it cannot be located in time.
The use of that great concrete manifestation of medievalism, the castle, vaguely
connotes a pseuenedieval setting, but with no correspondgepgraphical bearings,
working out a date would be fruitless. Even within its own terms, the world of
Gormenghast has no history; the Groans have gashed or repelled all outside influence
forseventys even generations; the tdtonstrelssos ri gi
rituals of her home has utterly erased whatever previous life she may have had. The
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few dates and murky historical facts mentioned are discussed in terms of their
significance for life within the castiethe annual ceremony of the Brigha®@ings on

June !, for example. Despite their use of the primayrld calendar and their
occasional Christian oaths, the populace of this strange place are very much an

i sol at ed, al -butforgottem peopler thee bredil that was Femembered
with a start, or with the unreality of
every aspect of their existence, literally and figuratively, from the first sentence of the
novel, is Gormenghast itself. MacDonald, Eddison and Lovecraft begin mostrof the
works by giving us some basic philosophical bearings; Peake tells us where the
shadows fall.

Such a beginning is hardly surprising from an imagination with such a firm
rooting in the visual arts, and so given to elaborate visual metaphor. Nonetheless th
castle is entirely central to the first two Titus books. Titus has no idea wielséhe
yearns for could possibly be. Despite
go awayo (27), he stays, cl ambeeméntsgf up
the castle, obviously fascinated. When the castle floods, it does not occur to its
inhabitants to evacuate, even temporarily; they go to the ridiculous and dangerous
effort of shifting their civilisation upstairs (69894), clearly at a los®f anywhere

else to go. The ostensible ruler Sepulchrave considers the castle part of his body, or

St ee
bot

perhaps evenviceversa4l2; see also 301). Sepulchravebo

ostensible because, despite his place as the head of the Groan dysastyons,

down to his choices of wardrobe and refreshment, are governed minute by minute by
the demands of the Groan | ore. Titusos
moat, and ceremonial envelopment within the great book of ritual, is presutimably
same as Sepulchrave received in his infancy, and the symbolism of that ceremony is
fairly clear. In this fictional society, all people, from the Earl himself to the Grey
Scrubbers who ceremonially clean the castle kitchen, exist as animate extefisions
their environment. The burning ambition of the Bright Carvers is not to produce art or
beauty (what little description is given of their tradition indicates that it is unnervingly
ugly) but to create something to make their involvement in the rituad sxaturing.

Their reward for doing so, the cause of bitter feuds and rivalries, is the right to
traverse a section of the battlements a few tiimige right to be more closely

connected to the castle. In few works of fiction is this idea of humans agags
machine better evoked.

chr
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Peakeds desire to dehumanise his charac
incisively unpleasant, objectifying nomenclature (it would be hard to imagine a better
name for the librarian of such a castle than Sourdust), vdicinthered by the way
he describes these people. Peake frequently likens his creations to animals, objects or

grudging conglomerations of disparate parts. Of Flay, for example, it is said:

His black suit, patched on the elbows and near the collar witeasy sepia

coloured cloth, fitted him badly but belonged to him as inevitably as the head

of a tortoise emerging from its shell o
belong to that reptile or that bird. His head, parchment coloured and bony, was
indigenous to that greasy fabric. It stuck out from the top window of its high

black building as though it had known no other residence. (25).

FIl aybs nemesis Swelter, peering around

His eye, moving around the panel of the da®tike something detached, self
sufficient, having no need of the voluminous head that follows it nor for that
matter the mountainous masses undulating to the crutch, and the soft, trunk
like legs. So alive is it, this eye, quick as an adder, veinedilitloodalley.

What need is there for all the cumulus of dull, surrounding clay, the-snow
white hinterland that weighs behind it as it swivels among the doughy,

circumscribing wodges like a marble of raddled ice? (262)

Even Prunesquallor, the avuncuteo ct or who, wi th his Aund
(3877), is one of the more sympathetic of these eccentrics, is not spared this treatment.
He has a Ahyena | augho (377), and when he
of gravestones between his |ips.o0o (74)

The interpersonal relationships these people enjoy and endure furthers our
sense of their dehumanisation. Residents of Gormenghast adore thirgdgs books,
rituals, the institution of marriage, the
St e e r qwordsicki ut have difficulty relating to each other (Manlove, 1983,
118), usually either quarrelling or simply failing to heed anything the other says.
Fuschi a, S e p erhptoyed and radtysteenmageddaughter, is an excellent
instance of thisHer relationship with her nurse, Nannie Slagg, although loving, is
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also handicapped in that neither of them seems capable of adjusting their statements
and actions in relation to those of the other woman. Slagg is introduced in a
conversation with Fuschiahere the teenager is muttering hotly about the
significance of the number of clouds in the sky while the servant tries to take her
breakfast order. When, after a page of nonsensical musing, Fuschia finally places that
order, Slagg i®nAisverutieditzifog eaditusnar t( 48) . W
Groan Fuschia pines for her missing family r
(330), we are surprised not just because anyone could describe the seemingly
unlovable Flay in such terms, but that someelke Fuschia has the emotional
capacity to do so. After all, we are told
brought face to face with so many forms of
insanity barely registers with her (250). Allesknows is this castle. Someone from
such a singularly odd (and oddly singular) background could be expected to be out of
sorts in her perceptions.

In fact, the lack of any external frame of reference could explain a lot about
this societyasawhole.Obs vi ng Titusds Earling ceremony

the curator Rotcodd gets an eerie sensation:

As though, somewhere, there wemason Something unhallowed, menacing
and ruthless in its disregard for the fundamental premiseyalty itself.
Whatcould be thought to count, or even have the meanest kind of value in
action or thought if the foundations on which his house of belief was erected
was found to be sinking and imperiling the sacrosanct structure it supported.
It could not be. For whatoud change[?] (363)

The castle and onebés place in it is all
family, or art, or religion. Thus, to attack the castle, physically or institutionally, is to
challenge not just one institution but the foundations of amythnd everything that
the average citizen of Gormenghast could possibly understand.
Sepul chraveds valet Flay serves as the
leads a life that many would find harsh and disimaérmanently on duty, with no
personaspace to call his own (236), and so devoid of a personal life that the sight of
him taking tea with another servant (1424) seems discordant, not to say faintly
pathetic. Nevertheless he seems quite happy with hishoeed, rather proud that he
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works in such sustained, close proximity to the Earl himself, even if his lord seldom
speaks to himthifg2 14)1) Alhevasngi t s within mome
introduced. Flay serves the castle, period. He has no other loyalty because there is
nothing elg to be loyal to. Thus, while he has no real life of his own, his pride
actually makes perfect sense. This also goes a long way to explaining the reflexive,
paranoid conservatism with which he is initially characterised (13). His murderous
and, at first ghnce, puerile rivalry with the other senior servant, Swelter, also begins
to make sense in this |ight. I f the castl e
hugely significant, especially given this
precedenceéWhat little room is left for individual ambition and interpersonal
competition can only be expected to become a stage for vicious pettiness. Single
mi nded |l ust for power in the only aristocr.
Coraand Claricethite condi ti on of automatons, their
preliminarylaygout s f or f aces waiting for sentience
another thirty years and it is easy to imagine her going the same way. The process is
not complete, at leasbhwith regard to the current generation, but the all
encompassing nature of Gormenghast is warping its inhabitants. This casilees a
gua non people here cannot leave and can be said to exist only insofar as their world
has a place for them. It doest permit them to have identities of their own.

This in itself is a very cruel position for a writer to put his or her characters in,
but Peake is not finished yet. Incarcerating his characters in this remarkable,
inescapable prison, he then forces theract in accordance with the Groan lore, an
immutable set of demands laid down in the immemorial past. This pattern is well
illustrated by the discussion of one of the various fatuous ceremonies the Earl must

undertake:

e[ T] he bi annu a theiron dupb@ald inahe armgorg, and,rwgh
the traditional dagger which Sourdust had brought for the occasion, of
scratching on the metal back of the cupboard another half moon, which, added
to the long line of similar halfnoons, made the seven hundred irty-

seventh to be scored into the iron. According to the temperaments of the
deceased Earls of Gormenghast the half moons were executed with precision

or with carelessness. It was not certain what significance the ceremony held,
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for unfortunately theecords were lost, but the formality was no less sacred

for being unintelligible. (213)

Even the codices of the Groan lore are ridiculous, featuring symbolically
blank volumes (44) among their prodigious page count. These rituals are nevertheless
all-important, with their observation and continuance transcending all other priorities,
including the identities of the participan
tyrods bencheso, says Gertrude blankly whe
Gormenghastt00-501). Again, in the absence of any other frame of reference these
people exist only insofar as they have some role in these ceremonies. There is no
place for Titus except in his capacity as Earl, in which, like his father, he is subject to
a cyclicalseries of utterly meaningless, tragicomic obligations that must be carried
out even in the face of significant public danger (661). The ridiculousness of this
situation is underlined by the ease with which ceremonies within the ritual can be
modified to ft less than ideal circumstances: Sourdust, for example, is buried with a
cal fos skul | s ulbus Groan2d4245dsed 46 antitbsiAnedb2v n - (
953 for other examples of such substitutions). Even if the sanctity of the ritual could
be accemd, there is no real reason for Titus to actually participate. The apparent ease
with which Steerpike, and after him The Poet, adapt to their roles as Masters of Ritual
indicates that the same could be said for the other participants. And yet everyone acts
as though this ritual is of the utmost importance. In the face of such consensus, it may
as well be. Titus, who thinks otherwise, is the odd one out here. He eventually
discovers that his position in untenable, and leaves the castle, since there ¢&no pla
there for his iconoclasm. In such an environment, the ritual may as well be as all
i mportant as Sourdust clearly thinks i1t 1is
Brogan, dit is-1849way of |ifedo (1, 048

There is no progress here, no provisior or encouragement of personal
ambition, passion or growth, merely the ritualistic continuance of a barbaric
irrelevancy from the immemorial past. Gormenghast is not only so large that its
physical dimensions are effectively infinite, but so old thatriotion of anything
beginning or being instigated there is equally irrelevant. As Punter has noted
(Literature of Terror377-378), there is no need for literal ghosts here; rather than a
story of the dead impinging on the rights of the living, Peakesspiale of the living
shambling about, devoid of both the means and inclination to make any impact on a
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world they have ceded the dead. Peake juggles the eighi@ah timeframe of
TitusGroant o further the effect, yaadladfewng t he
other significant dates to be continuously revisited from different angles, creating an
odd recursive effect whereby much of the fairly busy and eventful novel actually
takes place over only a handful of widalgparated days (Gardir8cott 1516).

Months and years pass, but this has no effect on anyone or anything except the
progress of the ritual, which is essentially cyclical, beginning again with each new
year. The passage of the seasons is marked by changes in the character of the castle
rather than the natural world (140, 304, 589, 620), underlining the extent to which this
pile constitutes the universe, and in the sevenryean timespan of the first two

novels, only Titus is ever referred to as having aged.

Gormenghast therefore difefrom the primary world on a quite startling and
elemental level: Peake has stopped time. The castle is not only completely isolated in
space, but caught in a tight, recursive temporal loop rendering all of history, internal
or external, quite inconsequigal. Even the universal primagyorld experience of
growing old and dying is rendered trivial by a world that, in making its absolute,
inviolate, cyclical demands on its each and every inhabitant, cares not a whit for such
biographical irrelevancies. Lékthe castle itself, the ritual strips people of any right or
capacity to be individuals (Sanders 1,07677). Like Eddison, Peake has created a
world that works on an entirely different principle to our own. Indeed, this remarkable
paradigm shift makes@menghast, devoid as it may be of fairies, hippogriffs,
aeranths, oreads or supndelligent timetraveling mollusks, perhaps the strangest of
the fantasy worlds discussed in this thesis.

Into this alien realm of rust, cobwebs and lunatics, Peakesptace
recognisable human beings, to whom tdoesmean something, both determined to
kick against the suffocating effects of the institution of Gormenghast. In their attempts
to do so, Titus and Steerpike arethe stagmyst s, t he Tol khateni an
this secondary world requires to function, or in this particular casetfanction, in
a way readers can relate to. In contrast to their cellmates, they see the Ritual as foolish
or spurious, and the castlas both location and institutionasunusual. For this
reason they are also the two characters who do the most to push the plot along. In
trying, from their opposing directions, to assert their own identities as distinct from

that of the castle that has subsumed their fellows, they are toynegtart time. It is

ev
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through the sparring of these characters, with each other but more importantly with
their environment, that Peakebds story move
The more straightforward of the two is Titus, whose childhood objections to
the Groan lore initiallyake the form of troublesome omens (83, 360). Only as time
passes does Titusbés apostasy come to any f
the course of the first two novels is age, growing from fractious infant to difficult
schoolboy to adventurouselfassertive youth. By allowing time to pass over Titus
while keeping the other characters locked in recursive loops, Peake draws attention to
the young Earl, placing him on a different level of consciousness than his resigned
fatheri our level, the leel that can see the castle as the fantastic idiocy it is. In
working on this level, acquiescing to the passage of time rather than adhering to the
loop mandated by the Ritual, Titus asserts himself, eventually discovering that the
only way to actualise hiindividuality is simply to leave the castle.
From the other direction comes the villainous and amoral Steerpike, whose
power stems from his consistent ability to assay and grasp opportunitiesfor self
assertion. He does this via his frequeiitiyoked gft for the application of physical
and intellectual effort to practical ends (119, 11®8®, and 657, et ai)that is, his
ability to use his time constructively. Sepulchrave, Sourdust, Gertrude and the other
characters never think to do this. While thesxsy themselves with ridiculous
observations of reverence for meedter and iron cupboards, Steerpike applies
himself to executing ruthlessly efficient, coolly rationalistic plans. Rationalism vies
withselfi nt er est ed oppor t unqualip CansideGStheavayr pi ke 6 s

Peake characterises his forging of the designs for the thrones he promises the Twins:

Steerpike had, of course, made the drawings himself, spending several hours
longer on them than he had intended, for once he had started bedoade
interested, and had the Doctor or his sister opened his door in the small hours
of this same morning they would have found the ‘gsgbuldered boy bending
over a table in his room, absorbed; the compasses, protractors and set square
neatly placedn a row at the side of the table, the beautifully sharpened pencil

traveling along the ruler with cold precision (249).

(
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Thus Steerpi keds uselheisprdparadéospesd cl ever |
more time on something than it strictly needs if it realbgiests him, but he gets
interested only in things that have utilitarian power.

The precise motivations of both Steerpike and Titus fluctuate over time to an
extent that strains credulity, illustrating the difficulty Peake seems to have had in
articulatng the internal lives of his characters (Manldvedern Fantasy32-249).

Paradoxically, however, the most noteworthy example of this weakness, appearing at

the beginning oGormenghast act ual |y t hrows Steerpikeos
Although Peake tddlus in almost as many words that Steerpike is purely evil and has

no consci encef |(u3k7e80) ,a ctthuea Ilayr chhas a sense of
genuinely meaningful activity that make him one of the sanest, most selesbte,

alien characters ithe castle. He is certainly a favourite of readers, described by one

revi ewer as AMervyn Peakebds best character.
recently the object of an online fan club distinct from that dedicated to Peake

himself? Despite this, howear, and all his ruthless rationalism, he is eventually

cornered and killed. By finally reaching the limit of the prodigious elbow room this

environment has allowed someone of his mindset to exploit, he is defeated as much

by the castle itself as by its iabitants. Like Titus, he cannot assert his individuality

here; Gormenghast outcrumbles all.

AEverythingo, sneers Countess Gertrude
Acomes to Gormenghast. o (752). The environ
shape the peeptions, activities and fortunes of the characters within it. It is as much
a character in the first two Titus novels as any of its inhabitants, fiercely resisting
attempts at innovation or change, and ultimately succeeding in preserving its
fearsome stas. So allconsuming is this influence that it has even been suggested that
the widely perceived decline in the quality of the novels (Byron and Punter 154;

Punter Literature of Terror376; ManloveModern Fantasp56-257) stems in part
f r om P e aRkgdidtsctian framvihie castle; as he diverted his attention from
that which fired his imagination as a novelist, it is argued, his ability to push that

imagination faltered (Manlovémpulse of Fantas$25-126). In the end, therefore, it

3 It should perhaps be admitted that this fan club, run under the auspices of the social
networking website facebookum, exists largely anecdotally, with only a handful of
members as of this writing. Nonetheless, in the absence of any such club celebrating
Titus, Fuchsia or Prunesquallor, the point probably stands.
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became a case lbife imitating art, as Peake tried ando the consensus rungailed

to escape this secondary world (Manloviedern Fantasy17). Some commentators,

and not necessarily unsympathetic ones, have noted that after the publication of
GormenghasPeake suffred increasing difficulty in his professional life, and have

gone so far as to describe his career as

(Winnington,Vast Alchemie2 0 2 ) . I f we accept this noti

C

on

as anovelistdimmingwithi t us6s departure fr-om Gor mengh

encompassing nature of the castle becomes precipitate, impinging even on matters
outside the text. To a very meaningful extent, Gormengh#s novel, the thing
under discussion. As the comparative wesenofTitus Aloneattests, this story could
not happen anywhere else; its world is operating on entirely different principles to that
of reality.

These books are, therefore, works of speculative geogiapbyid-building
in a very pure forni as much agsarrative fiction. Irritating as they sometimes
become, Peakeds struggles at portraying
his talent as a wortduilder into high relief rather than detracting from it. This is a
book about a particular worlda static, unyielding world that is not subject to any
particular historical, religious, political or geographical set of circumstdnagd the
effects it has on its inhabitants. In setting up his world, Peake has completely denuded
society of any pepheral constituent parts. In the absence of any external frames of
reference, we are spared commentary on or critique of any given government or
creed, or the physical i nconvenienices of
implicit, as | have arged, in the act of writing fantagytherefore take place in a
universe focused exclusively on exceedingly elemental and eternal difficulties that
existence inflicts upon the existent. In seeking to portray and address these concerns,
he required the samaloratory conditions as did MacDonald or Eddison. However
much the precise conditions he required differed from those needed by other authors,
a very similar principle appears to be at work.

Gormenghast is a setbntained universe operating under its daws, those
being clearly and definably different from those of the world outside the novels.
Whether the act of stopping time, bringing a society to a grinding halt and crushing its
individual members under the resulting, dehumanising spatial and tersfamialis
unnatural or supernatural is an interesting but ultimately more or less irrelevant

guestion. Doing so is what gives these novels their distinct character; the stupendous

c h

a |
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Gothic pile is not just a brilliantlyealised backcloth, but a o a n-lansg between

reality and the imagination. What makes it so are the simultaneous attempts by two

reasonably sane, human characters to use human means to achieve human ends in a

world where the wisdom of doing so is open to question. As well as giving the weir

alien castle something to be alien to, they and their efforts foreground an implicit

critique of reality and humanityds place w
The notion that Peake required a hermetically sealed, elementally isolated

environment in which to make such aiqtte serves as a useful preliminary answer to

the question of why he built Gormenghast. The worryingly pessimistic nature of this

critique has been i mplied above, during ou

reality characteristically reduces its inhalpits to impersonal functions of their

environment. In this pessimism he found common cause with a particular, pre

existing school of fantasy. Examining his thematic links with these writers sheds

further, valuable light on his ambitions and practices\aeréd-builder.

Accidental Gothic
Gormenghast Castle is the avWopdfantasesnls o mega
name is the first word ofitus Groan it s capacity as Titusbés hi
the last sentence @ormenghastin between thosevb statements the castle is a lead
player in the development of the plot, character and mood of the nditetsAlone
the troublesome third volume of Titusds |
apostate discovering, uneasily, how farshadow of the Tower of Flints really falls.
In these novels, Gormenghast is the world.

It is also, of course, a castle. In stark contrast to most vooildersi
MacDonald, Eddison and Tolkienamongthelme ak e s secondary wor |l ¢
expansive natal environment but an enclosed, claustrophobic building of absurd and
unnatural size and age. Such an unusual choice of setting is worth investigating, as the
creation of such a dank, unpleasant environment (and one that has such ghastly
effectsonitsnhabi t ants) must surely be deliberate
for choosing a castle as his secondary world, and the consequences of that decision,
further illuminates his reasons for resorting to wdndlding in the first place.

One popularidea s t hat Gor menghast was inspired
(Gilmore 23; see also Watn&gake33, Batchelor 123, and Winningtoivast
Alchemie®25). Peake was initially brought up in an isolated, semgiosed
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environment surrounded by artisans whose aesttratiition he was taught to regard
as unusual. He was the younger surviving child of a couple of members of the London
Missionary Society, a Congregationalist organisation, whose field posting was to
China; Peake was born there, in the hill city of KuingPeak e d6s f ather, a s
a mission hospital there, and also served as a Red Cross doctor during the violent
rebellion against the ruling Manchu dynasty that broke out in the area shortly after
Mervynodos birth. 1 n the relecéedtotht Treaty Pest war t h.
of Tientsin, on the southern edge of the Gobi desert. Dr Peake and his wife ran
another hospital there, bringing up their two sons in a mission compound set aside for
the citybés tiny popul at itwnedtoBEnglaakipl®32r i at e E
when Peake himself was eleven. The combination of early immersion in and
separation from (by means of the European compound) a notionally foreign culture
made an i mpression on Peake, | nshaw8 51, aged
would rattle by in the sun, while we tried to remember the name of the longest river in
Engl and, the date of Charles | 106s accessi o
(ANotes for a Projected Autobiograwhyo, 47
parallels between the life of Titus Groan and that of the cloistere@éinggror who
served as a puppébke figurehead for the bureaucracy that ruled China at the
beginning of the twentieth century (Winningtdfgst Alchemie81).

The difficulties th&a Peake faced in finding a productive role in society,
especially during World War I, might also be seen as having contributed to the
formation of Gormenghast. He was conscripted in 1940, but suffered during training
and proved singularly hopeless at deseof assignments. Distracted, fragile and
accustomed to setting his own frequently unpragmatic spiritual and artistic priorities,
Peake was a troublesome recruit who had a dreadful time adjusting to the rigid,
utilitarian discipline the military requice He was eventually diagnosed as having
suffered a nervous breakdown, and was invalided home in 1943 (WBtakel16-
117). His widow Maeve Gilmore also recalls a number of smmiic incidents
demonstrating his essential inability to abide by rulegjletory systems or
conventional, even rational paradigms of thought. In 1952, having owned and (on a
good day) operated a car for a year, the Peakes were pulled over by a policeman who
discovered they were, quite sincerely, ignorant of the need forstaaimce, a
drivero6s |licence or any other such paper wo
escaped any censure, instead being told to buzz off and read up on their civil
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responsibilities (Gilmore 94). Conversely, this lack of worldliness sometiotes g

them into trouble, as when, displaying a charming ignorance of even fairly basic

financial jargon, they took out a foolishly large mortgage on a house (95). They

eventually gave up the house, but the debt would handicap them for some years

thereafter Pakeds minddés eye was, in something

MacDonal dés, f i r mirationdl fruthe dhe mptireg suppgostioniisc |,

that this, and his consequent difficulty with rules and systems, led to his compaosition

of these richlyevocative novels about a society hiatund by inane rituals and

meaningless prohibitions. His unusual upbringing in China might well also have

predisposed him to a castellated setting.

At first glance, therefor e, andidya

o f

non

kebs ear |

explanations for his creation of Gormenghast. At this point, however, it is worth

remembering our conclusions in ana

l ysing

Perilous Realm; although MacDonald was raised in a society famous for its fairy

folklore, those traditions were not what got him writing fantasy. Peake must have

been aware of the parallels between his secondary world and the society of early

twentiethcentury China, but to suggest that the one was decisively inspired by the

other is sperficial at best. Apart from anything else, in all his prose about the castle,

there is only one marginal instance of Peake characterising any aspect of

Gormenghast as reminiscent of any form of Chinoiserie (we are invited in passing to

imagine Gormenghdas Mount ain Ashining |ike a jade

that Chinese sculpture left a great impression on her husband (24), but Chinese

sculptors traditionally work in stone, not the wood of the Bright Carvers. In a writer

with such a keen eye forsual detail and the niceties of artistic composition (consider

the di scussion of Swel terd6s navel,

it hat

silence is telling. It also puts him in stark contrast to MacDonald, Eddison and

Lovecraft, who were happo explicitly refer to German folklord’hantasted.21-
122), medieval rhetoridMistress of Mistresse69-170 and 396) or Gothic
pseudoscience (AThe Cal l of Cthul h
that such signposting of influences wosktve a purpose. Peake offers no such
references. Burgess-@) rightly placesTitus GroanalongsideNineteen EightyFour
as a major work of twentietbentury fantasy, but also points out a fundamental
di fference bet ween Peak eastssasettontained n
secondary world. As Orwell 6s work

t

C a

p

uo 142),

d Or wel
neatly

[
d
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necessary to stage a critique of red tape .
childhood in China does little to explain why he built a world tpsrates according
to the wholly alien motivating principles delineated in the previous subchapter. In
short, Peakeds early I|Iife provides only va
worldbui | ding, just as Geor ge dexamiforthd dods Scc
deeper philosophical content of his fairytales.
Just as Gormenghast bears little resemblance to a Chinese fortress, it has little
of the utilitarian capacities of a European one. Seven centuries of warfare shaped by
wall-shattering chemal explosives make it easy to forget that the core purpose of a
castle was not aesthetic grandeur, but defence from outside attack. Gormenghast
offers little such security. High as they may be, its walls are in questionable repair,
have no garrison to mahem, and present a battlefront many miles long. Any one of
these attributes would defeat the whole point of aweald castle. Although a large
armoury is referred to with conspicuous frequency (8, 34, 213, 694), the armaments
stored there have long beeeglected; when weapons are needed they must be
labouriously reclaimed from the rust and dirt of centuries (161). Notably, the cast of
characters includes no castellan or armourer to live in and maintain the armoury in the
manner that Rottcodd meticuldygbut pointlessly!) curates the Hall of the Bright
Carvings. This particular contrast is illustrative. By the end of the description of the
Ceremony of the Bright Carvings-@j, one begins to develop the impression that the
House of Groan has a castlem because they need somewhere appropriately grim
and atavistic to engage in their inane ceremonies than because they value their
security. This castle therefore exists primarily as a venue for ritualism rather than
defence. There is, consequently, nasogato impose any conventional trend in
European castibuildingi such as a central keep or graduated bdiligson
Gormenghast. It is not a working cadtleé merely looks and feels like one.
If this point seems rather mechanistic or unliterary,wasth noting that
other fantasists working around the same time as RBdpause to make reference
to the conventions of mil it @heRetuvenrofgheneer i ng
King21-2 3 ) , and TH Whitebs ClhesSwbrdnthe Stone he For es
10) are hardly realistic citadels, but they are obviously military installations, and
attention has been paid to how they might conceivably repel an assault. ER Eddison
places the formidable Parry family in the great castle of Owldale, forifiie pass
of Hornmere. Anyone seeking to traverse th
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[that] commanded that passage way for shooting and casting down of fire and boiling
pi t Mistiess Of Mistresse®9)1 and good luck to them. Peake ignores such
matters. He had neither the nostalgia for the Middle Ages that at least partly prompted
other fantasists to write about castles (Manldvgulse of Fantas93; see also
Tolkien, Tree and Lea89-40), nor the antiquarian knowledge needed to write about
themaccurately.

P e ak e 0 s -fiatiomad wriingsare of limited help in tracing the sources of
Gormenghast, or the reasons for its creation. Although he wrote a textbdble on
Craft of the Lead Penc{lL946) and was interviewed about his artistic methods o
several occasions, he seems to have struggled with expository prose just as
MacDonald did. The cl osest equivalent Peak:
| maginati ond or Lovecraftés OSupernatur al
introduction to thel947 volume oDrawings by Mervyn Peak&hich opens with a

poem:

The paper is breathless
Under the hand
And the pencil is poised
Li ke a warlockds wand
And the white page darkens
And is blown on the wind
And the voice of the pencil
Who can find?

The voce of a pencil.. Its lilt; its pitch; its suave and silver argument of the
husky stuttering of a leaden dagger. The voice of ink, or chalk, of pigment or
stone. What are they, these varying voices that, soundless, can be like tumult
or as faint as a whispé the next room? (237)

This evocative, intensely mystical pass.
introduction to an explanation of his creative methods and ambitions. Drawing is, he
says, Aultimately sorceryo ( 2v@r8sjorsodde goes
impulsive, consciously unapologetic prgseetry on the necessity of an artist to grow

and develop.
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I f | am asked whet her ailinotherWwards,ift s not |
IS suggest ed tniatetlsaythaitdnaters fandamentadlya | | y

For one may as Ifenat tbeerDatm&readt,t edr D?ooe sl f

man matters, then the highest flights of his imagination matter. His vision

matters, his sense of wonder, his vitality matters. It gives the lie tostshili

and those who cry O6Woe! 6 in the streets
militant, and unashamed. (240)

It would follow that a naked, militant, unashamed voice would have
something to say about the true nature of the world. For Peake, it seembility to
speak with this voice offered much the same-ragional but profound edification
that MacDonald found in his communions with God. With a pencil in his hand, he
was able to communicate ideas in ways that, at least from the perspectivert the
speaking, could communicate emotions and spiritual truths more effectively than
reasoned exposition possibly could. By doing smain like MacDonald he could
make life worth living.

This is not an explanation as to why Peake composed (muchrietss
fantasy. The introduction t©rawingscontains none of the fulmination against
rationalism or mimesis that mar ks MacDonal
acknowl edges that Athere are no ruleso (24
suggest tht departure from rationalism or realism is an inherently good thing. Art did
not need to depict Fairy Land to stir the passions. Unlike MacDonald, a great many of
Peakeds finest contributions to posterity .
was, & Moorcock notes, fas deeply sane an ind
(13). Art allowed him not an escape from reality but a clearer and more efficacious
method of dealing with it.

What this does explain is the compulsive, multidisciplinary torreattof
Peake produced from adolescence to his premature invalidity in the 1960s. His
various biographers Maeve Gilmore, John Watney, G. Peter Winnington and
Malcom Yorkei al | emphasi se this aspect of his <ch
most casual letter and even those addressed to bank managers, were embellished
[with illustrations]o (1, 038). He simply f.

communicate ideas and emotions.
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The pressure he felt to make use of this method of communication is well
articulated in his wife Maeve Gil morebds st
her memoirA World Away(1970).In this book, Gilmore quotes several of her
husbandds | etters, including this remarkab

was,he said,

(I) To canalize my chaos. To pour it out through the gutters of Gormenghast.
To make not only tremendous stories in paint that approximate the visual
images in Gormenghast, but to create arabesques, abstracts of thrilling colour,
worlds on theiown, landscapes and roofscapes and skyscrapes [sic] peopled
with hierophants and lordsthe fantastic and the grotesque, and to use paint
as though it were meat and drink.

To restore to painting the giant groupings of the old maskténstoretto,
Goya,Velasquez.

To make studies and cartoons for each canvas. To find myself by ploughing
headlong into a genre, and by doing so to evolve a way of painting
ANYTHING, from an angel to an apple.

To incorporate within the canvases, that in themselves would stentyaand
original, still lifes [sic], or boys or buildings, and skies based upon perception.
(quoted in Gilmore 107).

There are a number of interesting aspects to this passage, not least the fact that
Peake seems to have started planning a list ofppoint as t he i ni ti al o6(1)
but simply lost track of such a linear method of codification in his enthusiasm for
throwing down ideas. Verbs |ike Apouringo
here that we are dealing with an acutely restlesstiarsoul whose goal in life was to
establish some sort of system by which to relieve the burden of his impulsive,
preternatural creativity. Gilmore continues by quoting his poem on this theme (108).
The number of artistic media and genres that Peakeadankover the course of his
career would seem to bear witness to this effort. His creative urge, however, seems to
have ultimately been too strong; a spiritual or artistic bottleneck of sorts appears to
have developed as one human being in one body doutie rules of the real world

struggled to give voice to an unrelenting torrent of ideas. Such a soul would naturally
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be frustrated with reality. A great deal would seem to have been lost in the translation
of this vast, amorphous reservoir of energy ety recognisable form of art.

Gilmore suggests the Titus books began as one of these attéthygssroan

was, she says, fAwritten as onlhgdt ol btelwi nk,

(49). In doing so Peake has followed his own instructipn®s he says in the letter
guoted above, fAploughing headlong into a
dark, ignoble, atavistic place of cold grey stone, corrosive tradition, immemorial
barbarism, lost souls and crushing;ellcompassing antiquityakes that genre

apparent. Despite protestations from more than one commentator (Gilmore 23; see

also Mills 6970, Ochocki 1,127 and Watn@®gakel30) and his own irritation at the

| abel (Winnington fAlntroducti ondyrdn, 028) ,
and Punterds comprehensive roll call of
(154-155), and his castle is used as an exemplar in their discussion of the type (261).

The preposterous size, age, isolation and ubiquity of Gormenghast inake

6naturali sedd Gothic castl e. Unl i ke Otrant

Overlook Hotel, this creepy old castle is the natural state of things and the outside

world the deviant other; the characters struggle to conceive of an existence
independent of it. Even Titusds incredib
indelible links to the castle. Although he does ultimately manage to assert his
individuality, the effort nearly costs him his sanity, and victory is gained only by his

ace ptance that he cannot wholly del ete hi
within himoéo (953). This comment i s made
need to return to the castle at the endlitfs Alone but the reason such a return is
unnecessarig that he has reestablished in his mind that the castle is real, and an

indelible part of his identity (Gardiné€cott 273). This realisation frees him from the
resigned mindset of his father, who believed himisélfst in crushing neurosis, then

genune insanityi to be part of the castle. Characters such as Swelter, Nannie Slagg

and the Twins make little to no effort to free themselves from similar ideas. Swelter is

a useful example, serving as a function of his environment; a dark, dangerous,
gargantian castle kitchen naturally requires a dark, dangerous, gargantuan head chef.
Nothing else about him is relevant. With their identities variously merged with or
comprehensively squashed by this mighty institution, they have allowed themselves to

become wtims of a barbaric demand made centuries before they were born.

n
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Daybés remarks about how At he Gothic wor
the protagonists, whatever their course of action, reducing them to a state of nonbeing
and absorbing themintotheftOe r 6 (19) seem to describe Gor
well. GardinierScott i s suspicious of Gormenghastos
but notes that Steerpikebds careeflb8).s the e
Day, who challenges the divisidretween villain and antiero in the Gothic and
defines such figures by their fAegotism and
worl d, rather than accommodate themselves
novels look like Gothic ducks and wdike Gothic ducks. It is therefore worth
examining, at some length, the extent to which they quack.
Like the Romantic fairytale, Gothic fantasy is a complicated literary form
presenting various problems of definition and analysis. Also like the fair@@atéjc
fantasy has its roots in attempts by writers to use literature to come to terms with the
far-reaching but often doubledged effects of the Enlightenment on the human
condition. The two forms were not originally distinct, with various poets canimnigp
to both, but with the rise of the novel they did become more distinct. Furthermore the
Gothic has, perhaps to a greater extent than Romantic fantasy, remained a part of our
literary landscape since the late eighteenth century, popping up in altered b
unmi stakably recognisable forms every few
a part of this long tradition, so it is worth examining what it is that the Gothic fantasy
does that Romantic fantasy as espoused by George MacDonald does not.
The ratiorlism that gained primacy within the intellectual culture of the-mid
to late eighteenth century had great effects on literature, including on writing focused
on the Perilous Realm. These effects were responses to the rigidity of the
Enlightenment thinkerm their attempts to establish the nature of truth. The
Reformation of the previous two centuries had been, in an abstract sense, a conflict
over the best way to align utilitarian fact (the political and spiritual institutions of
humanity) with acceptedtth (God). In the eighteenth century, partly as a response to
the bloodshed the Reformation had caused, thinkers increasingly moved in the
opposite direction, ascertaining fact (measurable, comprehensible scientific data) as
precisely as they could viag and experiment, and then revising their conception of
truth (metaphysics and spirituality) in accordance with their results. The result was
two or three generations of remarkable intellectual and technological progress, but
also relatively sudden spuial decompression. The mechanistic rationalism of the
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Enlightenment had little use for the intangible, the imponderable, or the numinous. By
around 1820, therefore, the technological fruit of the Enlightenment had made
humanity the master of its mater@fcumstances, but the epistemology through

which this power had been gained had also robbed many people of any clear, unifying
sense of their metaphysical status.

The degree of conflict between science and religion in the 1700s should not be
overstated, fit was probably less intense than it is today. Nevertheless, the work of
the Enlightenment raised troubling questions in that it made symbolic truth
subservient to observable, mechanistic fact (Byron and Punt&t)2@ensitive souls
baulked at the nati that they could or would have to live without a universally
accepted, spiritual equivalent of magnetic north. That compass point has often been
provided by religion, but can be defined more broadly as a conviction that the
universe is, despite empiricavidence to the contrary, a good and just place. This
perception relies on the existence of notions ofeélient rightness and justice that
are not open to the empirical inquiry or quantitative measurement that Enlightenment
thinkers often practiced.d®nanticism as a literary movement is commonly held to
have emerged as an assertion of the at least theoretical existence of such truth, at the
expense, if necessary, of mean fact. As we have seen, the Romantics turned, in time,
to the fairytale, which bygency of writers such as MacDonald and Morris would
evolve into modern fantasy; that ball would eventually be passed to the Inklings and
their successors. Concurrently, however, there have always been writers whose
creative spark led them not to strive farth but to ruminate on the consequences of
its absence. Since the publicatThen of the
Castle of Otrantan 1765, this literary school has been referred to as the Gothic.

The term stems from the Enlightenment faghiof or using the word
to refer to fAahygshiogedbsold edet | anhdi sho (ClI
specifically, the terms AGothico and AMedi
synonymous (Byron and PunteJ. In the context of the EnghsEnlightenment,

AGot hicd could refer to almost everything |
caused by the Protestant Reformation, or any depiction or artistic response to the

same long period. This was generally characterised as a long dark ageaficgno

fear and superstition, substantially abetted by the Catholic church, which had (not

altogether fairly) been declared Public Enemy Number One by influential

Enlightenment rationalists such as Voltaire (Clery 22).
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Where Romantics such as those wrapired George MacDonald valued the
medieval past as an innocent, polysemous wonderland best approached with a sense
of childlike wonder, Gothic writers valued it for its capacity to edify the imagination
through the inspiration of terror. In their view syatic truth had not been found in
the Middle Ages; it had been groped after by a populace enthralled to an evil, opaque
institution. They depicted the medieval world as a dark, unknowable time in human
history, when ignorance reigned and evil clerics tatarious plots. Magic existed in
many cases, but when it occurred it was characterised not as a signpost of spiritual
fulfillment but as a spooky, evil holdover from the old order that, while on the run
from modern rationalism, might well sneak back irgl@vance and trap or harm the
unwary. This is, on examination, a very delicate mental balancing act: the perceived
irrational excesses of medieval culture were to be indulged, but judged from a moral,
rather than intellectual, standpoint very closelyinfed by modern, rationalistic,
journalistic modes of thought (Clery 231). Writers did not have to look very far in
searching for a venue in which to present these dark tales. More so in the eighteenth
century than today, the landscape of Britain and pim@as dotted with castles,
cathedrals and castellated manses and abbeys. They and their denizens were seen, in
the thinking circles of the setfonsciously rational 1700s, as firmaments and agents
of the chaotic, irrational, barbaric past before the HBidigment.

The key word here ishaotic Quite unlike the castles of fact, which stand or
fall depending on their utilitarian construction and strict maintenance, the castles of
Gothic fiction are imponderable mazes of gloomy corridors, forgotten celiats)g
hinges and hidden chambers protecting foul secrets. Decrepitude, darkness and
unpredictability are their essential characteristics; the reader is meant to forget that
this is a marmade environment and see it as some sort of wilderness that lags alw
existed (Byronand Punter2296 0 ; see al so Cornwel I, AEuUur op
mazelike nature of the physical environment was symbolic of a broader spiritual
problem: the absence of the numingday 3537). The genre might gesture towards
symbolictruth, but methods of perceiving, reaching or even wanting it are
consistently stymied. For one thing, those individuals traditionally entrusted with this
effort, the clergy, are generally turn out to be sadistic, inhumane ideologues whose
mechanical adlvence to the letter of doctrine comes at the expense of any
consideration of its spiriVithout this philosophical equivalent of magnetic north,
compasses of all kinds spin; a society without truth has no measure by which to
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ascertain fact. Adopting thatronalistic, journalistic morality of the Enlightenment
while indulging the perceived irrational darkness of the Middle Ages, Gothic writers
marooned their characters in a horrible universe in which there is no surety, and
nothing can mean anything. Thatal loss of symbolic truth with its accompanying
structural concern with the gaps, lacks and shortfalls to which people fall victim in
trying to reach it might well be the central defining feature of the genre.

Certainly, it is applicable intheaas of Mer vyn Peakeo0s fanta
uses the fiat of the fantasist to create a castle of essentially infinite size and absurd,
unintelligible form. We have already noted that Gormenghast is slowly crumbling,
and that parts of iflitus Groan45) areno longer fit for any purpose. Even though it

is home to hundreds of people, Gormenghast is obviously and cavernoushk under

occupied. Although areas |ike the Great Ki:~
been abandone&Gormenghas#02), and others, t seems, wutterly forgc
to the southo, Steerpike tel-dlseepuchsmassbdh

(GormenghasB86). Other regions are built as bizarre, faintly sinister folliési$
Groan145)i constructed, one imagines, in agtance with some arcane cross
referenceintheall mpor t ant Groan | ore. Gormenghast 0:¢
stasis and lack of conviviality, and above all its age, as it belongs to the past much
more than the present. We are reminded at varioungspthiat there are no records of
the castleb6bs construction, or of the insti:
145, 213).As noted earlier, this castle is not haunted, but the extent to which the
living have ceded their home to the dead rsgamay as well be. The past holds
sway here, asserting its ludicrous and sadistic demands upon its residents. Although
some commentators think otherwise, it is m
thoroughly, if inadvertently, Gothic.
Peakeds atiehGothietradition gbes much further than his
appropriation of the great, ancient, possibly haunted castle as a backcloth. Within the
twisting, unknowable morass of rooms and corridors we find various characters
both human and inhumanmaking theirhomes. Fuschia has her attic, Sepulchrave
his library, the Twins their Room of Roots, Barquentine his fetid lair and the
Prunesquallors their prim Edwardian townhouse. Steerpike, as he claws his way up
the hierarchy of the castle, establishes himselfserees of homek at the beginning
of Gormenghashe is lairing in a disused musetike space a managealuetance
from Fuschi ads -383)Theiraelatve positiors ars sellodn8nodre
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than hinted at, and t haenyd 0ar(€el 4t4h)e roegff arned oloars
so vast that its extent can only be guessed at, by characters and readers alike. People

| ose track of each ot heriloca@awitlgruaeont i ne i s i
extricated from an amorphous mass of elemental matesiér having lived,

unobserved, in a not especially remote room for sixty years. Beyond this act,

however, very little exploring is done by anyaneepthe protagonist, Titus (405

406), and his nemesis Steerpike-8® 1) , t he two Taol bifemnih&n A mo
piece. Most of the characters stick rigidly to those districts they know, venturing

seldom into the darkness beyond. In the second h&@baohenghasthowever, a third

homel ess character, an unexpect edhyal |y of

has set himself a quite fascinating task:

Before him is spread a great sail of paper that not only covers the table, but
descends in awkward folds and creases to the floor on every side. A portion
near its centre is covered with markings, laborpsasripted words, short
arrows, dotted lines and incomprehensible devices. It is a map; a map which
Mr Flay has been working upon for over a year. It is a map of the district that
surrounds hini the empty world, whose anatomy, little by little, he iscpig

together, extending, correcting, classifying. (621)

In a book criticisd for inconsistent and shallow characterisation (Manlove,
Modern Fantasy38-245), Mr Flay is a quite charming exception. His loyalty to the
institution of Gormenghast is unshakkaland has corroded his individuality to the
point where he simply cannot fathom the yol
(Gormenghast#72). Yet it is his unhinged conservatism that makes him, long before
anyone el se, suspi ci seliimpraviig mBtives.dtisphisk e s her
suspicion, coupled with his ongoing concern for the institutional stability of the castle,
that leads to the unmasking of Steerpike as the villain he is. Doctor Prunesquallor,
with his @ un@onmeagbasBd?),imakes nansoch ¢onnection, even
when Countess Gertrude gropes after it (800). Flay possesses, in a sense, the
fractured wisdom of a benevolent madman; his unhinged love for the castle has bred a
hypersensitive, and in time thoroughly vindicated, suspiof anything which may
threaten it. Mills (75) notes Flayds name
face {Titus Groan273-274); his role in finally laying bare the schemes of the young
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rebel perhaps makes this grotesque pun all the morepajaieo Like George
MacDonal dés Mister Vane trying to, teach
however, he does not grasp the nature of what he is trying to protect. In a world
without truth, fact is irrelevant; it is no use trying to make a mapwadréd that exists

as a locality of trackless internal chaos.

Accordingly, FIl aybs attempt comes to
upstairs migration during the great flood, Countess Gertrude must similarly work with
only a fragmentary and barely adecuatap (694695). Gormenghast resists these
intratextual attempts at comprehension because, as a Gothic castle, it is designed to be
incomprehensible. Human souls, insofar as they still exist, are meant to clatter about
amid gargantuan, sepulchral sillinggssentially lost and at the mercy of a harsh and
frightening environment. Thus Peake quietly declines to link the various parts of the
castle into a cohesive whole. Only scattered pieces of the castle are ever discussed,
and no two of the handful of brder portraits of the whole complex are really of the
same place (Sanders 1,07075). As noted by Gardin&cott (223), Peake does the
same thing with regard to the cityTitus Alone although with diminishing returns.

This course of action is not thesult of any temperamental aversion to fantasy
cartography. Among Peakeds earlier dr awi
Soz, Foon and Ché&\[ritings & Drawingsl13), an intricatelyrendered fictional
archipelago that was apparently to serve setiéng for a lost or aborted poem or

story (the Plains of Ho were subsequent|l

ng:

y

of the Mastermireo, one of t he AMoccus Poe

imaginative as any drawing Peake ever producad;rather wishes the project had
come to more. The point is that Peake clearly had no problem with the idea of
drawing maps of fictional places. This would indicate that his failure to do so in
connection with his most celebrated work, and to have theacters within that story
explicitly fail to redress this lack, is quite deliberate. Punter is, therefore, wholly
correct to note the lack of any appended map of Gormenghast as demostrative of

Peakeds Literatwrenof Termoi%7). Nlaps prompt coprehension; a reader

of The Lord oftheRingss i mpl i citly i nvited to trace

while one of the maps iMistress of Mistressgd03) actually has the course of

t

Lessinghamés military campai gntengiggai nst Bar

such an invitation to the readerTtus Groanwould fundamentally alter the
character of the book, so Peake, consciously or otherwise, has withheld it. The
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resulting rather impressionistic idea of a vast, trackless labyrinth is just as deliberate
on the part of the author as the random, imponderable nature of the secondary worlds
of George MacDonald. As with MacDonald, it is hard to see how Peake could have
created such an environment in a realistic novel.

But where the unmapped, random naturteéfc Donal dés Fairy Lanc
connection between his work and Romantic philosophy, that of Gormenghast
connects Peake to the Gothic tradition. Peake does not allow his characters the solace
of any systematic religious or ethical catharsis (Sanderd L,W/ith its supposed
symbolic truth, the great Ritual, existing as a series of tragicomic impositions placed
upon the sympathetic characters by a succession of foully unsympathetic bullies, the
world of Gormenghast has this disarticulation between hugnand the numinous in
common with the internal worlds of many Gothic novels. Cruel, impersonal and
explicitly described as an animate fragment of the dark institution he sérites (
Groan241), Peakeds Barquentine harmg, somet hing
impersonal Inquisitors of various earlier Gothic pieces (Day 32). The alternative
characterisation of clerics in the Gothic tradition is of cynical, worldly apostates out
to further their own (often sexual) ends, a description that applies to Bargeeitis
bloodstained successor Steerpike, scheming to seduce Lady Fuchsia, as much as it
does Victor Hugodés Froll o. I n a Gothic uni
north does not exist, and consequently, maps do nobody any good. When truth
becomesdrrelevant, fact follows suit. These people are not supposed to know where
they are because they are not supposé&ddwanything.

There are further consequences of this absence of symbolic truth. All three of
our previous fantasy authors have ultimagdyined identityf and therefore
existencé as a consequence of accord with a central, imponderable yardstick of
being. MacDonald has his God and Eddison his Goddess, and while Lovecraft is less
optimistic about the durability of human accomplishmentsatoration of them led
him to attribute deep ontological significance to them. The characters in their stories
are characterised as good, and indeed as real, depending upon their alignment with
Romantic truth. But without this measure of truth, nothiag lbe known for certain.

Peake has offered no such gold standard of existence. Those who align themselves
with the empty rituals of Gormenghast actually cease to exist as people and become
functions of their environment. This is in stark contrast to théds@reated by
MacDonald or Eddison, where symbolic truth has practicable significance, allowing
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the universe to serve a purpose. Pointedly and deliberately bereft of any such purpose,

those who ally themselves with the world of the Gothic are unablstingliish
between self and Other and becomes an amorphous part of a larger, meaningless
vacuity (Day 30). This, clearly, is what has happened to Sepulchrave. The process
seems dangerously advanced, possibly beyond help, with regard to Lady Fuchsia. By
thetime she dies she is in her early thirties, but still thinking and behaving like a
poorly-disciplined teenage girl, at one with the chaos around her, and incapable of
asserting her existence. Examination of Fuchs@aamrmenghasprovides sobering
insights into the torpid intellects of Gertrude and the Twingitns Groan

The nature of Gormenghast, and the vicissitudes it visits upon those who have
consented to become its prisoners, closely match those of the typical Gothic novel.
This pattern continuefjirthermore, when attention passes to the actions and
characterisations of the characters whadtacquiesce to a meaningless existence as
part of the castle. Titus and Steerpike ultimately have little more control over space
than their dehumanised hamates, and remain affected by Gothic ideas with regard
to the one tool they can use that those housemates have givein timen

In stark contrast to his sister, Titus spends his time in the castle growing up.
Indeed, growing ujp passing through and éaring timei is most of what Titus does.
Until his apostasy, he certainly shows himself to be a restless soul, but not one
capable of acting much on his independent urges. As an infant he offers worrisome
omens (83, 35860), but nothing more. His actssifhoolboy truancy invariably
come to nothing; he is found, scolded by one authority figure or another, does
penance of a sort in the Lichen Fort,
is finally revealed, Titus in fact worker the old orderplaying a pivotal role in
hunting down and eliminating this threat to the institution he so loathes. Otherwise,

Titus wantsto be free, and certainly moans a lot, but does not act@aftyuch.

and

Thisi onceagain |l i nks Peakeds woroktentobthet he phil o

Gothic, and specifically the Gothic protagonist as described by Day. This character is,
as Day notes, incapable of effective action (18), because of the chaotic and

amor phous quality of the Gothicrworl ddso
(Day uses the term) voluntarily, and are driven to attempt, unsuccessfully, to
dominate and control this unknowable environment (17). The heroines, by contrast,
sit out the storm, and tend to fare better as a result. Titus and Steerpike, carainly,

both male, Steerpike quite pointedly so. The more passive Titus could easily be

Got
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construed as his retiring, notionally feminine counterpart. Tracing this line of

argument to its conclusion demonstirates it:
tha is, the world where characteristic Gothic chaos defeats any active or rational
attempt to i mpirid\we oargehd :n oo varp plactent fault o
Gothic heroines have little to do but weather the battering their minds, bodies and

identities will consequently suffer. Eventually they return to the world where

rationalism and conventional morals reign. All that is actually required of them is to

wait out the storm (19). Pain, degradation and frustration might well follow, but

release is asired and identity is eventually-established. The career of the Seventy

Seventh Earl of Groan certainly follows this pattern. Titus, whose capacity to use time

marks him as different from his fellows, chooses to use it in very much the same way

a Gothicheroine would. He establishes his own existence not because he actively

fights for it, but because he waits for it. Waiting is, by definition, the passive

allowance of time to pass.

Steerpi keds defining qualit.yivitybey contr a
is, as Day claims he would, fAattempting to
[ his] own willo (17). He is, in his own gr
principle Fuschia firmly believes to exist somewhere, and curries favouhaeiitiy
playing this part. He is forever working or acting in some way, either on abstract ideas
that appeal to him or on schemes to further his position in the castle. In the former
case, we may recall the aforementioned, unexpected pleasure he finsigmindethe
thrones he claims to be building for Cora and Clarlati$ Groan249) With regard
to his schemes for sedfdvancement, his methodical, labantensive preparations for
the arson of the Great Library take up an entire chapterX28® Theperiscope
mechanism he rigs up to spy on his housematé&®menghasf379-380), but then
seems to promptly forget about, is probably also an example of this quality. Steerpike
always does something, and always seizes the initiative, whether or nobikssto
his advantage. Hi s goading of Flay over th
(273-274) earns him little more than a nasty facial injury and the temporary
handicapping of one of his antagonists.

The time he buys in this way ultimately does mogood. Were this the real
worl d, Steerpikeds ability to do practical
Gothic world, however, constructed as an unknowable, truthless labyrinth for the
entrapment of both bodies and souls, his sensible, liaeguiyical methodologies
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ultimately find no traction. He enjoys passing success against some of its agents, but
not the world itself, and the backlash he eventually inspires becomes his undoing
(Yeoman 1,135). This is because, like Vane attempting to d@mtdodirect affairs in
the Land of Seven Dimensions by way of active rationalism, he is fundamentally
mi si nformed about the principles upon whic
largest, wildest, and leastwelle f i ned of al | G odtPbinterc261¢ di f i ces
is built specifically to thwart the cold, mechanical rationalism Steerpike brings to his
sefappointed tasks. Li ke Flayds groping atte
impose rationalistic control on fluid chaos for selferested enddd steerhis way
like a predatoryike so to speak) was doomed from the day Steerpike absconded
from the kitchens. By trying to use his time productively (instead of waiting out the
difficulties of the Gothic world as Titus does), he actually wastesdtjsaeventually
cornered and killed (Sanders 1,6B], 082) . AThe male protagoni s
Gothic world of his own free willo, cauti o
understand what he is getting into. His attempts to assert his powehileeidsthis
worl d, and his actions Sitisempertytaensd t o hi s d:
Gormenghastdéds Gothic nature has been ex
demonstrates a great deal about the apparently random nature of the castle, its
inhabitarts and the novels that tell their stories. It establishes why this place is such a
labyrinth, why it is so large, and why we have no map of it in the way we do of
Middle-earth and Zimiamviarlhis is a world characterised by alienation from
symbolic truthi an idea Peake very clearly gestures towards by putting his characters
in the thrall of a meaningless, menacing institution and its malevolent custodians.
Without a spiritual gold standard of truth that can be taken for granted, any plan based
on rationalsm is bound to fail. Thus one character wins by efficacious passivity, and
another suffers a defeat that, in the real world, he would neither suffer nor, probably,
deserve. Peakeods characters, criticised fo
ModernFantasy243-246), are in fact in close accord with a recognisable and
enduring set of literary archetypes; however inadvertently, Peake is closely following
the Gothic tradition in terms of philosophy, characterisation and plot as well as
interior decoratin. These are undoubtedly Gothic novels.
Placing Gormenghast within the Gothic framework it fits so neatly casts an
interesting light on the question of why it was built in the first place. The abiding
concern of the Gothic tradition is, in broad terrhg, fundamental chaos and
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alienation that emerges in the absence of symbolic truth. Gothic writers have for

many years built themselves weird, labyrinthine places the better to focus on such

concerns, and in doing so they have often departed from reaksm.diPe 6 s secondar )

world, as shown above, operates in a manner that mirrors such concerns closely, and

indeed, in its wholesale departure from reality, does so to a much greater extent than

its predecessors. As noted ionsabbubrealitypr evi ous

were with reality itself; to his mind such divisions as Catholic or Protestant, English
or Italian, rationalist or mystic were trivial complications to a much broader issue.
Thus he went one step further than most previous Gothic widtedsbuilt his

undeniably Gothic labyrinth completely outside the real world, where such matters
could not distort our perceptions of the problem he was trying to discuss. Peake was
therefore critiquing a fundamental lack in reality, an absence or icappiiy of
something that really ought to exist, if its subjects are to be said to exist as well. His
perception of reality therefore acknowledges profound ontological handicaps that
could not be depicted in the primary world. To truly understand thadlwadter all,

one occasionally needs to take a step back.

The guestion of the precise nature of the problem Peake saw in the real world
remains to be addressed. Lovecraft, as has been shown, used a secondary world in a
self-consciously unsuccessful attetp reconcile what should exist with what
obviously did exist; he was unable to convince himself that symbolic truth was as
eternal or practicable as he would have
of work suggests a broadly similar preoccupatiarhis part, and a similar lack of
confidence about its eventual success. Unpacking these ideas, however, requires a

new section.

Into the Archipelago

Like its Gothic predecessors Otranto and Castle Dracula, Gormenghast is a castle only
in the abstract,sed to evoke ideas of age, weight and atavistic foreboding in the post
Enlightenment imagination. Mervyn Peake uses such ideas masterfully, fostering a
sense of discomfort and disquiet among characters and readers alike. The Gothic
tradition, after all, is1ot about flowers and sunshine. It thrives on loss, lack and

shortfall, and the physical, emotional and spiritual consequences thereof. The number

wa |

of points of contact between Peakeds novel

and Stoker make it fdy clear that Peake is a contributor to this tradition. Driven to
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tell a dark, somber tale, he naturally set it in a dark, somber CHs#ld¢act that Peake
seems to have slipped into the idea of using a castle as a venue for his fantasy may be
taken asn indication of the strength of the Gothic tradition through to the middle
years of the twentieth century.
Peakedbs novels are therefore part of a |
of looking to notions of the imagined past in order to confrontteead artistic and
spiritual wounds, notably those left by the Enlightenment. The question that remains
is why he was driven to such a dark vision.
This question is complicated by Peakeds
fiction. Gilmore never refers toer husband having read any and, unlike Lovecraft, he
seldom refers to the tradition in his own writing outside his novels. He illustrated
Co | e r RiohegoétidesAncient Marinen 1949, and therefore must have been
familiar with that tale, but it seents have left little lasting impression on hikiving
in the twentieth century, he had no immediate exposure to the literary or spiritual
guandaries raised by the Enlightenment and therefore can hardly have consciously felt
quite the same creative drivémt propelled the original Gothic writers. The two
World Wars, disasters that prompted many modern writers to pessimistic fantasy, are
unhelpful substitutes. Living in faoff China, Peake appears to have had no great
concern about the First World War. Témurse and aftermath of the Second World
War would leave an impression from which he probably never fully recovered
(Gilmore 5960), but by the time he was sent to Belsen as a war diitiss, Groan
his most interesting novel, was already complete. & hez certainly allusions to
Peakeds exper i €ltusAlmmewitnTitus gagicallymunablg to
assuage the suffering of the Black Rose (859), a character quite clearly inspired by
what Peake saw in Belsen (Binns 1,067). The culpability ohpiparently heroic
Muzzl ehatch in the death of civilians and
evil Veil have also been noted as examples of Peake gesturing to the physical and
moral destruction with which he was confronted in Germany (Mills225).
Darkness in the primary world would come t
therefore, but it was not what prompted its creatiReake was more interested in
broader, deeper questions of existence itself, rather than specific events or ideologies,
whatever their magnitude.
Peake does seem to have been constitutionally given to the abandonment of

realism. Fanciful creatures turn up in his drawings from a young age, and fantasy
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novels and stories (such @se Hunting of the SnadndA |l i ceds sihdvent ur e
Wonderlandl feature prominently in the bibliography of books he illustrated. His own
first published piece of fictiorCaptain Slaughterboard Drops Anch@939), takes
place on an imagined sea full of imagined isles, populated with outlandish eseatur
such as the Guggaflop and the fAl oat hsomeo
the Three Principalities of Soz, Foon and Chee, drawn when Peake was just nineteen.
This delightful map is littered with imaginary places: the Tomb of the Garble, the
Caveof the Four Tumultuous Winds, and a swimming bath at the end of a short road
|l eading to another ar ea filHeb el ¢ d oI, t hies nalt wv
(Writings & Drawingsl13). These places contravene realism not only by failing to
exist ouside the map that depicts them, but by doing (or, by their names, implying)
things that could never possibly exist anywhere. Like ER Eddison before him, Peake
seems, from a young age, to have been quite happy to leave realism at the door when
he worked. P& k e 6s profound personal artistic bott
have been exacerbated had he confined himself to subjects that exist in cold fact. This
is not an explanation for why Peake wrote fantasy, but it does reveal him to be the
sort of peson who might well have been expected to do so.
The fact that Peakebs mysterious Three
the point of mapping them) constitute a fictioaathipelagois not altogether
surprising either. | n arycidolg, ®rie nagne ahabindeed Pe a k e 6 s
one booki comes up repeatedlfs a young child Peake knew Robert Louis
St ev efreagutedstandi al most by HPeakeR7). Be i sihtd ey |,
read the copy in the Tientsin mission compound incessantlyraklg\Watney,
Al ntroductiono 16) . I n his teens, after re
relatives in word games based on the biboke player would recite a sentence from
the novel, and the others had to guess the corReske42). The levebf familiarity
with the text required for this game to ha
novel was a firm family favourite, and was especially beloved by young Mervyn. This
would carry over into a broader fascination with pirates, sailors, ssligsds and
castaways that would stay with Peake for much of his life. In 1949 Peake himself
would contribute to the ongoing social and literary resonanteeaisure Islandy
turning out an especially lavish and impressive set of illustrations for tioneci the
book (reproduced in part in plates-62 of The Drawings of Mervyn Peak&974,
and plates @1 ofP e a k e 6 s , 1P81) upingehis family as models (Gilmore 75).
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Long before realising what must have been something of a boyhood ambition,
Pe&e, born hundreds of miles inland, was driven to draw, write and evoke oceans,
beaches and islands. The map of the Three Principalities is only one of dozens of such
references i n his wider GaptdirySlaaghterboard k. Pe ak:
Drops Arthor (1939) deals extensively with islands. In addition to his work on
Treasure Islandhe illustrated editions afhe Rime of the Ancient Maringn 1943)
andThe Swiss Family Robins@im 1954). His comic noveéMr Pyetakes place on the
Channel IslandfdSark, with much discussion of its coastlinPeake and his family
lived there for several delightedly happy years after World War I, and his youngest
child, Claire, was born therdccordingly, when he adapted the novel as a radio play
forthe BBC,thescr i pt was subtitled AAn I sl ando (5:
poetry. Of the thirteen poems in modern editionRloymes Without Reasdhree
(AUpon my Gol den Backboneo, #AAII over the
remember 0) fye artaurid iemwep Isiedittilngs. Cdnsi der t

could remember o:

Along my weary whiskers
The tears float fast and free
They twinkle in the Arctic
And plop into the sea (22)

The accompanying illustration (23) is of a lachrymose walrus weepieg
the edge of an iceberg. The il lustrations
Sunlight falls upon the Grasso and AThe Hi
the poems in question making no specific reference to such settings. A sixth poé | t
makes a changeo, tells of a whale forsakin
for the voluptuous pleasure of spending his evenings perched on an English
mantelpiece (14 7) . Ear |l i er editions of the book coc
characer of which is depicted sitting on a be:
which elephants sit on a beach complaining about pirates who are in the habit of
cutting off their ears to use as sails (Howe and WinningtorlB3(Q. Almost half of
the pieces itthe collection, therefore, deal with islands, seas and the question of
whether and how to cross the boundaries between them. This theme fascinated Peake
throughout his life. As Winnington also not&&(ce of the Hearb7), he tended to
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presuppose an inu environment in his works as much as actively promote it. Shorn
of its illustration, a poem such as 6l wis
not we are meant to imagine this miserable, whiskered character as a walrus, he is
obviouslycloseeough to the shore for his tears to
a littoral setting will prove crucial.

G. Pet er Wi nTine Moigetofathre dlesa(R@6) mdudes a
substantial chapter (568 ) on Peakeds fasci mamueon with i
that islands, being by definition separated fragments of a larger whole cast away in
the inherently chaotic, trackless nullity of the ocean, fascinated Peake as ideal
illustrations of his deeper concerns about the human condition. Peake, Winningto
asserts, was abidingly concerned by the misunderstandings and alienations that sprang
from separate identities (57), and yet equally appalled at the possibility that one might
|l ose onedbs own identity in an awyst empt to b
Winnington, was a method of creating meaningful links with other people. Before that
was possible, however, one had to have som
private world that could maintain its own integrity while establishing contact with
those of others.

Peakebs many and varied contributions t
engineering this communion, but they also display an abiding concern with the
difficulties involved in the attempt to do so, often at the expense of any emphasis on
thesolace provided by the success of this endeay@uwinnington notes\oice of
the Heart31), only a small proportion of his paintings and drawings depict more than
one figure. Isolated individuals, frequently perched on an insular mountaintop or crag,
predominate (6% 8; see al so fiHusband and Fathero 5
Gilmore selected 112 drawings fohe Drawings of Mervyn Peak&974), of which
87 are of a lone figure or head, five are landscapes, and only twenty are group
portraits, and of th@sonly seven could be said to depict figures interacting in any
remotely pleasant mannér.l | ustrati on 68 of that vol ume,
illustration of Long John Silver dragging Jim Hawkins behind hibut the rope
merely extends off one side thie picture, and young Hawkins is not actually
depicted. Il lTustration 97, dating from 195
alienation. It depicts a pair of people, presumably a mother and child, with the mother
holding a smiling mask in front of h&ce to hide a genuine expression of anguish.
The two figures have their hands extended toward each other, but are not actually
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touching, and it is difficult to judge whether they have just broken contact or are
trying to establish it. Peake has soughdepict not empathy or communion, but a
pointed and frustrating absence of those g
concern with the way people are isolated or obfuscated from each other, even when
they are toget her . mighttB éaskmebnes metend)todol t houg
so, people do not enjoy eacHRhymesithodts compa
Reaso{ i | l ustrating Al Waxes and | Wanes, Sir
coming close to making eye contact, and since thatipgidepicts the doctor from
behind, the precise angle of his vision is hard to judge. The theme continues in his
fiction, with Captain Slaughterboard finding some solace irlmonan companions
but having no luck with his own species. Captain Slaughterlbd s human s hi p ma
so loving rendered in illustration, are crisply dispensed with in the narrative, allowing
the Captain himself to abide in the enjoyable, but oddly-oac®wved, company of
the anthropomorphic (not actually human) Yellow Creaturendisigrovide the
perfect artistic or literary metaphor for this concern with the isolation of the human
soul.

The people of Gormenghast are also isolated from one another as well as from
any outside world. IGormenghast, large group gatherings are ondy eclated to the
mechanical and pointless ritual, and their potential as venues for empathy or
communion are | argely foiled. Consider Tit

provide the guests with a temporary excuse not to interact, but afteréard

None of the company attempted to make conversation, but stood silently
eating or drinking in different parts of the room, or stood by the bay window,
munching or sipping as they stared across the spreading lawns. Only the twins
sat in a corner of the@om and made signs to Swelter when they had finished

what was on their platesTius Groan36)

These people have no interest in each o
simulacra of each other, hardly constitute a valid exception. It is also woathmgc

their recent perambulation on the lawn outside the Cool Room:
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Their figures dwindled as they moved away on the striped emerald of the
shaven lawn. Like toys; detachable, painted toys, they moved each one on his
own mown stripe.

Lord Sepulchrave wkéd with slow strides, his head bowed. Fuchsia

mouched. Doctor Prunesquallor minced. The twins propelled themselves

forward vacantly. Flay spidered his path. Swelter wallowed his (85).

GardinerScott (3132) has perceptively noted that the use of ralyical
different verbs, some of them neologisms, to describe the motion of these various
people serves to heighten our sense of their alienation from one another. Not only are
they rigidly, physically separate, their actions are only grudgingly, inadvertantly,
superficially similar. Gardinec ot t has al so observed (32) t
Rever i €%2) accordpdalion of streawf-consciousness musings from the
guests at The Dark Breakfast, is almost completely devoid of semradn
pronounsThes people are not only not speaking to each other, they are scarcely
thinkingabout each otheThe meals they share, far from being welcome
opportunities for social congress, are conducted in awkward, introverted silence.
This leads to some interestingsgues of pathos. Bringing a message to
Nannie Slagg, the grim, taciturn, rigid, s
tea, toasted scones, currant bread, butter
maid is about to share with Fuchsia. Omagines that Flay, a man who has spent his
|l ife sleeping on the bare floorboards out s
enjoyed such simple pleasures. This unexpected and endearingly pathetic impression
of someone struggling to countenance such madeéstgences is furthered by the
obvious awkwardness of the trio in their sharing of the meal; not a word is spoken. As
he stands to leave, Flay inadvertently knocks a plate off the table; it breaks on the

floor.

At the sound he clutched the back of thaicand his hand shook. Titus
screwed his face up at the noise as though about to cry, but changed his mind.
Fuchsia was surprised at so obvious a sign of agitation in Flay whom
she had known since her childhood and on whom she had never before noticed
ary sign of nerves.
AWhy are you shaking?06 she said. fAYo
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Flay pulled himself together and then sat down suddenly again, and
turned his expressionless face to Fuchs
ANo sl eep, L d ldeygavé aighastl migthless laagh like
something rusty being scraped with a knife (144).

Fuchsiads concern for Flay is clear, bu
so; note that she fAisayso her qgueflectsi on r at h
the question with an fiexpressionlesso face
The relationship between these two characters in particular is cleverly and touchingly
rendered as one of trust, and perhaps even love, deferred by a cdagiletieany
ability to communicate and by an unquestioning deferral to outside pressures (see also
120 and 334). Fuchsi ad $Somenghast8048h)andi ps wi t h
father [Titus Groan250-252) follow much the same pattern. The relationdeifveen
Fuchsia and Flay is agonisingly close to empathy, but incapable of actually reaching
out towards the emotional or intellectual support they are both obviously gagging for.

In Peakean terms, therefore, no isthmus is formed; two islands remaim.insula

Peake himself carried this metaphor over into his novels, employing
appropriate imagery on numerous occasions. Even laying aside its preternatural
isolation, he routinely characterises Gormenghast as an island, or at least a mountain
surrounded by watginsofar as these two concepts differ. In the first paragraph of

Titus Groanwe are told how the innermost huts of the Bright Carvers cling to the

castle walls dAlike | impets to a rocko (7).
appropriate) over theroofofhe castl e, Steerpi ke surveys i
Gor menghast, its c¢crags and its stark walls

(95). Later he eavesdrops on The Poet, listening to him recite a work about a meeting

Aon a sharp ar c h astrange srd deeeas the esho af a kgubricus i a s
oceano (98). Given his I|ifelong residence
fact that The Poet sets his work on the C i
is off in the east wing, whichprt r udes Al i ke a narrow peni ns.t
al | proportion to the grey hinterland from
Aobraved a hundred stormso (145). We al so
around the castle is; a lake comes trigih to the walls on one side, a turbulent river

flows nearby, acres of marshland stretch away in at least one other direction (196

197). The castle is surrounded at least partly by a stagnant moat, the waters of which
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are put to symbolic use in more thame of the ceremonies of the Groan lore (86,
501).

In Gormenghastthis notion of the castle as an island in a vast, turbulent sea
becomes moreprevaleni t f |l oats in fAia sea of nettl eso
Airregul ar as t-lesti cloasdd i (27 9)f. aLastgearal i n tt
Peake draws several years out in the space
of unreality in each individual was different; different in intensity, in quality, and in
duration, according to the temypenents of all who wersubmergedemphasis
added] é0Ot hers were drowned in it, and wal k.
in this environment, i s Awading through hi
to their deaths in a remote dungeon, Steerpmkans to the main body of the castle
al ong fisomet hi ngiawcaridor with cirkuéar wandows o eithemu s
side that gave upon the outer darknesso (5
lies, scarred and exhausted, on the shoreofthearh Al i ke a fi sh throwr
over whose minute and stranded body the great cliffs tower, for the walls of
Gormenghast rose high above the moat, soaring like cliffs themselves into the upper
dar k ne 587 Everiudllg a titanic stormfloodseth cast | edés | ower st c
leaving only towers and taller walls above the waterline. Boats and canoes are built,
and Titus paddles through -pioCGerkeGad wistl ha ncdosu not
windows, like caves or the eyries of sea g | e s 0 glag@s[ofadwers, gaimnp
fisted things, with knuckled sumimtot so da |
where (had it been in reality a bay) the s.
Al ine[s] «afo0gli flfnsd he6nhdDveeédserd i atal Fehhapit &
funeral high on the slopes of Gormenghast Mountain might glance over their

shoulder:

From this location the castle could be seen heaving across the skyline like the
sheer seavall of a continent; a seaboard nibbled with countless canés

bitten deep with shadowy embankments. A continent, off whose shores the
crowding islands lay; islands of every shape that towers can be; and
archipelagos; and isthmuses and bluffs, and stark peninsulas of wandering
stonei an inexhaustible panorama @ge every detail was mirrored in the
breathless flood below. (747).
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Gormenghast is imagined and designated as a castle as a flag of convenience;
the motif carries connotations appropriate to the mood of stasis and decay that Peake
hoped to evoke. At thend of its part as an active influence on the life of Titus,
however, it has finally become, as literally as possible, the island it has always been in
metaphor and simile.

The effective difference between a castle and an island is also worth briefly
examning. Castles were, as has been noted, military installations. Their walls were
designed to keep intruders out, their towers to provide platforms to observe and harass
approaching enemies, and gatehouses to permit the supply of a garrison through only
thesmallest, most defensible gap in that perimeter. Assaulting a tastlepposed to
starving the defenders ouiwas a risky business akin to the daunting, costly
amphibious assaults of modern warfare (this parallel seems all the more appropriate
given that the bulk of such modern actions have been attempts to storm islands).
Building a castle could be veiwed as an attempt to create an island in a landlocked
environment and force invaders to engage in inland equivalents of difficult, dangerous
amphibious warfare. In this sense Peake, in creating his artificial world, is essentially
having his cake and eating it todne is able to exploit the generic properties of a
great Gothic castle, and place his characters on what amounts to an artificial island.
The mghty flood that almost drowns the place at the end is little more than a
literalisation of a preexisting conditianbrought about, one suspects, by a writer
finally giving in to the native compositional impulses that are abundantly clear in the
rest of his work.

Alice Mills takes a psychoanalytical approach to all this talk of islands and
oceans, noting the symbolic link between oceans and the feminine (specifically
maternal) principle (36) and seeing the motif as indicating a common desire among
P e a kmalé characters to break free of dreaded maternal figures (54). This line of
argument is worth mentioning, especially i
examination of the sexualisation and ambiguous gender identity of Sweh@?).84
This would give the gparently motherless and sexless Mr Flay a feminine quantity to
dread and loathe, just as Titus and Steerpike kick against the imposing, repressive
Countess and Prunesquallor expresses ongoing exasperation with his twittering sister
(and her objectionabligminine hipsGormenghas#37). Such Freudian symbolism
i's obviously applicable to Peakebds wor k, a
to note it in terms of its abstract connot
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individual identities, a8Vinnington suggests, then being immersed in water is

symbolic of Il osing those identities. Those

of the tides of limitlesgegationfemphasis added]t he t i mel ess, opaque

(Gormenghast379). The isolatiomnd dehumanising potential of Gormenghast,
standing alone amid both literal and metaphorical waters, is therefore once again
emphasised.

As noted earlier, this crazy artificial island cannot be effectively magpes.
castl ebds def i iandagso itsimibstabvioad poirg of eohtact with the
Gotbhic traditioni is its trackless, labyrinthine nature. The great, impressionistic
jumble of corridors and hidden rooms separates each of the characters from their
fellows in the castle and symboliséeir tortured isolation, not from any outside
world, but from each other (GardinBrott 25). Their inability to communicate when
they meet may be a consequence of this isolation, but the fury at inadvertent meetings
(as when The Poet discovers Steerpikeesdropping; 100) is a buttressing of the
predominantly solitary lifestyle they inescapably take as axiomatic. The Gormenghast
accent so thickly spoken by Flay and Fuchsia (and the bickering Prunesquallor
siblings, among others) is therefaiaviouslyoneof testy, pessimistic frustration born
out of systematic alienation; other people are problems rather than companions.
Living as they do, these people have no reason to expect anything from each other,
and they converse accordingly. The notable exceptmnse again, are Steerpike and
Titus, who respectively exploit this pitch of interaction and despair in it, providing
points of contrast that remind the reader just how pathetic their housemates are. In
having his characters talk in this way, Peake pexli@serves to be included
alongside Tol kien, Eddi salhofvwirdwhbounsany
successfully use Athe fairyland accento
seen as a useful parallel with writers more conventionally definfhtesists.

The symbolism of souls clattering about in a labyrinth, looking for a bit of
love and compassion, is difficult to miss. Peake would be worthy of some applause if
he had simply written a heahanded but effective allegory of characters being
unabl e to 6findé each other because they
defeatdhumanitason other levels as well. As in the more conventional Gothic novels,
there is no truth in this society, no beacon of spiritual edification; the Ritual pointedly
presents a hollow mockery of the concéypargaret Ochocki, who is skeptical of
Gormenghast s supposed Gothic character

n
(1

be
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in the castle, nevertheless underlines this point by referring to the Ritual as a
Ade mefraitreydt a-1,E8; see dlso H&rig 86). Her use of the term is
significant; Romantic fantasists turn to fantasy in a quest for symbolic truth, while
Gothic fantasists do so to demonstrate its remoteness or irrelevance. In the absence of
such a quaty, fact loses power; maps, &@e have seen, are virtually useless. This is a
sharp contrast to Captain Slaughterboard,
the I sl ands | have Discov &oiceofthsHearidar 0 ( not
Captain Shughterboards not paginated). Slaughterboard is an adventurer and an
explorer, crossing seas keen to find new islands and the inhabitants, actively pursuing
the Yellow Creature when it proves initially reticent to meet him and finding a
collegial solacavith it that he did not seem to enjoy with his human shipmates. Once
such a connection is made, in fact, further exploration and violence is unnecessary,
and he settles down on an island with his pixyish companion. What the Captain
wanted, it seems, wadrend. Flay, Fuchsia, Titus and their cellmates clearly want
the same thing, but they cannot get it, at least not regularly or reliably, because they
have no map, I|iteral or metaphorical, to e,
any such map be praded. Meaningful human contact is impossible in Gormenghast.
A universe suffering this deficiency must have been a fairly close approximation, to
Peakeds mind, of hell
It is a hell characterised by wateriness rather than the usual Dantean inferno,
howeve . I n the absence of a map such as Sl au
becomes a matter of thrashing about randomly in an attempt to gain some purchase on
a fluid, i mponderable medium. Despite Gorm
castle, this mediunsinot stone, earth or dust. Rather, many of the most important
scenes of both | ove and war in Peakeds nov.
water sloshing and splashing somewhere in the piece. Take for example the evolving
relationship between Stgpike and Fuchsia; they become acquainted when she
splashes dirty water on his face (1101), he ingratiates himself with her while
washing the mess off with clean water (A115) and furthers their relationship on
occasions that continue to involve hgetting wet, either in the rain (1290, 386
387) or the lake (344). Upon learning the truth about Steerpike, Fuchsia contemplates
suicide by drowning (709). In the course of this contemplation she accidentally
drowns herself, succumbing, in her romamntavety, to the dangers of the appalling

no-ma nlénsl that surrounds any island or soul.
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Steerpike, for his part, ultimately fares no better. His plan to run Barquentine
through fails; in the event he drowns the repulsive dwarf in the castle moatgpullin
him underwater and holding him there for almost as long as he can stand himself
(575577). The symbolism of an episode of s&dEertion going awry and just barely
being salvaged from disaster is hard to mi:
handswhile treading water in the flooded castle (v221). Similarly, Titus meets his
eventual saviour, Flay, in the middle of a river ford #472), and his climactic
meeting with the Thing takes place while they shelter from the pouring rain (683
687). Keda T i t-fateddvetnuisd, takes love to one suitor while rain falls
outside (171172); her two lovers then kill each other in a duel that takes place in a
damp, dewy hollow (20206). Swelter also dies blubbering about in kdeep water
after a londight that takes place during a torrential downpour and is awash, so to

speak, with marine and nautical imagery;

The floorboard beneath Flayodés feet | ift.
end of the passageway to the other, where it broke on a clifistep. (307
308)

As pirates in the hot brirghallows wading, make, face to face, their comber
hindered lunges, stolind, fly-agonied, and browned with pearls, so the

timbers here leaned, moonlight misled and the rank webs impeded. (312)

Flay did not touble to remove [the sword]. It remained like a mast of steel

whose sails had fallen to the decks where, as though with a life of their own,
unconnected with wind or tide, they leapt and shook in ghastly turbulence. At

the masthead, the circular swordhil | i ke a c¢r owo-Bighnest , bo
pirate (318).

Batchelor characterises the entire Fayelter subplot oTitus Groanin
nautical terms, seeing Swelter as a pirate and Flay as the honest mariner who hunts
him (82). This is a valid point, andight be repeated in some measure with regard to
Titusds duel wi Titds Alonkewhiclstakesiplace m ankbdepi | i n
water and in front of an audience of fhuma

end of the fight, the defeated Veil ikéned to a crippled ship; his injured leg trails
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him | ike driftwood an@59fi0ccasiondlyaPeakedara d capsi
find no excuse for the presence of actual water, so he employs metaphor and simile.
In Titus AloneMu z z | e h at c h s dvdlvngrelai@ship with dundin such
termsiiwWade on, mwhéeéoyBeédB863. characters make
to each other, they do so surrounded by wild wdteis use of moisture to symbolise
emotional effort has precedence outside Gaghast; one of the Rhymes Without
Reason, AThe Jailer and the Jaguaro, finds
through the raind (AFive Rhymes Without Re
abandoned them out of boredom. Peake, haunted by the appapmbetween
individuals and given to the use of isolated islands as a metaphor for this concern,
repeatedly attempts to turn his most famous trackless labyrinth into an uncharted
archipelago.

Not everybody in Gormenghast is capable of navigating suchsv&eme
assume they are, but fail. Irma Prunesquallor, the tragicomic spinster frantically
hunting for a husband for the sake of having one, is an obvious instance of such an
individual . In Atrying to pl ay-Stdwd9), rol e of
Irma is lost in seldelusion, convinced that playing such a role will turn her into such
a person. Accordingly, she and Professor Bellgrove make up their minds, sincerely
but foolishly, to be swept off their feet by each otl@orfmenghasb19 andb54
555). The resulting marriage, devoid of actual emotion, quickly turns\&that is
noteworthy for our purposes is that, unlike the passionate pairing of Keda and Rantel,
neither Irma nor Bellgrove ever get wet, and that an excuse to get them wié is q
conspicuously passed over. Irma, bless her, has tried to enhance her gawky figure by
stuffing a hotwater bottle down the front of her dress. The bottle slips, but despite the
potential for a hilarious mishap to further this comic subplot, howevwemiains
sealed; no water flows. Emotions are thus contained rather than shared. Compared to
the upending of a vase over Steerpike by the naive but unquestionably honest, open
hearted Fuchsia, this decision on Peakeds

Genuinetraffic between islands requires a boat, or something similar. This
symbolic I mportance of watercraft may expl .
fury in Gormenghasivhen Steerpike steals his canoe (714; see also Mamadgern
Fantasy214-215). It alsoexplains a metaphor from much earlier in the same book.

When, as a boy, Titus is imprisoned in the
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visits him, and their awkward, incipient sibling affection is discussed in the following

terms:

The silence of théichen Fort was around them like deep water, and their
fingers touching might have been the prows of foundered vessels which
grazed one another in the sa@pueous depths, so huge and vivid and yet

unreal was the contact they made with one another488&)D

The episode is a thoroughly charming example of Peake depicting frustrated
interpersonal interaction, and one that particularly stirs our sympathies with these two
youngsters (Fuchsia is still only 23 at this point). The important thing to take from
this particular passage, however is his use of nautical imagery to describe sincere
emotional endeavor. One uses a boat to reject the status of a castaway, leave an island
and venture into the trackless wilderness hoping to discover others.

Peakeos tiuse afd&otlecrthermes and tropes stands as evidence that he
was critiquing a deficiency in reality. Examining his other work makes it clear that he
saw such a deficiendyan absence of, or at least severe difficulty in engineering,
meaningful interpers@ communication and turned to art to rectify it. His literary
fantasies are shot through with references to this problem, and if this correlation were
in any doubt, Peake seldom passed up an opportunity to put those references in terms
of the island/costline/sea metaphor so prevalent in his visual art.

We must recall here Todorovds prohibiti:
compositional flourishes as fantasy. Peake
of emotional effort or honesty could have beatis$ied in a memetic novel, and are
not what make Gormenghast a fantasy world. Its capacity as a Perilous Realm has
already been established in the first sect
watery theme is highlighted here as a clear paficbntact with the rest of his work,
and an equally clear indication of the deficiency in reality he was critiquing. The
theme combines with the symbolism of the Gothic maze in which he maroons his
characters to highlight the same problem depicted sa @ithis poems and drawings:
elemental, unavoidable difficulties involved in extending or obtaining meaningful

empathy to or from another person.
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Literary fantasy in general allowed him to depict this problem through
narrative action in a manner thatwat art does not. The use of visual media to relate

a narrative is of course possible, but seldom easy. Brogan addresses the point well:

[Peake] had visions that could not be expressed fully, anything like fully, by
his drawing, brilliant and passionateéhgividual though it was. The visions
needed to be expressed with a fullness and a visual precision that could only
with great difficulty be combined. Film could be of no use, for it entails its
own conventions, above all the photographic ones (this neusaid, however
trite) which are death to the artist accustomed to controlling by his own style

the representation of reality (1,047).

AWor ds o, Brogan continues, fdAwere the on

answer to the question of why a talentediyg painter and illustrator accomplished

what has become his most enduring and defining work in avisaal medium. As

Winnington has pointed ouV¢ice of the Hear83-36), the conventions of visual art,

painting in particular, seldom allow the artistprofitably depict the sort of chaotic

nullity Peake saw surrounding us. However minimalist a style a draughtsman might

develop, visual art struggles to depicthingnessand a man as fiercely artistically

literate as Peake clearly appreciated thisaAthor may gesture towards such abstract

concerns and, with appropriate setting of mba@dsubdiscipline of prose composition

at which Peake might be said to have excédlladist he reader to imagine the rest.

Never systematically connected to each gttiee yawning and artificial spiritual and

physical wildernesses of Gormenghast are thus depicted. Prose happened to be the

best mechanism for conveying Peakedbds abidi
The fact that these chasms are so consistently evoked visi®aed insular

i magery in his fantasy novels serves to pl.

guest to examine, illustrate, and at least attempt to bridge the terrible gaps that existed

between us. This focus on gaps may also explain why Peake Gseldia castle

rather than an actual island as a secondary world. Islands are cohesive units that beg

to be mapped, while Gothic castles are weird, unknowable places that defeat such

attempts at comprehension. Peake could keep his characters lost, and more

convincingly so, in the shadow of towers than in those of palm trees. Further, islands

provoke community and capability; stuck together on an island, individuals tend to
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come together more effectively than they do on the mainland. Robinson Crusoe and
Friday form a very effective partnership, while the Swiss Family Robinson do a good
job of pulling together to tame their new home. Even the pirates and naval officers of
Treasure Islanananage to form a constructivealbeit fragilei entente, ushering the
cagaway Ben Gunn into that fold in due course. Peake could not afford to allow such
alliances to form among his characters. More so even than William Golding (whose
Lord of the Fliedetails a violently divided island society), he wanted them alone,
scared ad frustrated. Such a concern focuses on a fundamental failing in reality, a
gap between what exists and what ought to exist. Gothic fantasy is an ideal medium in
which to articulate such concerns. In contrast to the Romantic fantasies written by
George MaDonald and ER Eddison, Gothic fantasy hinges on the notion that evil,
far from being a sellimiting glitch in a fundamentally sound system, is a prevalent
and enduring feature of an essentially flimsy, amoral world. Such fantasies gesture
towards symbat truth, but emphasise its remoteness and potential inapplicability. It
is hardly surprising, therefore, that Peake began writing such a fantasy. Being
concerned with fundamental problems of existence rather than historical, biographical
or epistemologidatrivia, he isolated his discussion of those problems from the
primary world as thoroughly as he could, by becoming a waulttier.

Having now said that Peake built a Gothic world in prose to put in motion a
plot that could not be adequately served lspal media, | must conclude my
discussion of his work by examining the behaviour of the characters who push that
plot along. Here Peake ran into a complication long accepted as universal to world
building as a creative endeavouike MacDonald, Eddison a@hLovecraft, Peake
required a point of contrast with which to demonstrate his point. Having posited a
world where absence of symbolic truth renders everyone constitutionally incapable of
meaningful interpersonal interaction, he placed within it two huneamgb who seem
not to suffer from this problem. These
Steerpike. These two men are both explorers and, within their individual limits,
conguerors of the indoor seas of Gormenghast. Titus explores forgottenf plagts o
castle, claiming them, however trivially, as his own (4@®), in contrast to
Sepulchrave hiding in his library and the Twins brainlessly haunting their apartment
in the South Wing. He also discovers the tunnel that provides a means of ingress for
the banished Flay (who then, in his own less practical way, does some exploring of

his own). In an essentially identical manner, he reaches out to his mother, sister and
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fostersisterian act that is in sharp contygast to F
All three of these actions take place amid untamed waters, partly metaphorical
(Gormenghas#80-481) but mostly quite real (68888, 714), making Titus a true

Peakean marineAs with his explorations, these actions are largely futile, but the

very factthat he makes attempts clearly indicates that Titus is working on a different

level to most of his housematéte is a real person or being, searching for

i ndependent confirmation of his reality. |
problems of redtly as a system (and the conventions of the Gothic tradition, which

hamstrings its protagonists), this search is inconclusive at best, but we applaud the

effort. Peake clearly wanted Titus to be a sympathetic character. The characterisations

of monsters sth as Swelter and Barquentine make it obvious that he had no trouble
depicting physical hi deousness or ontol ogi
initial assertion that Titus was an ugly baby (33), the young Earl is never

characterised in this way; veee meant to like him.

We are also meant to loathe Steerplis explorations and utilisations of his
environment are considerably more expansi v
from the kitchen with nothing but the clothes on his back, he ridesctame the
Master of Ritual, the custodian of what feeble excuse for symbolic truth this world
has. By doing so he establishes himself in a series of increasingly amenable homes
and offices. One in particular serves as a useful example of how such lbehavio
contrasts with that of the other denizens of the castle. By the opening chapters of
Gormenghashe is hatching his plots in a part of the castle habitually used by the

Countess herself:

Reaching the double door, he ran his hands through his drippmanka

turned down the collar of his coat; and then, passing through and veering to
the left, followed a corridor for some way before he reached a stairhead.

No sooner had he peered over the banisters than he started back, for the

Countess of Groan was gagy through the lampit room below. (388)

In a world populated by human beings, Steerpike would have to find a much
more remote part of the castle than this in which to hatch his plots. Gormenghast,
however, is populated only by anthropomorphic fragmentheir environment, a
point demonstrated by the fact that they do not explore the uncharted realms outside
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their individual homes. It would likely never occur to the Countess to vary her route

through that chamber and find out what is at the top oftties above it.

Consequently Steerpikeds temporary headqua:
Like Titus, Steerpike has much more of an ontological presence than

Sepulchrave or Swelter. Unlike Titus, however, Steerpike has no interest in contacting

other peopleorothr 6i sl andsdé. A true predator, Stee

exploration for piratical rather than moral ends. Although he gets wet as much as

anyone, he does so in the pursuit of violeri@ertnenghasb75577, 742744) or of a

cynical, counterfeit intimacwith the impressionable Fuchsititis Groan115116,

198202, 386387) that Peake would probably have considered abominable. We know

Steerpike is a duplicitous, callous, murderous villain; his evil is seesalent that

Peake takes the unusual stegxblicitly conceding the fact at the beginning of

Gormenghas(378). This second novel was, it must be remembered, written in the

aftermath of Peakebs tr avamsarmang indudimge t our i n.

the BergerBelsen concentration canipas awar artist. Peake returned from this trip

shaken, and with a renewed and sobering understanding of what humanity was

capable of, given the means to act on their instincts (WaBeakel25127).

Steerpike, who begins to ascend through the castle laagelyesult of his realisation

that he is intellectually and temperamentally capable of doing so, could be seen as an

example of this in action. His more chilling excesses certainly carry an air of arrogant,

fascistic sadism, as in this startling episaal@ards the beginning @ormenghast

The Twins, acting together, rose from their chairs and stated moving across
the room. They paused for a moment and turned their eyes to Steerpike in
order to make sure they were doing what was expected of them. ¥es. Th
stern finger of the young man was pointing to the heavy damp carpet that
covered the floor of the room.

Steerpike derived as much pleasure in watching these anile and pitiful
creatures, dressed in their purple finery, as they crawled beneath the sarpet a
he got from anything. He had led then gradually, and by easy and cunning
steps, from humiliation to humiliation, until the distorted satisfaction he

experienced in this way had become little short of a necessity to him. (404)
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Murder, duplicity, institubnal and personal corruption, sadism, the
disciplined, amoral pursuit of poorbjefined end$ even withoulGor menghast 6s
inescapable status as a pasir novel it is easy to imagine Steerpike in jackboots. He
does evil things because t&n in much thesame way that an atmosphere of
hyperbolic nationalistic licence led the entirely sane, sensible people of Germany to
countenance the inhumanities of Nazism. Direct, conscious inspiration is unlikely, but
Peake does seem to have applied himself to thedtargling question demanded
by the revelations of the later stages of World Wardf whether ondbecomevil
by committing evil acts, or vice versa. |t
conseqguences, not causes, of an intriguing aspéd oharacter. Despite his capacity
to reach out and touch others, as any true person must, he actively spurns the second
half of the task, refusing to form real [
solitary [emphasis added] Satan as eaaglyif he had never known the flourish of
|l anguage, the delights of <civil power o (70
wilderness of Gormenghast has been noted by Millsrf%s detracting from the
Gothicism of the novel, although it actually stréregis the Gothic reading by turning
Steerpike, the doomed antihero, into a function of this fiendish, antagonistic
environment. If Titus is an example of what a dedicated, enduring human soul can
accomplish, even with so fabulously unpromising a startimgt pSteerpike can
easily be positioned as an example of wiwto do. With just a bit more of his
characteristic diligence, he might have become as supremely, conclusively real as
Titus. He has the means but refuses to use them. Where Sepulchravia, Flahs
and the Twins have demonstrated an inability to link with each other, Steerpike
choosesottoiand what is a conscious refusal to
responsibilities but a demonstration of evil?

This would go some way to explaining the serhat phrenological
demonisation of this redyed, clawfingered man (attributes correlated by Gardiner
Scott 6465). It would also explain why the shrewd, sensible, active Steerpike
eventually succumbs to the moping, inactive Titus. We have already sg&en ho
Steerpike is, in effect, arguing across Gormenghast by attempting to use logic and
rationality to conquer a world singularly set up to resist those ideas. Such activity is
par for the course among Gothic antiheroes, and like his ancestors in thatrtraditi
leads to his destruction. But the Gothic is also concerned with reinforcing
conventional morality, including the widespread notion that evil contains within it the
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seeds of its own destruction. Steerpike, the piratical individualist who, in thedslll
of his career arc, luxuriates in his ability to actively spurn opportunities to do good, is
undeniably evil. With just a little more insight and effort he could have asserted his
identity as effectively as Titus, via great suffering, manages to dootid, in short,
have become real. Instead he passes up this opportunity for ontological affirmation
and deliberately becomes as much a function of his evil environment as Sepulchrave
and Flay. This nugatory car eenyomea&idh can, i
One of the most puzzling things about the Titus books, in the final analysis, is why
the Countessds boatmen bother retrieving S
(Gormenghast45). After all, in rejecting good, Steerpike has ultimately rejected
existence in Peakean terms, he has sunk.
Certainly, ER Eddison and George MacDonald would have recognised this
concept. Like those writers, Peake set himself the task of constructing an allegory that
works on a grand cosmic and spiritual scale to demdeasdreritique of nothing less
than the nature of reality and those who d
work bears scant similarity to that of MacDonald or Eddison, as it does not depict a
world in which all can be made well by means of pistemological geachange into
accordance with the purpose of a personifi.
great deal closer to Lovectihutfmigbteoij i ttery v
survive the battering it stands to receive from fabatTparallel is not especially close
either, however; where Lovecraft the conflicted materialist meditates on the question
of whether truth will endure, Peake the questing, restless artist, seems to have been
convinced that it would. To his mind, the prein was not the endurance of truth but
our dreadful separation from it. Humans, t .
confront the terrifying gaps between each other, and attempt to cross them. Those
who submit to the dangers and difficulties requiredasa will receive external
affirmation of their existencie will become real while those who refuse to do so
may as well never have existed. The respective fates of Titus and Steerpike clearly
demonstrate that Peake had no clue as to which was moseitikaly given case.
Like Lovecraft, he offered a warning about the difficulties and dangers of our
situation rather than an illustration of how they could be overcome. The only comfort
he presented was the notion that, if he was right, only the good sunwide. The
evil, by their very nature, would become lost in the archipelago for which there is no
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map.The world of Gormenghast was set up to illustrate this idea in a manner that no

mimetic depiction of the primary world really could.

*k%k

As both atist and writer, therefore, Mervyn Peake is concerned with the spaces
between truths, the absolute necessity to bridge them, and the inevitable spiritual
dangers presented by this effort. Forced by his own overwhelming artistic drive to
venture into thisdrritory, he naturally found himself occupying the literary place
where humanity and its imagination engage in a dialogue between what exists and
what, despite evidence to the contrary, surely must exist Perilous Realm. Unlike
MacDonald and Eddisohowever, Peake feared that symbolic truth might not be
reachable, and was abidingly appalled by the risks inherent in the journey towards it.
Consequently he offers his readers not a beautiful, lustrous realm aligned to the
guidance of a single, benevoleshining beacon, but a dark, imponderable sump of
connotations and evocations, in which humanity may or may not find itself, and has
little control over the outcome of the search. Thus his concern was not, as in the case
of HP Lovecraft, with the vulnerdhy of symbolic truth. His constant artistic
endeavours are proof enough that he took that on trust. What worried him was the
dangers involved in finding that truth. The space between fact and truth was
inherently trackless, as ghastly a blank as angtabfecanvas or drawing paper Peake
sat in front of in his career as a visual artist. Although he possessed the rare gift of
being able to turn this nullity into a repository of intellectual, emotional and spiritual
energy, to reach others through suchealimm was a risky and torturous undertaking.
To him, therefore, the Perilous Realm, thenma n-lansl between humanity and its
imagination into which we must venture to gain our individual eucatastrophes, was a
grim, dark place. It was our spiritual respdnility to try to cross this chasm, however
terrifying; Peake spent his life planning and executing such jumps and was well
acquainted with the anxiety of doing so. Were it ever necessary to reduce his verbose

masterpiece to a single phrase, one coulddor s e t han AMIi nd t he

gap¢
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Conclusion

| began this thesis posing myself the question of why a writer would create a fantasy
world in the absence of any commercially obvious audience for such work. As case
studies, | chose four very different writers, wfour very different bodies of work. In

all four cases | have reached a broadly similar conclusion. Each of these men created
a secondary world in order to critique the primary world. Setting their fiction in such

a world allowed them to look at realityoin outside and thus make their critiques of
reality as avhole rather than as a collection of parts. Although researchers are
occasionally tempted to see (or manufacture) consensus among disparate figures
where none actually exists, this generalisati@msequite justified.

There are, of course, considerable differences between these four authors. All
of them arrived at fantasy via different routes, and all came to distinct conclusions.
Convinced of the validity of Christianity but unsure of the vaidit his own faith,
George MacDonald sought a way to God unencumbered by intellectual argument.
Finding one in the richly symbolic fairytales of the German Romantics, he began
writing his own and swiftly found himself questioning the nature of realityvasode.

The questing, inconclusive, emotional epistemological method demanded by this
literary form made the world make much more sense than did his rationalist
education. ER Eddison similarly sought a new definition of virtue and valour that
could be heldip as an immutable gold standard of human behaviour, untroubled by
utilitarian circumstance. The problem with isolating such a quantity was that the laws
of this universe are themselves utilitarian contrivances that generally thwart rather
than further wht Eddison saw as our core philosophical responsibilities. He therefore
spent his literary career carefully polishing his vision of a utopian world in which the
doers of good deeds could count on just rewards, and therefore reach their full
potential as paple. His own resolute optimism in the real world about the course and
outcome of World War Il stands as firm evidence for the way in which the search for
perfection in art helps people weather the imperfections of life.

HP Lovecraft expressed from chilolbd an abiding love for literary fantasy,
but also a deep, emotional, arguably spiritual attachment to a very narrow slice of
reality. This attachment clashed with his conviction of an impersonal, materialistic

universe. His concern that the parochial lidgpresented by Arkham might not be the
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eternal, immutable entity he clearly wished it to be led him to create an artificial,
conglomerated laboratory sample of the social, philosophical and aesthetic qualities
he admired. Bravely, he spent his literaayeer subjecting Arkham to a series of

rough epistemological shakings. He emerged from the exercise convinced of the value
of his idyll, but increasingly concerned about its capacity to endure the inevitable. The
most recent of these writers, Mervyn Pealgnalled by the confusion and

imprecision of conventional means of interpersonal communication, found in himself
a language in which those difficulties could be constructively, if not conclusively,
addressed. Still concerned, however, he turned thatslkih illustration of the

problem, which took the form of a world in which the impossibility of meaningful
empathy rendered all other human accomplishments null and void. Such a literary
creation demonstrated his fears more clearly than did any of therousndrawings

or poems he produced to quell those fears.

These four writers, therefore, were all possessed of a degree of intellectual and
emotional uncertainty that could not be ignored, and could not be adequately
addressed by any nakedly expositomnimf expression. Such uncertainty could be
said to be the wellspring of all literature, but our four subject authors took the matter
further. All of them were concerned not with any given aspect or component reality,
or any specific state of affairs withit, but with the shape and systemic, motivating
principles of reality itself. They therefore sought an opportunity to stop, draw breath,
take a step back and take a look at their perceived problems in the broadest possible
terms. All found their concerrie be inadequately addressed by realism. So they
created imaginary worlds as a way of gaining theatdompassing view of reality
their interrogative natures and creative drives ultimately required.

This drive to interrogate reality by dispensing witthattendant ephemera and
concentrating on its essential qualitiegood and bad should go some way to
silencing criticisms of escapism and remoteness from human experience that have
been leveled at worlbuilders. Acknowledging that a problem existsl attempting
to assess its gravity involve more engagement with reality than escape from it. A
person who cannot understand (and therefore, on some level, cope with) the primary
world cannoinvent a secondary world worthy of any readership. Secondaitgisvor
arise not because their creators deem real]
feels the real world is not real enough, and sets out to explain how it coliltsbe.
certainly possible to put together a shoddy secondary world offering easysasge
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an absence of meaningful evil, but none of the four authors examined here do so.
Eddison, it will be recalled, tries and fails, accepting that evil must exist for good to
exist or be illustrated in any meaningful way. He and MacDonald are cerntaiyly
optimistic, but both offer theodicies of a rather daring sort, arguing not for the non
existence of evil but its lonterm impotence in the face of prevailing goodness.
Lovecraft and Peake, meanwhile, are preoccupied with the imperfections of reality
and have created their worlds to throw the flaws of the primary world into the highest
possible relief. These four men are not denying the existence of evil in the slightest,
merely probing it for weaknesses, and publishing the results of those enquiries,
whether they serve to reassure readers (and authors) or not. This is surely a brave
thing to do. More to the point, this practice serves as a damaging counterargument to
Rosemary Jacksonds suggefisrteiloant itvheal ty saeuctoonndoan
relathg t o the O6real d only through metaphoric
intruding into or interrogating ito (42).
nature, intimately connected with reality and almost unfailingly concerned with
interrogating . Their connections to the primary world take place on such a level,
however, that the engagement can easily be overlooked.

It is perhaps because the functional, interrogative features of secondary worlds
can be overlooked in this manner that wdsldlding has additionally been criticised
as being a reactive, conservative form of literature. Jackson for one accuses Tolkien
and those who have followed (and, presumably, preceded) him of somehow undoing
the subversive, liberal work that she insists is thre business of fantastic literature
(153156). Dividing the discourse of a work of fiction from reality to the extent that
world-building inherently does is, says Jackson, simplistic yugfiiiment of a sort
only an irresponsible social commentatorwbuli ndul ge i n. Jackson6s
could be seen to gain a modicum of strength in light of the biographical details of
MacDonald, Eddison, Lovecraft and Peake. All of tlietwo sons of major local
landowners, the pampered scion of a deeplyasere clarof Old Americans, and
the privileged son of a doctor in an isolated missionary hogpitalre raised apart
from the circumstances of the bulk of humanity, in some approximation of petty
aristocracy. However, none of them fit the aristocratic mold pigcitke
MacDonalds were the richest family in their native Huntly, but that made them big
fish in a decidedly modest pond; as a child George considered himself lucky to have a
bedroom with floorboards, and enjoyed only sporadic material security as an adul
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Lovecraftds pr et #loosladresssarely met exterdnab validation, b 1 u e
because they were, in fact, mere pretensions; he spent much of his life living up to an
ideal of no practicable significance for his time or place. Peake had a cdigamal
secure childhood in a mission compound, bu"
faith and education rather than birth; he was the son of a surgeon, not a baron.
Eddison, a proud Etonian and Oxford scholar, comes closest to the stereotype of th
well-heeled, uppeclass gentleman, but he lived as sensible and productive an
everyday life as any of these four men. On the basis of the examples examined here,
world-building could be described as a hobby of the displaced aristocracy. Much the
same cald be said about socialism, if one takes practitioners such as Lenin, Mao and
Guevara as examples.

This observation does not fully answer
Marxism, when put into practice, tends to devolve into counterproductive
dictatorship, worldbuilding might be seen as conservative in the event, as a
mechanism for the deposed and disinherited to fulfill wishes for social and material
power that reality has denied them. L Spr a
the Zimiamvia noels (see pp. 12627) shows this idea in action. The existence of
such arguments demonstrates that wbrtdding, confronted with accusations of
conservatism, certainly has a prima face case to answer.

World-building can only be classed as a conservdtua of literature if
conservatism can be defined very broadly and litefallg a belief in, and a desire to
conserve, ideas, values and institutions that are, in themselves, sources of inherent,
enduring value. All four of my subject authors believadgionately in such ideas. If
this definition can be accepted (in place of the more common, rhetorical definition,
which sees the term applied to a narrow range of social and political opntions) then
world-building can indeed be classed as a conservatafe &t does not earn this
label because it allows woultk tyrants to play out their desires in prose, however.
Rather, it allows the imaginative and opaimded to set up laboratory conditions
within which they can illustrate and test the precise nattitieat which they wish to
conserve. The writers who turn to this method do so because they feel that their ideals
are a source rather than an example of true value. Consequently, to illustrate their
points of view, they must propose new standards ofevidiat illusrrate not who
should enjoy physical or material wealth or temporal influence, but how such benefits
can be reckoned as worth having. Writers who build secondary worlds are setting up
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systems whereby these new standards of value and existanoe iastrated and, in
many cases, tested.

Thus, while MacDonal dés protagonists ro
splendor, such episodes serve only to illustrate his lofty spiritual ideals. Hisbabks
least, his fantasiégswere chiefly concerned wittihe explanation of those ideals and
the encouragement of others to work toward
superficially concerned with the articulation of luxury, but careful reading and
reference to his working papers demonstrates that his masercowas not who gets
the gold but why gold and the pleasures it undeniably brings can be measured as
worth having. This value is achieved by Ap
the matter is the apportionment of philosophical and spiritu&lerahan material or
political, riches. Less optimistically, but even more clearly, Peake strove, in his life,
art, poetry and fiction, to present fair warning of the difficulties and dangers people
faced in their search for love and empathy. Those wasnsignificantly, are never
accompanied by an admonition against attempting that search. Peake is concerned not
with the constitution of a political tyranny but the disestablishment, where possible, of
an emotional one.

The odd writer out here is Lovectaivhose concern for the preservation and
lionisation of a given set of human accomplishments, often evident in his work,
certainly does expose him as a grizzling elitist. His elitism, however, does not
preclude him from eventually adopting a stance afataint humanism, granting
humanity and its works a small but crucial place in his perception of the universe. A
genuinely ouof-touch, wouldbe aristocrat probably would not acknowledge this
place. Whether that end justifies his sometimes ugly meansetising for
individual readers and critics to decide, but Lovecraft canneirbglydismissed as a
spoiled brat. He sought to conserve something of essentially metaphysical importance
and turned, as did MacDonald, Eddison and Peake, to a literary fdrivatha long
history of utility in articulating such concerns.

For this reason, if pr&olkienian secondarworld fantasy is to be seen as a
conservative form of literature, then this is more an observation on the essential
nature of the genre rather thamriticism of it. Writers who use the device do so more
to isolate, portray, and in many cases firmly interrogate the essence of what they wish

to conserve, and the threats to it. More often than not this involveschl# revisions
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of ontology. Thes@n turn require exercises of the intellect, emotions and imagination,
usually of a magnitude quite beyond that required for mere-ful§ttiment.

The worldbuilders presented in this thesis are not fulfilling wishes, except
perhaps in an incidental ser(&ldison and Lovecratft certainly go out of their way to
create worlds that conform to lofty, or at least precise, aesthetic ideals). Rather, they
are addressing the issue of why they have wishes at all. These four all found
themselves querying what it wasbe real. In the course of doing so all caness a
sinequanoii MacDonal dds God, Eddisondéds Goddess,
Peakebds drive f or Tithe absaufegameeakiaglimpartantenu ni o n
of which could be neither clearijustrated nor convincingly supported by empirical
explanation or realistic depiction. Relocation into the realms of the imagination was
required. Since these people were critiquing the nature of the universe as a whole,
even the common rhetorical techmég(as WR Irwin would class it; 63) of placing
supernatural elements in our world would not suffice. Whole new worlds had to be set
up on motivating principles that would portray these ontological absolutes, either in
terms of their immediacy and applickiyi (as in the works of MacDonald and
Eddion) or its potential remoteness (as in the works of Lovecraft and Peake).

Pointedly, however, all four wordduilders also insert ordinary people,
accustomed to conventional standards of ontology, into thesevagds. The only
exception to this rule is Eddison, who does the precise opposite by bringing (or,
depending upon which position on Eddi sonoés
most comfortable, returning) his gods to Earth. While this might seemdqbtent
exception, it actually accomplished exactly the same thihg forms, fates and
motivating principles of the invented world and the real one are placed in direct and
del i berate contrast to each ot lhsr. Eddi son:
arguably its most powerful exemplahe was quite@xplicitly comparing Earth with
Zimiamvia. MacDonald, Lovecraft and Peake all do something very similar
Anodos, Vane, the faculty at Miskatonic, Titus and Steerpike are all, despite
important differaces contingent upon their respective contexts, of a piece. Their job
is not simply to provide the supernatural with something to be super to, which would
be the case if their creators were merely doing what Eddison is accused af doing
wittering aboutlie exotic and the fanciful. What these characters, these Tolkienian
mortal men, do is provide a crucial control sample in the ontological experiments

inherent in a fullyrealised secondary world.
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The essential absence of any such character Tiwn/Norm Qroboros
(Lessingham disappears from that narrative after a few pages) may well have
something to do with the small following Eddison has so far acquired. Without any
such control sample, the bellowing supermen of Mercury have nobody to slow them
down, butconversely have little to offer readers beyond a series of histrionic stunts.
Readers who, reasonably enough, start thei
first novel are within their rights to dismiss him as a mere prose pyrotechnician.
Withoutreal i ng further, however, they would mis:
novels and their very direct, explicit focus on Lessingham and his respective fates in
two worlds operating on two different motivating principles. In maintaining (and
progressivelyefining) this focus, Eddison grew into a webdilder, and Zimiamvia
into a world, of substance, just as the other writers examined in this thesis eventually
became. What the presence of such characters as Lessingham, Titus or Professor Dyer
does is focuattention on the differences between the world the writer has invented
and the one in which he lives. Such characters ventwikingly, intentionally or
otherwisee i nt o, as Lovecraftdés Nahum Gardner put
astheyishee o (AThe Col our out of Spaceodo 185) i
and imagination. The fact that Eddison did this later in his caraed in reverse to
the other authors, placing a god on Earth instead of a man in Heakeald not be
taken as point against him. He was, quickly enough, pushed into using the same
pattern as other wordHuilders. All of these writers were chronicling of an expedition
into the nem a nrlansl between ideals and realities, seeking to determine the precise
extent andhature of the gap between that which exists and that which should exist,
and indeed the standards by which anything can be said to exist at all.

Fantasy is marvelous fun. Those writers and readers who enter Fairy Land on
working visas, however, will finthat they can vastly broaden their intellectual,
emotional and spiritual horizons. As pulp fantasist RA Salvatore said in an interview |
guoted in my introduction, AFantasy fans a
theydre hungry reawaaseemgo.want ailittley moeerowd of thee o p |
world than what theybébve been seeing. Many
(Weinlein 84). Salvatore formed that opinion through his interactions with readers of
his own Dr i zzti bdoks @ritkendasrder far @ puldisher seeking to
commercially harness a preexisting intellectual property. That such seemingly
straightforward literature appeals to an audience with such profound amecdéaing
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demands is an indication of its artistic worth and an esaapent of fantasy as a

genre. Salvatore and most of his fellow genre fantasists freely concede their debt to
JRR Tolkien, but they stand upon the shoulders of more than one giant. The reasoned
and responsible use of the Perilous Realm, as practiced bgeadacDonald, ER
Eddison, HP Lovecraft and Mervyn Peake, allows us to see reality as a whole from
outside and interrogate it in startling and penetrating ways. For writers who depict our
own world in a genuinely new way, illustrating not only incidentah8 or attributes

such as an absence of dragons or vampires but the basic, fundamental merits and
flaws of reality itself, it presents an invaluable tool. Such concerns are by their very
nature wideranging, and illustrations of them, properly renderee cansequently

very powerful. They present absolute necessities that realism cannot accurately
depict. And necessity is, after all, the mother of invention.
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