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the production of film equipment to the pro-
duction of films themselves, and Ms. Guy
became one of Gaumont's first directors. It is
said that she was only allowed to direct films
on the condition that she do the film during
“off hours,” and that this work must not in-
terfere with her “proper” duties as a typist
and stenographer. In any event, Leon
Gaumont judged her early directorial efforts
a distinct success, and although he continued
to insist that she work in his office as a secre-
tary, he allowed her to continue to direct as
well, backing a number of one-reel shorts
which Guy directed throughout 1896.

In an interview with Francis Lacassin (151-
4), shortly before her death, Ms. Guy claimed
that she began making films before the pio-
neer French cinema artist, Georges Melies.
Inasmuch as Melies” own records of his pro-
ductions during this period are open to a
good deal of interpretation, this places Alice
Guy at the very beginning of the cinema in-
dustry, along with Melies and the Lumiere
Brothers, and in view of the zeal with which
she began producing films after her debut as

'It is only fair to note that a great deal of controversy
surrounds the date of this production. Francis Lacassin,
in an article in Sight and Sound (“Out of Oblivion: Alice
Guy Blaché” (Summer 97): 151-4) states that the film
must have been produced in 1897 or 1898, although he
notes that Gaumont had been producing 60mm cinema
cameras as early as 1896. More recently, in The Memoirs
of Alice Guy Blaché, Lacassin dates the film as being
produced in 1900 (on pg. 136 of the Memoirs), despite
the vehement objections of Alice Guy’s daughter, Simone
Blaché, and the detailed recollection of Ms. Guy herself,
as she notes on pgs. 25-26 of the Memoirs.

Having reviewed the evidence here, it seems to me
that Lacassin is mistaken and has been misled by an
arbitrary cataloging system instituted by Gaumont,
which was created after-the-fact to catalogue its films.
The detail and accuracy of Ms. Guy’s account of the
production of the film, as well as the documented ve-
racity of her other claims in her Memoirs, lead me to
believe that La Fee Aux Choux was indeed produced in
1896, as she insists. However, if a copy of this film has
been preserved in the Cinematheque Francais, as she
indicates, it has since been either lost or misfiled.

There is also no copy of La Fee Aux Choux in the
Gaumont Archives in Joinville-le-Pont, France. Accord-
ing to Assistant Curator Manuela Padona, Gaumont
does possess copies of the March, 1906 version of La Vie
Du Christ (Length: 600 meters; a remake of Guy’s 1898
or 1899 production of the same name [length of the
original film, 220 meters]), Sur La Barricade (also known
as L'Enfant de la Barricade [88 meters]), and three other
titles. None of these films are currently available for
rental. This information was provided to me by Dr.
Dana Polan; 1 am grateful for his assistance in the
preparation of this article.
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a director, her relative historical anonymity
seems quite undeserved.

Alice Guy’s first films used non-profes-
sional actors and actresses; now, she began to
use those professionals who would consent
to appear in the new, untried medium. The
only performers who would risk their careers
and reputations by working in the cinema
were jugglers, acrobats, and vaudeville per-
formers, such as Henri Gallet or Roulet-
Plessis. Whomever she was able to induce to
appear in her films, Ms. Guy went ahead,
using what facilities were placed at her dis-
posal, making films which cut across all ge-
neric limitations. Comedies, dramas, Gothic
melodramas, religious spectacles: all of these
areas were grist for her fertile imagination. A
brief sampling of the films she made from
1896-1906 includes such titles as Faust and
Mephisto, La Legende de Saint-Nicolas, La Fee
Printemps, Charmant Froufrou, and Le Noel de
Pierrot.

By all accounts, Alice Guy worked very
quickly on the set, and urged her protagonist
and extras to “BE NATURAL” (indeed, when
she founded her own production company,
Solax, a number of years later, Alice Guy had
a large sign made up with this admonition,
and had it posted prominently above all the
sets she worked on as a director), as she
strove to help her performers to break away
from artificial stage mannerisms and adapt to
the more intimate staging requirements of
the cinema.? (As we will see, she was not
entirely successful in eliciting “natural” per-
formances from her stage-trained stock com-
pany, but the performances in Ms. Guy’s films
were always relaxed and enthusiastic.) Not
content with the standard staging practices
of the day, Ms. Guy began experimenting
with close-ups early on, and by 1904, she was
composing entire films in terms of close-ups,
such as her production of La Premiere Ciga-
rette (August 1904). This film shows, in a
medium close-up, the reactions of a young
boy who is smoking his first cigarette; it has
often been mis-attributed to Emile Cohl, as
Lacassin points out (152).

From these early, modest projects, Ms. Guy
advanced to more ambitious productions. She
began turning out one-reel comedies ata pro-

*Letter from Frank Leon Smith, Films in Review (April,
1964): 254-5.






work for Gaumont, in that they encompassed
thrillers, horror melodramas, comedies, ro-
mances, and even operatic subjects, which
she filmed in lavishly mounted three-reel
productions using a process similar to
Gaumont’s Chronophone. Such films as The
Pitand the Pendulum (1913), The Shadows of the
Moulin Rouge (1913), Mickey’s Pal (1912), and
many, many others established Ms. Guy’s
second undeservedly ignored contribution to
the history of the cinema. During the same
time that Griffith was making films for
Biograph, Ms. Guy was making similarly
ambitious narratives, and in many of them,
she used the naturalistic techniques which
Griffith is often credited as first introducing
to the medium. A few examples of this in-
clude her penchant for shooting exterior shots
on location whenever possible (although she
would revert to the studio for historical spec-
tacles), her demand for more “natural” per-
formances from her actors, a love of authentic
action (Wanamaker notes that for her 1912
film The Sewer, Alice Guy used real sewer rats
to attack the film’s hero on cue (13)), and a
desire to surprise and amuse her audience in
all she attempted. For her three-reel produc-
tion of Dick Wittington And His Cat, released
March 1, 1913, Alice Guy spent $35,000 to
produce the film, and used “a cast of 200, an
army of rats, and 26 sets of period England”
(Wanamaker 13). To all of this, only Herbert
Blaché offered any real opposition, forbid-
ding Alice Guy to use dynamite in one of her
films, and directing scenes of The Yellow Traf-
fic which he thought too perilous for his wife
to handle (Lacassin 154).

Although only a handful of Ms. Guy’s films
survive, in those films that do still exist, we
can see Alice Guy exploring a number of
interesting visual and syntactical strategies.
As will be later noted in this paper, precise
directorial attribution of the Solax films is
often difficult. We do not know for certain
that Alice Guy personally directed any of the
surviving Solax films, and they may have
been the work of either Edward Warren or
Harry Schenk (Lacassin 153). Nevertheless,
as the guiding force behind the Solax Com-
pany, Alice Guy’s directorial vision must cer-
tainly be said to have informed, to some de-
gree, the construction of all Solax films.

His Double, a tale of romance and mistaken
identity, is typical of the surviving Solax films.
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Grace Burleston, a young woman, wishes to
marry the man she truly loves, but is tempo-
rarily thwarted in this ambition by her father,
who wishes her to marry “Count Laking
Coyne” (“lacking coin”). However, the
Count’s moustache makes him easy to imper-
sonate, and Grace’s true love, Jack, does ex-
actly this. No split-screen work of any kind is
used to carry off this “duplication of iden-
tity”; two actors with similar features are
employed to stage the scenes. The highlight
of the film is a pantomime sequence in the
hallway of the Burleston home, as Jack, stand-
ing in for a conveniently missing mirror, cop-
ies the Count’s actions perfectly. At the con-
clusion of the film, Jack, in disguise as the
Count, is married to Grace. Immediately af-
ter the wedding ceremony, Grace’s father dis-
covers the deception, and is furious. The min-
ister, however, admonishes him, and points
to the “Eleventh Commandment” in a Bible
he has used to conduct the ceremony: “thou
shalt not swear when thou are outwitted.” At
length, the father relents, and agrees to the
duplicitous marriage. Most of the action in
His Double is staged in a single set, the living
room of the Burleston home. A wide angle
lens is used, and close-ups are almost nonex-
istent, except in the mirror sequence discussed
above. Exteriors are photographed with natu-
ral light; interiors are obvious stage sets. In
these strategies, Alice Guy mirrors the work
of her contemporaries, particularly D. W.
Griffith, who intercut obvious studio sets with
near neo-realist exteriors in many of his early
films.

In A House Divided, the best known of the
Solax films, similar visual strategies are em-
ployed, with the only significant difference
being the number of sets that are used. In the
latter film, there are at least four major sets
that are intercut to tell the story, that of a
young couple who, due to a series of misun-
derstandings, refuse to speak to each other
except through notes. The film also offers a
caustic commentary on the place of attorneys
in the marital contract, as the couple’s jointly-
shared lawyer enthusiastically approves of
this domestic rupture, as long as he is paid to
draw up the documents to enforce it. There
are a few more close-ups used in the film, but
on the whole, the direction is straightforward
and unadorned. The camera stays approxi-
mately 12 feet from the subjects, photograph-






observed comment upon therole of dress and
presentation in the creation of one’s sexual
identity. It is one of the structural conceits of
the film that when the two policemen wear
wigs and skirts, their true gender is effec-
tively concealed; even though their faces are
clearly masculine, the other characters refuse
to recognize them as men, so long as they
wear traditional “feminine” clothing.

One of the policemen is married; Guy in-
serts a sub-plot in which the detective’s wife,
sure that her husband is being unfaithful,
returns home to her mother with some of the
clothing her husband is using to realize his
disguise. The other policeman spends time in
an up-scale restaurant, attracting the atten-
tions of a Fatty Arbuckle-like admirer, with
whom he makes a date for a rendezvous for
the following day. Both of these situations
are developed in an innocent fashion, neatly
skirting any serious issues of gender-identi-
fication and sexual placement the two sub-
plots might have raised. Yet one still gets the
feeling that Alice Guy knew precisely what
she was exploring in Officer Henderson, even
if she chose not to develop her material in
more serious directions. Solax films were pri-
marily popular entertainments, and Guy and
her co-directors strove to satisfy the Ameri-
can appetite for primitive comedy; this does
not mean, however, that Ms. Guy was any
less adventurous in her choice of the material
for these films.

Matrimony is a persistent theme in the sur-
viving Solax films; often, the heroine must
overcome the objections of either her hus-
band-to-be, or a doltish patriarch, to effect
the requisite happy ending. In Canned Har-
mony and His Double, it is the father who
objects to the proposed match; in both cases,
the woman refuses to marry anyone but the
desired object of her affection. Through a
combination of aural and visual deception
(the wig and moustache in Double; the same
disguise, with the addition of a prop violin
and the aid of an off-screen phonograph, in
Harmony), the woman is at last able to marry
the man of her choice. In Matrimony’s Speed
Limit it is the husband-to-be who objects to
the match, but only because of his compara-
tive poverty. Realizing this, the young woman
concocts a flimsy ruse, inventing a mysteri-
ous relative who will leave the young man a
fortune, but only if he marries by noon of that
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day.

Much of Matrimony’s Speed Limit is taken up
with the man’s desperate search for a mate,
any mate, in order to beat the twelve o’clock
deadline. (There is one unfortunate racist
“joke” used here: one of the women the young
man accosts is heavily veiled. When she re-
moves her hat, we see that she is black. The
young man reacts with horror, and runs away.
The “joke” is all the more distressing because
of its inclusion in a film created under the
supervision of a woman who knew first-hand
of the deleterious effects of sexism.) Predict-
ably, the man meets his true beloved in time,
and the two are married just before the stroke
of noon. The new bride then reveals her de-
ception and is immediately “forgiven” by her
new husband. One of the titles in His Double
assures the viewer that “everything is fair in
love and war”; this theme is repeated again
and again in the Solax comedies. This preoc-
cupation with marriage is all the more ironic
when one considers that in her own affairs of
the heart, Alice Guy did not experience the
satisfaction and sense of fulfillment she grants
to the protagonists of her films.

Yet in many respects, the heroines of Solax
films are far more individual than those of-
fered by Griffith during the same period, and
Solax films seem in every way more modern
in their values than Biograph films. No doubt
this was due in large measure to Alice Guy’s
energy and vitality as a filmmaker, and as a
woman who refused to be left in the back-
ground, at least at this point in her career.

For her own part, Ms. Guy never played up
the fact that she was a “woman director” in
anotherwise male-dominated industry. When
the trade publications found out about her
“unique” position, they rushed in to exploit
her as some sort of curiosity, and Ms. Guy
went along with the publicity pragmatically,
understanding that it was good for selling
the films at the box office. She even went so
far as to allow herself to be photographed in
the electric chair at Sing Sing (Lacassin 154),
while she was visiting the prison to gather
background material for an upcoming pro-
duction, and she treated the press with what
I might best describe as a sort of cheerful
detachment. She recognized that all of the
“ballyhoo” would help sell Solax films, and it
did; with her husband, Herbert, serving as
chief marketer for Solax product, while still



















M.E. Liu

SUNDAY AFTERNOON, SUNDAY EVENING

Upstairs, in her room, my daughter writes
poetry, hoping for publication in the
school paper. I hear the keys of her type-
writer tentatively slap the page, one timid
letter at a time. Earlier they came in cascades
and I imagined the words tumbling down. I
expect they will spill out more generously
again, for I have recognized a rhythm.

We are alone, my daughter and . It is early
afternoon, beautiful and autumnal. I have
opened the French doors leading out onto the
patio where we attempted to eat breakfast
together. It was too cold then, the blue sky
belied cold weather. A brisk wind blew the
napkins about and drove us inside. Now,
hours later, it is still brisk, but not so windy
that the doors can’t be left open. These doors
stand at the end of the library and the library
opens beyond the living room where I now
sit. I can see over the paper through the series
of rooms out the door to the garden and the
great outcropping of granite on which the
house is founded and in which my wife
planted all sorts of attractive bulbs last sum-
mer, plants whose names I do not know, but
whose beauty I nonetheless appreciate. There
is a fault which runs down the center of this
outcropping which, no doubt, follows the
course of its form into the ground and under
the foundation. Above ground, my wife
packed the fault with earth so that every
spring the most beautiful vines and flowers
would sprout from it. My daughter has be-
gun typing again and, as I look out through
the series of rooms to my wife’s handiwork
outside [ can, by the exercise of a little imagi-
nation, experience contentment. More than
the smart jackets and wool skirts which hang
on the right side of the closet and still bear
her fragrance, these plants remind me of my
wife and convince me of her continuing pres-
ence. I can, without difficulty, imagine that
she is out there now, unseen in a section of
the garden not visible from my position on
the couch, stooping to transfer a shoot which
she nurtured on a sill, into the earth.
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My wife would have approved of my
daughter’s poetic efforts. I like to think that
poetry and gardening share a common spirit
of patience. On any other Sunday my daugh-
ter would be working on her college applica-
tions, but this weekend is an exception. She
offered to read me the work she has amassed
these past two days later, at dinner, but I
reminded her that tonight I will be having a
guest.

“Dr. Kagon,” I said. “Dr. Kagon will be
here. Remember?”

Dr. Kagon is a woman. A psychiatrist. [t is
ironic that my daughter has forgotten since
the dinner has come about only as a result of
her relentless prodding. A modern girl, she is
convinced that since my wife passed away |
should begin “dating” (her word). The din-
ner will be my third “date” with Dr. Kagon,
but the preceding “dates” were tennis/lunch
dates and I'm not sure they count in my
daughter’s estimation.

Dr. Kagon belongs to the tennis club my
wifeandIjoined five years ago. I estimate her
age at thirty-seven. She is easily lobbed and
has a weak serve. The tennis club is filled
with single women in their mid to late thirties
and, like most of them, Dr. Kagon’s principal
interest seems to be aerobics, not tennis. My
wife, one of the few women I've ever known
with a really hard top spin forehand, used to
make fun of these aerobicly-minded women
and in particular, the metallic, skintight lycra
body suits that some would wear. I myself
never expressed an opinion.

My wife and I played mixed doubles with
Dr. Kagon on two or three occasions. I cannot
remember Dr. Kagon’s partners, but there
were several, which is not surprising since
the games were very occasional, separated by
months. In any case, I had not spoken to the
doctor for over a year until I met her again at
a club-sponsored cocktail party. I had been
standing alone at a side table when Dr. Kagon
approached and, after a long conversation
which lasted almost the entire evening, gave












is running parallel to my own.

“Exactly where do you live?” I ask, turning
the conversation in new directions.

She names the street. It is not far, maybe
three miles.

“An apartment house, one-bedroom, but
it’s big and it’s rent-controlled,” she says.
“It’s good for now,” she adds apologetically.

We discuss the cleaning service she hires
once a week, an extravagance, I think, for
someone living in a one-bedroom apartment,
but I do not share this with Dr. Kagon.

“Forty dollars a visit, but it’s really worth
it,” she says.

I myself have never considered hiring a
cleaning service. The possibility has never
occurred to me. My daughter and I divide
chores in the same democratic fashion that
we divided chores when my wife was alive
except thatnow we don’t seem to use as much
of the house as before. Last week my daugh-
ter suggested I sell and move into an apart-
ment. After all, she reasoned, next year she
will be in college. When she said it the idea
struck me like a blow, a betrayal, but she was
only trying to be helpful.

“A professional cleaning service . .., I
repeat.

“I usually get home late from work,” says
Dr. Kagon, “and I'm just too exhausted to do
anything but watch television. The job’s re-
ally stressful,” she adds, shaking her head.

I take the cue and ask about the job. Her
specialty is substance abuse counseling. Most
of her clients are alcoholic, married to alco-
holics, or have alcoholic parents. They all
have her home phone number and call in
their frequent times of crisis. She spends her
day receiving and diffusing the psychic bur-
den of dozens of troubled people and natu-
rally, the pressure takes its toll. The club is a
release, of course. Aerobics, twenty vigorous
flights on the Stairmaster, a half a mile in the
pool. . . tensionis shed in sweat, but still you
can’t get rid of it all, she admits. I pour her
another drink.

She tells the war stories of her work, tales of
misguided passion, incest, beatings, hospi-
talization. Through them all there runs a com-
mon theme of injustice borne beyond reason:
the wife who stays with the abusive husband,
the father’s sexual harassment of a daughter.
The tales of misery are fascinating, but the
chicken is ready so we withdraw to the din-
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ing room where I light the candles, sheepish
and apologetic as 1 dim the lights, embar-
rassed at the romantic trappings.

“It makes the food look better,” I say.

I eat slowly, listening to Dr. Kagon discuss
her Club Med vacation last spring. It was, she
said, a terrific release from the tension she
had built up at work. She tells stories of tur-
quoise water and 13 volleyball nets, tennis
courts and aggressive single men. The place
was idyllic, the sports challenging, but the
people ... she describes them with disdain,
and yet I sense that she did not find them half
so objectionable as she now claims.

We discuss her own counselor, a wonderful
sympathetic woman from the South Shore.
Every psychologist doing this kind of work
goes to some kind of therapy, she says. I
envision legions of psychiatrists, psycholo-
gists, and psycho-analysts, each pouring their
psycho-burdens out to a professional counse-
lor who in turn imparts those burdens to
another counselor and so on, an infinite chain
of psychic unloading . . ..

We discuss her next vacation, an Austrian
ski trip. She plans to go with another woman
from the club, an excellent skier. The only
problem is that this other woman suddenly
wants to bring her new lover, also a member
of the club. I recognize the name. Heisan “A”
tennis player, a man with an accent who wears
his collars up. This man, says Dr. Kagon, is a
typical European with a macho need to score
with every attractive woman he meets, his
accent ever thick with sexual innuendo. If she
insists on bringing him, says Dr. Kagon, she
will ski with her parents in Chamonix in-
stead. Her father, she says, was in an elite
mountain corps during the war. It is always
fun, she says, to ski with him. The problem
with this arrangement is her mother. Her
mother is afraid on skis and her father will be
reluctant to leave her on the easy trails. He
will ski beside her all day long and if Dr.
Kagon tempts him away her mother will be-
come cranky and difficult. It is always the
same behavior, even when they are not ski-
ing. Her mother demands constant attention
from her father and Dr. Kagon finds herself
competing for his time. We discuss Dr.
Kagon’s mother . . ..

But now we are back in the living room,
sitting on the couch. The dishes are in the
sink and a single cushion separates us. Dr.

























Ivan Wernisch

A WALK AROUND THE BREWERY

Along the wall and to the left
along the wall and to the left along the wall
and to the left along the wall and to the left

The smell of grain is diminishing
The dust is rising
The smell of grain is diminishing

There’s still some time before dark
To the left along the wall and to the left
along the wall

along the wall
along the wall

As far as that house there
the hidden gardens
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the other hand, leaves us helpless, numb, and
hallucinant before events.

Paul Fussell has argued that it is extraordi-
narily difficult, though not impossible, to
describe modern warfare with real ad-
equacy.'” It is perhaps even more difficult for
Bly. The Vietnam war is not, after all, his
personal experience, except as he may expe-
rience it second-hand. As we have seen also,
his allegiance to the traditions of interna-
tional surrealism, an approach deeply rooted
in personal consciousness, makes it problem-
atic for him to achieve a level of universal as
opposed to personal significance. This ques-
tion, of course, is not as simple as it seems, for
in a sense nothing is free from history. Terry
Eagleton would point out that all writers,
whether they wish to do or not, represent
certain “ideologies the ideas, values and feel-
ings by which men experience their societies
at various times.”"! Thus in one sense Bly’s
poetry is politically suggestive even when it
is most personal and perhaps in ways con-
trary to his overt intentions. On a common
sense level, however, Bly’s poetry wrestles
with the problem of achieving public signifi-
cance. Bly himself is scornful of poets who
“do not bother to penetrate the husk around
their own personalities, and therefore cannot
penetrate the husk that has grownaround the
psyche of the country either” (Quoted by
Davis 78). As we have seen, however, such
penetration is not really so easy. It is very
risky and involves struggling with one’s sur-
rounding language, culture, and society to
strike a balance between local, political ob-
jectives and the provisionally universal ob-
jectives of literature. As we shall see, Heaney
achieves such a balance more often than Bly.
Bly’s effort, increasingly, is to find mythical,
or pseudo-mythical, analogies for his essen-
tially personal consciousness, ritual enact-
ment for his mystical intuitions. His glibly
“Jungian” references to a supposed national
“psyche” are telling in this respect. His at-
tempt to propound an apocalyptic myth based
on the opposition of masculine and feminine
consciousness, fitful though it is, reflects this
need.

The long poetic sequence known as “The

""Terry Eagleton, Marxism and Literary Criticism (Ber-
keley and Los Angeles: University of California Press,
1976) viii.
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Teeth Mother Naked at Last” (Selected Poems
76) reprises and to an extent sums up Bly’s
various approaches to political poetry. As
such it often seems a jumble of “deep im-
ages,” anaphora, “television” news clips, and
protest hysterias:

B-52s come from Guam. Teachers

die in flames. The hopes of Tolstoy fall
asleep in the ant heap.

Do not ask for mercy.
The room explodes.

The children explode.

Blood leaps on the vegetable walls.

Marines kill ducks with three-hundred-
dollar shotguns

and lift cigarette lighters to light the
thatched roofs of huts.

They watch the old women warily.

* % F ok F

As soon as the President finishes his
press conference, black wings carry
off the words,

bits of flesh still clinging to them.

* % R % X %

It is a desire to eat death,

to gobble it down,

to rush on it like a cobra with mouth
open.

It is a desire to take death inside,

to feel it burning inside, pushing out
velvety hairs,

like a clothesbrush in the intestines—

That is the thrill that leads the President
on to lie.

Lines like these show Bly risking all the weak-
nesses we have discussed, and they suggest
various reasons why the poem as a whole
cannot succeed. But the breadth of a poetic
sequence offers Bly the opportunity to suc-
ceed quite powerfully, if provisionally, in
individual passages:

If one of those children came toward me
with both hands

in the air, fire rising along both elbows,

I would suddenly go back to my animal
brain,

I would drop on all fours screaming;

my vocal cords would turn blue; so










































T. Alan Broughton

RECOGNITIONS

As far as the sorrow, dear Mother, is concerned, which we have and continue to have in
separation and loss, it seems to me it is instinctive, that without that we could not resign
ourselves to separations, and that probably it will help us to recognize and find each other again
later.

—Van Gogh, to his mother

e both insisted I leave
but I stayed for months
as close as your breasts.
I have seen my own son
heaved bawling into air,
never again tethered so near
another beating heart.

Leaving the house you
shaped,

I strode in a world

made just for me,

flailing and snatching.

I gave you one more room
to clean from habit.

Now when we meet beneath
the same pine trees,

old resemblances puzzle.
Was he the one who wobbled
with outstretched arms
across first lawns? Or she
the voice who sang of cake
and little horses to come

on the far side of fever?

How often we rehearse
this final scene:

you stand and gaily wave
where the sidewalk ends.
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L. Taetzsch

CROSSING TRAJECTORIES IN THE HEART IS A LONELY HUNTER

he themes of isolation and alienation—an

unfulfilled desire to connect and to make
sense of the world—are amply documented
among the critics of Carson McCullers” The
Hearf Is a Lonely Hunter. McCullers herself
stated, “The broad principal theme of this
book is indicated in the first dozen pages.
This is the theme of man’s revolt against his
own inner isolation and his urge to express
himself as fully as possible.”’ Within this
theme the mute John Singer is the magnet
drawing Mick Kelly, Jake Blount, Dr.
Copeland, and, to some extent, Biff Brannon.
Singer’s “eyes made a person think that he
heard things nobody else had ever heard,
that he knew things no one had ever guessed
before.”? Blount, Copeland, and Mick seek an
impossible connection with Singer, while Biff
observes and thinks: “They talked, and the
mute’s expression changed as he watched
them. [t was a funny thing. The reason was it
in them or in him?” (114). Biff’s observations
and ruminations give us a more objective
perspective of Singer’s effect on the other
characters, a clearer lens through which we
can see their hunger for understanding and
human contact.

The above themes have been expounded on
thoroughly, and [ have no quarrel with them,
except that they overlook a key aspect of the
novel—the linked opposing trajectories of
Mick Kelly and Biff Brannon. These trajecto-
ries start at opposite poles and cross some-
where in the deadly time-space of the novel.
Mick Kelly begins in androgyny with high
energy, enlightenment, and artistic transcen-
dence. At the end of the novel she has become
trapped in the flesh of a sexual being, head-
ing toward confusion, exhaustion, and the

'Oliver Evans, “Author’s Outline of The Mute,” by
Carson McCullers, The Ballad of Carson McCullers (New
York: Coward-McCann, 1965) 195-215.

*Carson McCullers, The Heart Is a Lonely Hunter (New
York: Bantam, 1953) 20.
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loss of artistic drive. Biff Brannon, on the
other hand, begins in the morass of his sexual
past and moves upward toward androgyny
with its concomitant artistic awareness.

Mick begins as the androgyn—the tomboy
dressed in shorts and tennis shoe—sat the top
of her trajectory in terms of artistic vitality
and vision, where we see her literally climb-
ing to the top of aroof: “There was something
about getting to the very top that gave you a
wild feeling and made you want to yell or
sing or raise up your arms and fly” (28). Mick
is enlightened. The muse speaks to her per-
sonally, vibrantly, distinctly: “It was a funny
thing—but nearly all the time there was some
kind of piano piece or other music going on in
the back of her mind. No matter what she was
doing or thinking it was nearly always there”
(29).

At this juncture Mick is strong and confi-
dent: “M.K.—That was what she would have
written on everything when she was seven-
teen years old and very famous” (29). She
identifies with “"MOTSART,” another “young
kid” who had “made up all these beautiful
pieces for the piano and for the violin and for
a band or orchestra too” (31). Mick can iden-
tify with Mozart because she herself is an
artist and a musician. She paints pictures at
the free art class and attempts to make a
violin out of an old ukulele. She seeks out the
strains of music wherever she can find them,
even if it means stalking the rich part of town
to find homes in which radios are tuned to
classical pieces. In contrast, Mick does not
identify with her older sisters and does not
want to become like them. “’I don’t want to
be like either of you,”” she says to her sisters,
“and I don’t want to look like either of you.
And I won’t. That’s why I wear shorts. I'd
rather be a boy any day, and I wish I could
move in with Bill’” (35). With one sister, Etta,
primping “all the day long” and the other one
“good-looking but thick in the head,” it is
easy to see why Mick cannot identify with
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