Modern Critical Views

AMES JOYCE

Edited and with an introduction by

HAROLD BLOOM




Modern Critical Views

JAMES JOYCE

Edited with an introduction by

Harold Bloom

Sterling

CHELSEA HOUSE PUBLISHERS
New York
Philadelphia



PROJECT EDITORS: Emily Bestler, James Uebbing
ASSOCIATE EDITOR: Maria Behan

EDITORIAL COORDINATORS: Karyn Gullen Browne
EDITORIAL STAFF: Perry King, Bert Yaeger
DESIGN: Susan Lusk

Cover illustration by Frank Steiner

Copyright © 1986 by Chelsea House Publishers, a division of
Main Line Book Co.

Introduction copyright © 1986 by Harold Bloom

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted, in
any form or by any means, without the written permission of the publisher.

Printed and bound in the United States of America
109 8 7 6 5 4 3 2
Library of Congress Cataloging in Publication Data

James Joyce.

(Modern critical views)

Bibliography: p.

Includes index.

Summary: Nineteen critical essays on the Irish writer
and his works.

1. Joyce, James, 1882-1941—Clriticism and interpretation
—Addresses, essays, lectures.  [1. Joyce, James,
1882—1941—Criticism and interpretation—Addresses,
essays, lectures. 2. English literature—Irish authors
—History and criticism—Addresses, essays, lectures]

I. Bloom, Harold.  Il. Series.
PR6019.09Z6335 1986 823".912 85-25553
ISBN 0-87754-625-8



CHELSEA

H O USE

P UBLI

S HERS

Modern Critical Views

HENRY ADAMS

EDWARD ALBEE

A. R. AMMONS

MATTHEW ARNOLD

JOHN ASHBERY

W. H. AUDEN

JANE AUSTEN

JAMES BALDWIN

CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

SAMUEL BECKETT

SAUL BELLOW

THE BIBLE

ELIZABETH BISHOP

WILLIAM BLAKE

JORGE LUIS BORGES

ELIZABETH BOWEN

BERTOLT BRECHT

THE BRONTES

ROBERT BROWNING

ANTHONY BURGESS

GEORGE GORDON, LORD BYRON

THOMAS CARLYLE

LEWIS CARROLL

WILLA CATHER

CERVANTES

GEOFFREY CHAUCER

KATE CHOPIN

SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE

JOSEPH CONRAD

CONTEMPORARY POETS

HART CRANE

STEPHEN CRANE

DANTE

CHARLES DICKENS

EMILY DICKINSON

JOHN DONNE & THE
17th-CENTURY POETS

ELIZABETHAN DRAMATISTS

THEODORE DREISER

JOHN DRYDEN

GEORGE ELIOT

T. S. ELiOT

RALPH ELLISON

RALPH WALDO EMERSON

WILLIAM FAULKNER

HENRY FIELDING

F. SCOTT FITZGERALD

GUSTAVE FLAUBERT

E. M. FORSTER

SIGMUND FREUD

ROBERT FROST

Further titles in preparation.

ROBERT GRAVES
GRAHAM GREENE
THOMAS HARDY
NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE
WILLIAM HAZLITT
SEAMUS HEANEY
ERNEST HEMING WAY
GEOFFREY HILL
FRIEDRICH HOLDERLIN
HOMER

GERARD MANLEY HOPKINS
WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS
ZORA NEALE HURSTON
HENRY JAMES

SAMUEL JOHNSON

BEN JONSON

JAMES JOYCE

FRANZ KAFKA

JOHN KEATS

RUDYARD KIPLING

D. H. LAWRENCE
JOHN LE CARRE
URsULA K. LE GUIN
DORIS LESSING
SINCLAIR LEWIS
ROBERT LOWELL
NORMAN MAILER
BERNARD MALAMUD
THOMAS MANN
CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE
CARSON MCCULLERS
HERMAN MELVILLE
JAMES MERRILL
ARTHUR MILLER

JOHN MILTON
EUGENIO MONTALE
MARIANNE MOORE
Ir1S MURDOCH
VLADIMIR NABOKOV
JOYCE CAROL OATES
SEAN O'CASEY
FLANNERY O'CONNOR
EUGENE O’NEILL
GEORGE ORWELL
CYNTHIA QZICK
WALTER PATER
WALKER PERCY
HAROLD PINTER
PLATO

EDGAR ALLAN POE

POETS OF SENSIBILITY &
THE SUBLIME
ALEXANDER POPE
KATHERINE ANNE PORTER
EZRA POUND
PRE-RAPHAELITE POETS
MARCEL PROUST
THOMAS PYNCHON
ARTHUR RIMBAUD
THEODORE ROETHKE
PHILIP ROTH
JOHN RUSKIN
J. D. SALINGER
GERSHOM SCHOLEM
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE (3 vols.)
HISTORIES & POEMS
COMEDIES
TRAGEDIES
GEORGE BERNARD SHAW
MARY WOLLSTONECRAFT SHELLEY
PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY
EDMUND SPENSER
GERTRUDE STEIN
JOHN STEINBECK
LAURENCE STERNE
WALLACE STEVENS
TOM STOPPARD
JONATHAN SWIFT
ALFRED LORD TENNYSON
WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY
HENRY DAVID THOREAU
LEO TOLSTO!
ANTHONY TROLLOPE
MARK TWAIN
JOHN UPDIKE
GORE VIDAL
VIRGIL
ROBERT PENN WARREN
EVELYN WAUGH
EUDORA WELTY
NATHANAEL WEST
EDITH WHARTON
WALT WHITMAN
OSCAR WILDE
TENNESSEE WILLIAMS
WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS
THOMAS WOLFE
VIRGINIA WOQLF
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH
RICHARD WRIGHT
WILLIAM BUTLER YEATS



Modern Critical Views

JAMES JOYCE




Editor’s Note

This book gathers together a representative selection of the best
criticism available on the writings of James Joyce, arranged in chronological
order of publication. The emphasis is on recent criticism, though I have
begun the volume with Samuel Beckett’s excursus on Dante, Bruno, Vico
and Joyce, which was the splendor of Our Exagimination Round his Factifi-
cation for Incamination of Work in Progress (1929). This is preceded by my
“Introduction,” a Bloomian excursus upon the Jewishness of Bloom and
upon Joyce'’s agon with Shakespeare. Beckett’s secret burden is Joyce's agon
with the great Italians, and in some sense [ find that the unintentional
burden of S. L. Goldberg’s meditation upon Joyce and Homer.

Richard Ellmann, Joyce’s biographer and definitive scholar, prefers
to see Joyce as a lord of eminent domain, beyond agon and anxious only
to incorporate as many influences as he possibly can. The first of Ellmann’s
two pieces in this volume gives us Bloom as Shelleyan Prometheus, cou-
rageously defying the Citizen in the “Cyclops” episode. It is followed here
by the novelist Anthony Burgess, with his unmatched description of “the
Dublin sound” of Joyce'’s language. Harry Levin's ruminations upon the
manuscript version of Ulysses are succeeded by Ellmann’s second analysis,
this time of those elements in Joyce’s consciousness that conducted inces-
sant guerrilla warfare against the institutions of Ireland, the Roman Catholic
Church in particular. Hugh Kenner, pope of the alternative tradition to
that of Ellmann in Joyce studies, wittily reads Molly as a returned Muse
who is beyond mere objectivity.

A new movement in Joyce studies, much influenced by current
modes of criticism, is represented by many of the subsequent essays. Jennifer
Schiffer Levine’s analysis of originality and repetition in Finnegans Wake
and Ulysses emphasizes the reader’s work in the process of continually
reformulated speculations. Deborah Pope, considering Stephen’s versions
of heaven and hell in the Portrait, sees them as creative misreadings of one
another. In an intricate tracing of the relation between literary ancestors
or paternal figures and Joyce’s obsessive themes of paternity, Mary T. Rey-
nolds illuminates the complex stance that Joyce takes up toward Dante.
With Karen Lawrence’s account of the “Eumaeus” episode in Ulysses, we



are shown how deliberate a defense Joyce made of his language against his
own aesthetic heritage, and ultimately against all prior language.

The varieties of critical reading augment in diversity with the move-
ment to Roland McHugh'’s admirable plain speaking about the experience
that Finnegans Wake offers persistent common readers. This is counterbal-
anced by two notable Marxist critiques, with Fredric Jameson’s placement
of Ulysses in history, and an economical reading of Joyce’s one drama,
Exiles, by Raymond Williams. An attempt to counter male psychological
criticism of Molly Bloom’s concluding interior monologue is carried through
with equal economy by Gabriele Schwab.

Francis Warner’s judicial overview of Joyce’s verse is followed by
the late Sir William Empson’s defense of Joyce’s “intentions” in Ulysses,
in a polemic aimed at the school of Kenner. A distinguished instance of a
belated school, “Post-Structuralist Joyce,” is provided by Daniel Ferrer’s
deconstructionist reverie upon the “Circe” episode. This book ends in a
way fitting to Joyce, with a circular return to beginnings in Dubliners,
perhaps the finest single volume of short stories in the English language.
Patrick Parrinder’s comprehensive survey demonstrates again how perma-
nently Joyce recorded a crucial part not only of the moral history of his
country, but of the literary culture of the West.
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Introduction

1

It is an odd sensation to begin writing an introduction to a volume of Joyce
criticism on June 16, 1985, particularly if one’s name is Bloom. Poldy is,
as Joyce intended, the most complete figure in modern fiction, if not indeed
in all Western fiction, and so it is appropriate that he have a saint’s day
in the literary calendar: Bloomsday. He is, thankfully, no saint, but a mild,
gentle sinner; in short, a good man. So good a man is he that even the
critic Hugh Kenner, who in his earlier commentary saw Poldy as an instance
of modern depravity, an Eliotic Jew as it were, in 1980 could call Joyce’s
hero “fit to live in Ireland without malice, without violence, without hate.”
How many are fit to live, in fact or fiction, in Ireland or America, without
malice, without violence, without hate? Kenner, no sentimentalist, now
finds in Poldy what the reader must find: a better person than oneself.

Richard Ellmann, Joyce’s biographer, shrewdly says of Poldy that
“he is not afraid that he will compromise his selfhood.” Currently fashion-
able criticism, calling itself “Post-Structuralist Joyce,” oddly assimilates
Joyce to Barthes, Lacan, Derrida; producing a Poldy without a self, another
floating signifier. But Joyce’s Poldy, as Ellmann insists, is heroic and
imaginative; his mimetic force allies him to the Wife of Bath, Falstaff and
Sancho Panza, and like them his presence is overwhelming. Joyce’s pre-
cursors were Dante and Shakespeare, and Poldy has a comprehensiveness
and immediacy worthy of his ancestry. It is good to remember that, after
Dante and Shakespeare, Joyce cared most for Wordsworth and Shelley
among the poets. Wordsworth’s heroic naturalism and Shelley’s visionary
skepticism find their way into Poldy also.

How Jewish is Poldy? Here I must dissent a touch from Ellmann,
who says that when Poldy confronts the Citizen, he states an ethical view
“more Christian than Judaic.” Poldy has been unbelieving Jew, Protestant
and Catholic, but his ethical affirmations are normative Jewish, as Joyce
seems to have known better than Ellmann does. When Poldy gazes upon
existence, he finds it good. The commonplace needs no hallowing for Poldy.
Frank Budgen, taking the hint from Joyce, emphasizes how much older
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Poldy seems than all the other inhabitants of Joyce’s visionary Dublin. We
do not think of Poldy as being thirty-eight, prematurely middle-aged, but
rather as living in what the Hebrew Bible called olam: time without bound-
aries. Presumably, that is partly why Joyce chose to make his Ulysses Jewish
rather than Greek. Unlike a modern Greek, Poldy is in surprising continuity
with a lineage of which he has little overt knowledge. How different would
the book have been if Joyce had centered on a Greek living in Dublin?
The aura of exile would not be there. Joyce, the Dubliner in exile, tasting
his own stoic version of a Dantesque bitterness, found in Poldy as wandering
Jew what now seems his inevitable surrogate. Poldy, not Stephen, is Joyce’s
true image.

Yet Poldy is certainly more like Homer’s Ulysses than like the Yah-
wist’s Jacob. We see Poldy surviving the Cyclops, but not wrestling with
one among the Elohim in order to win a new name for himself. Truly
Jewgreek, Poldy has forsworn the Covenant, even if he cannot escape from
having been chosen. Joyce, too, has abandoned the Church, but cannot
escape the intellectual discipline of the Jesuits. Poldy’s sense of election is
a little more mysterious, or perhaps it is Joyce’s sense of his hero’s election
that is the true mystery of the book. At the end of the Cyclops episode,
Joyce evidently felt the necessity of distancing himself from Poldy, if only
because literary irony fails when confronted by the heroic pathos of a
creation that defies even Joyce's control.

—Are you talking about the new Jersusalem? says the citizen.
—7I'm talking about injustice, says Bloom.
—Right, says John Wyse. Stand up to it then with force like men.

But that is of course not Poldy's way. No interpolated sarcasm,
however dramatically wrought, is able to modify the dignity of Poldy’s
rejoinder:

—But it's no use, says he. Force, hatred, history, all that. That’s not life
for men and women, insult and hatred. And everybody knows that it's

the very opposite of that that is really life.
—What, says Alf.

—Love, says Bloom. | mean the opposite of hatred.

Twelve delirious pages of hyperbole and phantasmagoria follow,
detailing the forced exit of the noble Poldy from the pub, and ending in
a grand send-up indeed:

When, lo, there came about them all a great brightness and they beheld
the chariot wherein He stood ascend to heaven. And they beheld Him
in the chariot, clothed upon in the glory of the brightness, having raiment
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as of the sun, fair as the moon and terrible that for awe they durst not
look upon Him. And there came a voice out of heaven, calling: Elijah!
Elijah! And he answered with a main cry: Abba! Adonai! And they beheld
Him even Him, ben Bloom Elijah, amid clouds of angels ascend to the
glory of the brightness at an angle of forty-five degrees over Donohoe’s in
Little Green Street like a shot off a shovel.

. It is all in the juxtaposition of “ben Bloom Elijah” and “like a shot
off a shovel,” at once a majestic deflation and a complex apotropaic gesture
on Joyce’s own part. Like Falstaff and Sancho Panza, Poldy runs off with
the book, and Joyce’s strenuous ironies, dwarfing the wit of nearly all other
authors, essentially are so many reaction-formations against his love for
(and identity with) his extraordinary hero. Homer’s Ulysses may be as
complete as Poldy, but you wouldn’t want to be in one boat with him (you
would drown, he would survive). Poldy would comfort you in every sorrow,
even as he empathizes so movingly with the pangs of women in childbirth.

Joyce was not Flaubert, -who at once was Madame Bovary and yet
was wholly detached from her, at least in aesthetic stance. But how do you
maintain a fixed stance toward Poldy? Falstaff is the monarch of wit, and
Sancho Panza the Pope of innocent cunning. Poldy’s strength, as Joyce
evidently intended, is in his completeness. “The complete man” is nec-
essarily a trope, but for what? On one side, for range of affect, like Ten-
nyson’s Ulysses, Poldy is a part of all that he has met. His curiosity, his
susceptibility, his compassion, his potential interest—these are infinite. On
another side, for cognitive activity, Poldy, unlike Stephen, is certainly not
brilliant, and yet he has a never-resting mind, as Ulysses must have. He
can be said to have a Shakespearean mind, though he resembles no one
in Shakespeare (a comparison of Poldy and Shylock is instructive). Poldy
is neither Hamlet nor Falstaff, but perhaps he is Shakespeare, or Shake-
speare reborn as James Joyce, even as Stephen is the younger Dante rein-
carnated as Joyce. We can think of Poldy as Horatio to Stephen’s Hamlet,
since Horatio represents us, the audience, and we represent Shakespeare.
Poldy is our representative, and it is Joyce’s greatest triumph that increas-
ingly we represent him, as we always have and will represent Shakespeare.

Post-Structuralist Joyce never wearies of reminding us that Poldy is
a trope, but it is truer to say that we are tropes for Poldy, who as a super-
minesis of essential nature is beyond us. I may never recover from a walk
through a German park with a dear friend who is the most distinguished
of post-Structuralists. When I remarked to him, in my innocent cunning,
that Poldy was the most lovable person in Western fiction, I provoked him
to the annoyed response that Poldy was not a person, but only language,
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and that Joyce, unlike myself, knew this very well. Joyce knew very well
that Poldy was more than a person, but only in the sense that Poldy was
a humane and humanized God, a God who had become truly a bereft
father, anguishing for his lost Rudy. Poldy is not a person only if God is
not a person, and the God of the Jews, for all his transcendental sublimities,
is also very much a person and a personality, as befits his immanent sub-
limities. Surely the uniqueness of Yahweh, among all the rival godlings, is
that Yahweh is complete. Yahweh is the complete God, even as Poldy is
the complete man, and God, after all, like Poldy, is Jewish.

11

French post-Structuralism is of course only a belated modernism, sihce
everything from abroad is absorbed so slowly in xenophobic Paris. French
Hegel, French Freud, French Joyce are all after the event, as it were, just
as French romanticism was a rather delayed phenomenon. French Joyce is
about as close to the text of Ulysses and Finnegans Wake as Lacan is to the
text of Three Essays on the Theory of Sexuality or Derrida to Hegel and
Heidegger. Nor should they be, since cultural belatedness or Alexandri-
anism demands the remedy of misprision, or creative misreading. To say
that “meaning” keeps its distance from Poldy is both to forget that Poldy
is the Messiah (though which Messiah is not clear) and that one name
(Kabbalistic) for Yahweh is “language.” The difference between Joyce and
French Joyce is that Joyce tropes God as language and the belated Parisians
(and their agents) trope the Demiurge as language, which is to say that
Joyce, heroic naturalist, was not a Gnostic and Lacan was (perhaps un-
knowingly).

As a knowing Gnostic, | lament the loss of Joycean heroic naturalism
and of Poldy’s natural heroism. Let them deconstruct Don Quixote; the
results will be as sorrowful. Literary criticism is a mode which teaches us
not only to read Poldy as Sancho Panza and Stephen as the Don, but more
amiably takes us back to Cervantes, to read Sancho as Poldy. By a Borgesian
blessing in the art of mistaken attribution, we then will learn to read not
only Hamlet and the Inferno as written by Joyce, but Don Quixote as well,
with the divine Sancho as an Irish Jew!

Joyce necessarily is closer to Shakespeare than to Cervantes, and
Joyce’s obsession with Hamlet is crucial in Ulysses. His famous reading of
Hamlet, as expounded by Stephen, can be regarded as a subtle coming-to-
terms with Shakespeare as his most imposing literary father in the English
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language. Ellmann, certainly the most reliable of all Joyce scholars, insisted
that Joyce “exhibits none of that anxiety of influence which has been
attributed to modern writers. . . . If Joyce had any anxiety, it was over not
incorporating influences enough.” This matter is perhaps more dialectical
than Ellmann realized. Not Dante, but Shakespeare is Joyce’s Virgil, as
Ellmann also notes, and just as Dante’s poetic voice matures even as Virgil
fades out of the Commedia, so Shakespeare had to fade out of Ulysses even
as Joyce's voice matured.

In Stephen’s theory, Shakespeare is the dead king, rather than the
young Hamlet, who becomes the type of the Romantic artist, Stephen
himself. Shakespeare, like the ghost, has been betrayed, except than Anne
Hathaway went Gertrude one better, and cuckolded the Bard with both
his brothers. This sexual defeat has been intensified by Shakespeare’s loss
of the dark lady of the sonnets, and to his best friend, a kind of third
brother. Shakespeare’s revenge is to resurrect his own dead son, Hamnet,
who enters the play as Prince Hanilet, with the purpose of vindicating his
father’s honor. Such a resurrected son appears to be free of the Oedipal
ambivalences, and in Joyce’s view does not lust after Gertrude or feel any
jealousy, however repressed, for the dead father. So Stephen and Poldy,
as two aspects of Shakespeare/Joyce, during the “Circe” episode gaze into
a mirror and behold a transformed Shakespeare, beardless and frozen-faced
(“rigid in facial paralysis”). I do not interpret this either as the view that
Poldy and Stephen “amount only to a paralytic travesty of a Shakespeare”
(W. M. Schutte) or that “Joyce warns us that he is working with near-
identities, not perfect ones” (Ellmann). Rather, I take it as a sign of
influence-anxiety, as the precursor Shakespeare mocking the ephebe Joyce:
“Be like me, but you presume in attempting to be too much like me. You
are merely a beardless version, rigid in facial paralysis, lacking my potency
and my ease of countenance.”

The obscene Buck Mulligan, Joyce’s black beast, weakly misreads
Hamlet as masturbation and Poldy as a pederast. Joyce himself, through
Stephen, strongly misreads Hamlet as the cuckold’s revenge, a play presum-
ably likelier to have been written by Poldy than by Stephen. In a stronger
misreading still, I would suggest that Joyce rewrites Hamlet so as to destroy
the element in the play that most menaces him, which is the very different,
uncannily disinterested Hamlet of Act V. Stephen quotes the subtle Sa-
bellian heresy that the Father was Himself His Own Son. But what we may
call the even subtler Shakespearean heresy (which is also Freudian) holds
rather that the Son was Himself His Own Father. This is the Hamlet of
Act V, who refers to his dead father only once, and then only as the king.
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Joyce’s Hamlet has no Oedipus complex. Shakespeare’s Hamlet may have
had one, but it passes away in the interval between Acts IV and V.

Stephen as the Prince does not convince me; Poldy as the ghost of
the dead king, and so as Shakespeare/Joyce, is rather more troublesome.
One wishes the ghost could be exorcised, leaving us with the fine trinity
of Shakespeare/Poldy/Joyce, with Poldy as the transitional figure reconciling
forerunner and latecomer, a sort of Messiah perhaps. Shakespeare is the
original Testament or old aesthetic Law, while Joyce is the belated Tes-
tament or new aesthetic dispensation. Poldy is the inter-Testamentary fig-
ure, apocryphal and apocalyptic, and yet overwhelmingly a representation
of life in the here and now. Joyce went on to write Finnegans Wake, the
only legitimate rival to Proust’s vast novel in the Western literature of our
time. More than the difficulties, both real and imaginary, of the Wake have
kept Joyce’s common readers centered upon Ulysses. Earwicker is a giant
hieroglyph; Poldy is a person, complete and loving, self-reliant, larger and
more evocative even than his book.



SAMUEL BECKETT

Dante... Bruno. Vico.. Joyce

’-[I:e danger is in the neatness of iden-
tifications. The conception of Philosophy and Philology as a pair of nigger
minstrels out of the Teatro dei Piccoli is soothing, like the contemplation
of a carefully folded ham-sandwich. Giambattista Vico himself could not
resist the attractiveness of such coincidence of gesture. He insisted on
complete identification between the philosophical abstraction and the em-
pirical illustration, thereby annulling the absolutism of each conception—
hoisting the real unjustifiably clear of its dimensional limits, temporalising
that which is extratemporal. And now here am I, with my handful of
abstractions, among which notably: a mountain, the coincidence of con-
traries, the inevitability of cyclic evolution, a system of Poetics, and the
prospect of self-extension in the world of Mr. Joyce’s Work in Progress.
There is the temptation to treat every concept like “a bass dropt neck fust
in till a bung crate,” and make a really tidy job of it. Unfortunately such
an exactitude of application would imply distortion in one of two directions.
Must we wring the neck of a certain system in order to-stuff it into a
contemporary pigeon-hole, or modify the dimensions of that pigeon-hole
for the satisfaction of the analogymongers? Literary criticism is not book-
keeping.

Giambattista Vico was a practical roundheaded Neapolitan. It
pleases Croce to consider him as a mystic, essentially speculative, “disdeg-
noso dell’ empirismo.”” It is a surprising interpretation, seeing that more than
three-fifths of his Scienza Nuova is concerned with empirical investigation.

From James Joyce/Finnegans Wake: A Symposium. Our Exagimination Round His Factification
for Incamination of Work in Progress. Copyright © 1929 by Sylvia Beach. New Directions
Books. A
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Croce opposes him to the reformative materialistic school of Ugo Grozio,
and absolves him from the utilitarian preoccupations of Hobbes, Spinoza,
Locke, Bayle and Machiavelli. All this cannot be swallowed without pro-
test. Vico defines Providence as: ‘‘una mente spesso diversa ed alle volte tutta
contraria e sempre superiore ad essi fini particolari che essi womini si avevano
propositi; dei quali fini ristretti fatti mezz per servire a fini pitt ampi, gli ha sempre
adoperati per conservare 'umana generazione in questa terra.”’ What could be
more definitely utilitarianism? His treatment of the origin and functions of
poetry, language and myth, as will appear later, is as far removed from the
mystical as it is possible to imagine. For our immediate purpose, however,
it matters little whether we consider him as a mystic or as a scientific
investigator; but there are no two ways about considering him as an in-
novator. His division of the development of human society into three ages:
Theocratic, Heroic, Human (civilized), with a corresponding classification
of language: Hicroglyphic (sacred), Metaphorical (poetic), Philosophical
(capable of abstraction and generalisation), was by no means new, although
it must have appeared so to his contemporaries. He derived this convenient
classification from the Egyptians, via Herodotus. At the same time it is
impossible to deny the originality with which he applied and developed its
implications. His exposition of the ineluctable circular progression of So-
ciety was completely new, although the germ of it was contained in Gior-
dano Bruno’s treatment of identified contraries. But it is in Book 2, described
by himself as “tutto il corpo . . . la chiave maestra. . . dell opera” that appears
the unqualified originality of his mind; here he evolved a theory of the
origins of poetry and language, the significance of myth, and the nature of
barbaric civilization that must have appeared nothing less than an imper-
tinent outrage against tradition. These two aspects of Vico have their
reverberations, their reapplications—without, however, receiving the fain-
test explicit illustration—in Work in Progress.

It is first necessary to condense the thesis of Vico, the scientific
historian. In the beginning was the thunder: the thunder set free Religion,
in its most objective and unphilosophical form—idolatrous animism: Re-
ligion produced Society, and the first social men were the cave-dwellers,
taking refuge from a passionate Nature: this primitive family life receives
its first impulse towards development from the arrival of terrified vagabonds:-
admitted, they are the first slaves: growing stronger, they exact agrarian
concessions, and a despotism has evolved into a primitive feudalism: the
cave becomes a city, and the feudal system a democracy: then an anarchy:
this is corrected by a return to monarchy: the last stage is a tendency
towards interdestruction: the nations are dispersed, and the Phoenix of
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Society arises out of their ashes. To this six-termed social progression cor-
responds a six-termed progression of human motives: necessity, utility,
convenience, pleasure, luxury, abuse of luxury: and their incarnate man-
ifestations: Polyphemus, Achilles, Caesar and Alexander, Tiberius, Cali-
gula and Nero. At this point Vico applies Bruno—though he takes very
good care not to say so—and proceeds from rather arbitrary data to philo-
sophical abstraction. There is no difference, says Bruno between the small-
est possible chord and the smallest possible arc, no difference between the
infinite circle and the straight line. The maxima and minima particular
contraries are one and indifferent. Minimal heat equals minimal cold.
Consequently transmutations are circular. The principle (minimum) of one
contrary takes its movement from the principle (maximum) of another.
Therefore not only do the minima coincide with the minima, the maxima
with the maxima, but the minima with the maxima in the succession of
transmutations. Maximal speed is a state of rest. The maximum of corrup-
tion and the minimum of generation are identical: in principle, corruption
is generation. And all things are ultimately identified with God, the uni-
versal monad, Monad of monads. From these considerations Vico evolved
a Science and Philosophy of History. It may be an amusing exercise to take
an historical figure, such as Scipio, and label him No. 3; it is of no ultimate
importance. What is of ultimate importance is the recognition that the
passage from Scipio to Caesar is as inevitable as the passage from Caesar
to Tiberius, since the flowers of corruption in Scipio and Caesar are the
seeds of vitality in Caesar and Tiberius. Thus we have the spectacle of a
human progression that depends for its movement on individuals, and which
at the same time is independent of individuals in virtue of what appears to
be a preordained cyclicism. It follows that History is neither to be considered
as a formless structure, due exclusively to the achievements of individual
agents, nor as possessing reality apart from and independent of them, ac-
complished behind their backs in spite of them, the work of some superior
force, variously known as Fate, Chance, Fortune, God. Both these views,
the materialistic and the transcendental, Vico rejects in favour of the
rational. Individuality is the concretion of universality, and every individual
action is at the same time superindividual. The individual and the universal
cannot be considered as distinct from each other. History, then, is not the
result of Fate or Chance—in both cases the individual would be separated
from his product—but the result of a Necessity that is not Fate, of a Liberty
that is not Chance (compare Dante’s “yoke of liberty”). This force he called
Divine Providence, with his tongue, one feels, very much in his cheek.
And it is to this Providence that we must trace the three institutions



