
      
         	
         
      

   
      
         
         
         
         
      

      
         
         
         
            	
            Stephen King 
and Philosophy
            

            
         

         
         
         
            	
            Great Authors in Philosophy

            
         

         
         
            	
            General Editor: Jacob M. Held,
 editor of Dr. Seuss and Philosophy

            	

            	
            The Great Authors and Philosophy series is for anyone who ever wondered about the
               deeper ideas in their favorite authors’ books. Comprising entertaining, concise, and
               accessible takes on the philosophical ideas that classic and contemporary authors
               and their work convey, the books in this series bring together philosophical perspectives
               enhanced and illuminated by beloved stories from our culture.
            

            	
            
         

         
         
         
            
            Current and Forthcoming Titles in the Series

            	

            
            Stephen King and Philosophy, edited by Jacob M. Held
            

            
            Jane Austen and Philosophy, edited by Mimi Marinucci
            

            
            Mark Twain and Philosophy, edited by Alan Goldman
            

            
         

         
      

      
         
         
            	
            Stephen King 
and Philosophy
            

            
         

         
         
         
            	
            

            
         

         
         
         
            	
            Edited by Jacob M. Held

            











            
         

         
         
         

         
         
         
            	
            ROWMAN & LITTLEFIELD

            	
            Lanham • Boulder • New York • London

            
         

         
         
      

      
         
         
         
            	








            	
            Published by Rowman & Littlefield

            	
            A wholly owned subsidiary of 
The Rowman & Littlefield Publishing Group, Inc.
            

            	
            4501 Forbes Boulevard, Suite 200, Lanham, Maryland 20706

            	
            https://rowman.com

            	

            	
            Unit A, Whitacre Mews, 26-34 Stannary Street, London SE11 4AB, United Kingdom

            	

            	
            Distributed by NATIONAL BOOK NETWORK

            	

            	
            Copyright © 2016 by Rowman & Littlefield

            	

            	
            All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical
               means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission
               from the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote passages in a review.
            

            	

            	
            British Library Cataloguing in Publication Information Available

            	

            	
            Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

            
            Names: Held, Jacob M., 1977– editor.

            
            Title: Stephen King and philosophy / edited by Jacob M. Held. 

            
            Description: Lanham : Rowman & Littlefield, 2016. | Series: Great authors and philosophy
               | Includes bibliographical references and index. 
            

            
            Identifiers: LCCN 2016016519 (print) | LCCN 2016020596 (ebook) | ISBN 9781442253841
               (pbk. : alk. paper) | ISBN 9781442269767 (electronic) 
            

            
            Subjects: LCSH: King, Stephen, 1947—Criticism and interpretation. | Philosophy in
               literature. 
            

            
            Classification: LCC PS3561.I483 Z8784 2016 (print) | LCC PS3561.I483 (ebook)  DDC
               813/.54—dc23
            

            	
            LC record available at http://lccn.loc.gov/9781442253841

            	

            
         

         
         
         
            	
             TM The paper used in this publication meets the minimum requirements of American National
               Standard for Information Sciences Permanence of Paper for Printed Library Materials,
               ANSI/NISO Z39.48-1992.
            

            	

            	
            Printed in the United States of America

            
         

         
      

      
         
         
            
            For Wallace,

            
            One of my reminders of what matters.

            

            
         

         
      

   
      Introduction

      
         
         
         Jacob M. Held

         
         On Writing Popular Philosophy

         
         
      

      
      I’ve been working in the philosophy and popular culture genre for years, since the
         very beginning of my career, in fact. My career is intimately tied to, and in fact
         inseparable from, work on popular culture. But it has come at a cost. I’ve had to
         combat naysayers who diminish my work as lacking in some aspect they deem essential
         to legitimate philosophy or academic scholarship—perhaps it’s too readable, too relatable.
         Real philosophy is dense, impenetrable, so esoteric as to be unknown, and so obscure
         as to be irrelevant. But I’ve also had to combat my own expectations, the suspicion
         that even if I don’t recognize the naysayers, their intuitions may be correct. Maybe
         what I do is trivial, the philosophical equivalent of a Big Mac and fries. 
      

      
      I have reconciled myself with myself on this matter; and the answer lies between nihilism
         and eudaimonism. Anything I do, in the cosmic view of things, will be trivial. Everything
         will be forgotten. And even if it’s remembered, why does that matter? If I seek to
         emulate Aristotle or Kant, and should I succeed, what do I gain? They gain nothing
         from their notoriety; they are long dead. And were they never to have appeared would
         the world have missed them, lamented the absence of unknown geniuses? Surely not.
         Someone would’ve filled their vacant seats, someone else who now would also be long
         dead. And so here nihilism creeps in. Nothing matters in the long run because, as
         the economist John Maynard Keynes (1883–1946) so eloquently put it, in the long run
         we’re all dead. But it can’t end there. Rejecting the desire for reputation or recognition
         frees one up for something else, namely, magnanimity, or eudaimonia. So I reject the
         criticisms, both proffered by my discipline and academic peers, and leveled against
         me by my own worst critic, myself, and accept who I in fact am, a philosopher who
         can’t but engage with popular culture, who has to do philosophy that is relevant,
         relatable, and yes . . . fun. It’s all I can do, so I’ll do it well. But then there’s
         always someone ready with a jibe, ready to force me to relive, yet again, this inner
         drama. 
      

      
      So I’d like to begin with an anecdote. This series, the Great Authors and Philosophy
         series, was years in the making. There were some false starts, but finally I got the
         call, or rather the e-mail, and then the contract. I was offered two books to start
         the series: one on Stephen King and another on Jane Austen.[1]   I jumped at the chance to edit the Stephen King book. It’d be an excuse to read
         a ton of Stephen King, plus it’s truly ripe material for this style book. I began
         sending out a call for abstracts and soliciting essays from friends and colleagues.
         Then I got a response from one of my colleagues, a friend, who actually contributed
         to this book, a response that irritated me. 
      

      
      I had sent out an e-mail indicating that the inaugural volume of the “Great Authors”
         series would be a book I was editing on Stephen King, and I received the response:
         “When did Stephen King become a great author?” My first thought: “When did you become
         a critic, you ass?” But I stepped back and realized that in this singular sentence
         were all the criticisms waged against me, my work, and my field for the past decade.
         And a response came to me. Why had I not seen this before? I don’t have to justify
         what I do. The burden of proof is on the critic. And this type of dismissal of popular
         art, culture, or philosophy is more often indicative of an unjustified snobbery than
         a legitimate assessment of rigor or worth. 
      

      
      The type of criticism indicated above, whether it is aimed at philosophy and popular
         culture generally or Stephen King specifically evinces a repugnant snobbery. Now,
         I’m not a relativist. All things are not equally valuable. I am not against standards
         or judgment. Standards are good, and standards need to be maintained, but standards
         relevant to and tied to the essence of a thing or practice. Snobbery is something
         else; it speaks to the snob, not to the quality of that which they criticize. Consider
         the snob. 
      

      
      The idea that King isn’t a great author, but instead pulp or garbage fiction, is not
         uncommon. He even adopts a self-deprecating demeanor when he equates his work to the
         literary equivalent of McDonald’s—not the finest cuisine available, but good enough
         and enjoyed by millions. So someone disparages you and your choice of reading material,
         say, ’Salem’s Lot, while that individual chooses a “classic,” A Farewell to Arms. Your popular fiction is about vampires, the other person’s is about war. Yours is
         only forty years old, his or hers almost ninety. Or perhaps someone criticizes your
         taste in films or television programs as juvenile. For instance, a snob may claim
         that men dressing in drag and engaging in slapstick humor is beneath them, juvenile,
         base. Monty Python and the Kids in the Hall is lowbrow humor. But the same phenomena,
         namely, cross-dressing tomfoolery, is acceptable and high art if it’s done by “The
         Bard.” These types of examples point out the foolishness behind the snob’s critique
         and lay bare its motivation, not the maintenance of high standards for comedy or literature,
         but the maintenance of one’s position as a snob or critic. One who lauds Shakespeare
         while disparaging Monty Python both fails to appreciate Monty Python, and often merely
         demonstrates that they have tied their self-worth to the stature of Shakespeare. If
         Shakespeare is great, then surely some of that greatness rubs off on the critic who
         lauds Shakespeare and sets him above all others. They are the elite and occupy a privileged
         position because they can appreciate truly great works like those of their chosen
         author, Shakespeare. Their sense of worth is tied to their tastes, their consumptive
         habits, and in order to maintain their status as “better than,” they must first disparage
         “the common,” or “the banal.” Snobbery is nothing short of the adult version of playground
         politics, raising one’s own position by lowering another, and just as on the playground
         it says nothing about the victim of the insult and everything about the instigator.
         Snobbery of this sort cannot go unchecked. It is not legitimate criticism. So although
         I’ve made peace with this line of criticism, for the most part, I’d be remiss if I
         didn’t respond, even preemptively, in a book on Stephen King and philosophy. 
      

      
      Popular Fiction, Popular Philosophy

      
      The academic assault on popular art is well documented and can be summed up as the
         idea that mass art in being accessible to a large group of people must somehow lack
         depth or content. The idea seems to be that if a great many people “get it” there
         must be nothing to get, or it appeals to the lowest common denominator. But this line
         of criticism fails to appreciate that esoteric is not equivalent to valuable. Some
         things are esoteric for a reason. Sometimes nobody has heard about some work of art,
         or nobody appreciates an artist because there is nothing there. Some authors and artists
         deserve to remain unknown. Likewise, popular doesn’t have to mean valueless or worthless.
         Shakespeare, to go back to the example above, was popular art. Pay your half penny,
         grab a seat at the Globe, and listen to some fart jokes, watch guys dress in drag,
         and maybe even see a murder or two. But arguments against mass art abound including
         the well-worn idea that it’s “formulaic, not unique; that it is a commodity, and,
         therefore, neither is it disconnected from society and practical concerns, nor is
         it disinterested . . . that the responses it does elicit are ‘canned.’”[2]   But as Noël Carroll points out, things can be popular and valuable. “Like most
         human practices, mass art involves worthy and unworthy examples (morally, politically,
         and aesthetically), and it is at the level of particular cases that praise or blame
         seems appropriate.”[3]   So let’s consider Stephen King on his own merits. 
      

      
      Let’s begin with a definition of literature.

      
         What is literature but the expression of moods by the vehicle of symbol and incident?
            And are there not moods which need heaven, hell, purgatory, and fairyland for their
            expression. . . . Nay, are there not moods which shall find no expression unless there
            be men who dare to mix heaven, hell, purgatory, and fairyland together, or even to
            set the heads of beasts to the bodies of men.[4]  
         

      

      Literature is a vehicle for expressing moods as well as truths about the human condition,
         and so whatever means are necessary to express these moods are grist for the literary
         mill; and sometimes what needs to be expressed can only be done through the monstrous,
         for sometimes the human condition is monstrous, defined by the breach of the boundaries
         between the sacred and the profane, the normal and the abnormal, good and evil, right
         and wrong. Sometimes only a monster will do, so we need a monster story. Sometimes
         what is human is horrific, so we need a horror story. Stanley Fish notes, “It is not
         that the presence of poetic qualities compels a certain kind of attention but that
         the paying of a certain kind of attention results in the emergence of poetic qualities.”[5]   Fish’s point, when read in conjunction with Yeats’s quote above, suggests that
         the value of literature is to be found in whether or not the work communicates with
         the reader in a way to which the reader can relate. If this is the mark of literature,
         then great literature is literature that speaks to deep, fundamental human truths
         and experiences in a way that is relatable to the reader and that may provoke engagement
         or facilitate insight into these truths and experiences. If these truths and experiences
         are about breaches of the normal, then surely horror has a place in literature, and
         in fact may proffer deep engagement with the most profound aspects of our existence.
         Sometimes only horror can say what needs to be said. Note the opening words of “The
         Call of Cthulhu,” by another northeastern master of horror, H. P. Lovecraft (1890–1937):
      

      
         The most merciful thing in the world, I think, is the inability of the human mind
            to correlate all its contents. 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 little; but someday the
            piecing together of dissociated knowledge will open up such terrifying vistas of reality,
            and of 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 a new dark age.[6]  
         

      

      The idea expressed in the above quote, namely, that the awareness of the inconsequential
         nature of our existence will lead us to despair, or perhaps into nihilism, is driven
         home only through engagement with the Cthulhu mythos, through the affective experience
         of encountering the Deep Ones, the Old Ones, or cruel or mad Elder Gods. These tales
         leave us existentially shaken and so reinforce the importance of locating and shoring
         up values that orient us as human beings toward each other and our world. Alice Crary
         notes, “A novel, in virtue of its tendency . . . to invite a distinctive pattern of
         affective reactions, may lead us to the rational conviction that a new way of looking
         at the regions of human life with which it is concerned is correct.”[7]   Martha Nussbaum reiterates the point that only fiction can adequately or well describe
         some things.[8]   Horror shakes us up, shows us what truly matters.
      

      
      In philosophy, so often theory loses touch with reality and becomes abstract thinking
         divorced from the lives of actual humans. Yet the truths revealed in academic philosophy
         are often relevant to our lives if only they could be brought back to earth, brought
         back to us humans and shown to connect to our deepest commitments. It’s the role of
         narrative to do this, to bridge the gap between philosophy as abstract theory, ideas
         in the ether, and life as lived on the ground. Looking back at Lovecraft’s opening
         words from “The Call of Cthulhu,” we can see the message of the work: it’s about confronting
         our finitude, about our place in the universe, our apparent purposelessness or meaninglessness.
         It’s about nihilism. Whether it be in “Dagon,” “The Call of Cthulhu,” The Whisperer in Darkness, or At the Mountains of Madness, confrontation with an ancient, malevolent enormity when well expressed forces the
         reader to engage with finitude in a way simple exegesis or philosophical dialogue
         does not. Horror literature is capable of expressing elements of the human condition
         in ways philosophical discourse often cannot. Horror thereby becomes a component of
         philosophical discourse. This is one sense in which I would argue that Stephen King
         is a great author; he is a master of drawing out our deepest commitments and forcing
         us to reaffirm our most cherished values. 
      

      
      Existential Horror

      
      Noël Carroll notes that “the attraction of supernatural horror is that it provokes
         a sense of awe which confirms a deep-seated human conviction about the world, viz.,
         that it contains vast unknown forces.”[9]   Although in this case he is referencing Lovecraft, no doubt with the quote from
         “The Call of Cthulhu” noted above in mind, he is speaking to the genre itself. Carroll
         calls this attraction a paradox of the heart insofar as we are attracted to that which
         horrifies us. We are attracted to wonder, the sublime, the awesome, something before
         which we tremble in the recognition that we may be destroyed by or lost in it. It
         is terrifying in that it inspires terror, as do the deepest and most profound mysteries
         of the universe, for they rightfully put us in our place as insignificant, cosmically
         speaking. But supernatural horror, or horror in general, doesn’t just speak to this
         awe and wonder. It also provokes a response. Horror, done well, speaks to meaning
         and order in a frightful universe. Horror is reassuring even as it unsettles us. 
      

      
      Where Carroll uses the term “supernatural horror,” King refers to “existential horror.”[10]   In existential horror one wonders, “Why is this happening?” and is offered the
         response, “Because it is.” Such horror puts humanity in the same helpless position
         Lovecraft places it, but not necessarily because of the looming threat of the Old
         Ones or the Deep Ones. Sometimes the horror, sometimes the threat, is just part of
         being human. It is this sense of vulnerability that horror speaks to. But horror’s
         response is often reassuring. Horror throws us into uncertainty, unmasks our vulnerability,
         but then steers us toward a resolution, a reaffirmation of those values that we hold
         dear and that ultimately define us. It is in this sense that horror is existential,
         as well as conservative. Horror often seeks to conserve those values that matter most
         to who we are. 
      

      
      Carroll notes that the conservatism of horror may often mask a political ideology
         rooted in racism, or other less than admirable values. He notes Lovecraft’s own racist
         undertones.[11]   Surely he is right. The Shadow over Innsmouth does speak to miscegenation fears, the concern that mingling pure blood with a tainted
         strain will produce a monstrous mongrel stock, one that threatens our way of life
         and humanity’s very existence. It also speaks to a “genetics = destiny” narrative
         that has fostered and reinforced racist narratives throughout history. But not all
         conservatism seeks to conserve that which is sinister. Although historically conservatism
         may have sought to conserve white supremacy, one can also speak to conserving moral
         value, decency, meaning, and order, and not all orders are racist, sexist, or xenophobic.
         This is the conservatism King speaks to in using the self-described “pompous” metaphor
         of the horror tale evoking the outbreak of Dionysian madness in an Apollonian existence.
         He claims that the horror tale evinces a disturbing crack between our normal world
         and chaos, but that in the end the nightmare is over and a “steady state [is] restored.
         . . . Equilibrium never felt so good.”[12]   This steady state, this equilibrium, is about the normal, and order that allows
         us to function as humans, that facilitates our well-being, as opposed to chaos and
         disorder. Read Desperation and/or The Regulators. We’d rather live in a world without Tak, and if seeking order in the face of Tak’s
         chaos is conservative, if seeking a world where good/right/love triumphs over evil/wrong/hatred
         is conservative, then so be it. Horror is rooted in transgression, the breaking of
         the bounds of normalcy, pushing the limits of the acceptable. But it does so to elucidate
         the limits of human existence, the limits of the human condition, and once the breach
         is too great it aims at resolution, a way home again to order and meaning in the face
         of a chaotic world. 
      

      
      The themes in the horror genre lend themselves naturally to interrogating the limits
         of the human condition, and the emotional response generated by horror motivates our
         engagement with these themes. King refers to horror as a “dance of dreams.”[13]   Horror, he claims, awakens the child in us and, he notes, children are bent. Children
         think around corners. Horror invigorates our imagination, requiring us to think around
         the corners of life. In this way horror helps us to reenvision what matters most.
         King notes, “If the horror story is our rehearsal for death, then its strict moralities
         make it also a reaffirmation of life and good will and simple imagination.”[14]   Horror is conservative, and some things matter enough that they ought to be conserved.
         Horror challenges our norms, pushes them to the limits, and often times breaks them
         to smithereens, only to have them come back restructured, reconfigured, and reinforced.
         “So the norm emerges stronger than before; it has been, so to say, tested; its superiority
         to the abnormal vindicated.”[15]   In this sense, horror may actually be able to do more than philosophy. It may be
         able to express what the dry and flat language of academia fails to capture: the necessity
         of cultivating a praiseworthy and truly human existence in the face of suffering and
         doubt. Horror literature can be transformative, or a protreptic in favor of living
         a praiseworthy, examined life rooted in community and built on foundational commitments
         to well-being. Human beings are motivated by more than simply logic and evidence.
         We need more than mere arguments to motivate us to pursue what is most important,
         and here literature may prove to be a needed complement to the project of academic
         philosophy. 
      

      
      The Philosophical Equivalent of 
a Big Mac and Fries?
      

      
      So let’s return to the academic concern, the idea that somehow popular philosophy,
         or philosophy that engages with popular culture, isn’t valuable as philosophy. But
         what is philosophy? What is its purpose? Philosophy itself seems to be nothing other
         than a critical, methodological approach to all facets of the human condition in an
         attempt to find and ground meaning and thus craft a praiseworthy existence. So a legitimate
         question to ask is whether literature, in this case horror, is helpful in this endeavor.
         We might also ask whether horror literature is an invitation to do philosophy or philosophy
         proper. That is, does horror simply raise philosophical issues or is it doing philosophy
         itself? This is similar to the question Edward Harcourt poses when he wonders if literature
         is an example of moral philosophy or an invitation to do moral philosophy.[16]   And although I think this is a valuable question, I’ll not address it in depth
         here. We know fiction can instigate and motivate philosophical thinking and it seems
         prima facie true that often in works of literature theories, doctrines, and policies
         are proffered, interrogated, or refuted in ways akin to strict academic philosophy.
         What I find most pressing for this current book is recognition of the fact that fiction
         provides a bridge between academic philosophy and the common, lived, and relatable
         experiences of the majority of humankind. Thus, by means of engaging with literature
         academic philosophers are able to overcome the “curse of knowledge” of their discipline,
         the fact that they often cannot speak to nonacademics about their field since their
         vocabulary is too technical or obtuse, and so their wisdom, their hard-won truths
         go unacknowledged. And if you are rarely read, and never understood, what good is
         there in your work, other than a self-satisfied pat on the back? At least you know
         that you know about something nobody else knows about. But intellectual masturbation
         seems a shallow end for the task of academic philosophy. Wisdom is for all of us;
         the examined life is not for academics alone. All this leads to the conclusion that
         philosophy, if it is to be relatable and so relevant, needs to operate in the idioms
         of those people to whom it is trying to relate, to whom it is relevant. Plato used
         myth, Saint Augustine used confessionals, and we’ll use Stephen King. Horror can act
         as an opportunity to raise important questions, interrogate ideas and themes, reaffirm
         our deepest commitments, motivate us toward a reflective life, and do so in a way
         relatable to people as they actually exist in a way relevant to their actual lives.
      

      
      Philosophers are prone to use thought experiments. It’s just unfortunate that so many
         of them are poorly constructed, or simply fall flat. But in fiction we have entire
         worlds severed from our own, yet remarkably similar and relevantly analogous so that
         we are free to explore and play with any concept imaginable all the while being left
         with an avenue back to our world where the lessons learned in Haven, Castle Rock,
         or Mid-World can be brought to bear on our lives. Fiction offers philosophy much-needed
         assistance. As noted by Nussbaum, fiction offers the opportunity to present “a fine
         rendering of [a particular] life.” She notes that often in fiction, only “language
         this dense . . . can adequately tell the reader what [the author] believes to be true.”[17]   Additionally, Harcourt states, “Form is inseparable from content: some contents
         require a non-argumentative form to be conveyable at all.”[18]   This point is similar to one raised by Colin McGinn regarding moral philosophy.
         McGinn claims that in and through novels we live life’s many challenges, we live them
         in ways that force sympathy and empathy, that drive us to be connected to other humans
         that equally suffer and thus reconnect us to our commitment to others, and ultimately
         to those values, hopes, dreams, and ideals that define us. He states, “The fictional
         work can make us see and feel good and evil in a way no philosophical tract can— unless it takes on board what
         literary works achieve so well.”[19]   Through fiction our ethical knowledge is “aesthetically mediated,” and this mediation
         forms a bridge between the truths of academic philosophy and the narratives of our
         everyday lives. This harkens back to what King says about children being “bent” and
         “thinking around corners.” It relates back to horror being a “dance of dreams” where
         our imagination is rekindled. Horror can play a crucial role in providing the narrative
         through which we can access the full range of experiences that define human existence,
         play out scenario after scenario, and bring back this experiential knowledge to our
         lives, and it does so beginning with an emotional response, by triggering our prerational
         commitment to those foundational values that define who we are. Horror reminds us
         why we care about those things about which we do care. King is a great author because
         he is a master of generating this experience. I only wish academic philosophy was
         as adept at communicating these truths about the human condition. We can try. It is
         in this spirit that I offer you Stephen King and Philosophy, the first in the Great Authors and Philosophy series. 
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      Chapter 1

      There Is No God in Desperation

      
         
         
         
         C. Taylor Sutton and Jacob M. Held

         
         Tak and the Problem of Evil

         
         
      

      
      There is something about the worlds Stephen King creates—Haven, Castle Rock, Mid-World—that
         speak to a fundamental aspect of human existence: life is full of suffering. We are
         immersed in a world of loss and define ourselves by how we respond. The horrors King
         paints, although often supernatural, are more often mirrors of the mundane world of
         banal human existence. Sure, vampires are scary, but ’salem’s Lot wasn’t pleasant
         before they arrived. And although Tak decimates Desperation, David Carver had known
         loss before he ever entered that small Nevada town. In fact, for most of King’s stories
         the supernatural merely augments the amount of suffering his characters experience,
         but not the fact that they suffer fundamentally. We are always already awash in evil,
         in pain and suffering. This is the human condition, and it is a problem we have collectively
         been seeking to rectify since we had the intelligence to recognize it. We wonder:
         “Why do we suffer?” And the religiously minded among us ponder: “Why would God allow
         so much suffering?” 
      

      
      In Desperation, David Carver speaks to God. He has a one-on-one relationship with Him. God offers
         David advice and at times instructs him. There are also indications that God intervenes
         to save David (e.g., by allowing him to squeeze through jail bars far too narrow for
         his head). But even so, even with God as his copilot, David has doubts. David saw
         his sister, Pie, killed by Collie Entragian and left at the bottom of the stairs like
         a discarded rag doll. Later he sees her dangling from a clothes hook: “Pie who walked
         around ants on the sidewalk because she didn’t want to hurt them.”[1]   He sees his mother possessed by Tak, used up, and thrown away. His father dies
         before his very eyes. David knows God, David speaks to God, and yet he also knows
         suffering. So where is God, and what good is He? 
      

      
      Desperation, aside from being a fantastic Stephen King horror novel, is an exploration into the
         problem of evil as classically presented by philosophers and theologians. If God exists,
         and if God is all-powerful and good, then why does evil exist? With respect to this
         problem, David Hume (1711–1776) notes in his Dialogues concerning Natural Religion that “Epicurus’s old questions are yet unanswered. Is [God] willing to prevent evil,
         but not able? Then is he impotent. Is he able, but not willing? Then is he malevolent.
         Is he both able and willing? Whence then is evil?”[2]   This is the problem of evil. 
      

      
      The World Is Sunk in Evil

      
      The existence of God is supposed to be a comforting thought for the believer, all
         hellfire and damnation aside. That an omniscient, omnipotent, and perfectly benevolent
         (omnicompetent for short) being exists, created, and oversees this world should provide
         us some sense of assurance. But believing in a God seems cold comfort when you’re
         watching an ancient evil tear through town
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