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Also By Wayne Luckmann

Man is but man,

but whatever be the extent

of his reasoning powers,

they are of little avail 

when passion rages within,

and he feels himself confined 

by the narrow limits of his nature.

Goethe, The Sorrows of Young Werthe

4.16.81

Onion! Onion! My old friend! How unintentionally too long it’s been! As usual, I’ve let other things distract me, weigh me down, depress me. But here I am again after that long break trying to finish things, arranging, discarding, straightening, ready to begin again.

First a brief summary of what’s been happening at the college: I was granted the sabbatical by the Board, but no surprise, money for my leave is contingent upon the availability of funding, the funds, of course, contingent upon negotiations between faculty and administration, and the negotiations, of course, have been going nowhere, while the administration wrings its collective hands and says, “Let’s hope negotiations resolve our differences quickly.”

So I’m preparing myself for not going on leave. It’s been suggested that I might go on leave at no cost to the college which means I’d be subsidizing my leave by paying for my replacement which means I would have no income for a year which means since I’m not independently wealthy I’ll just wait to see what happens and “play it as it lays.”

I’ve been thinking of buying a condo if I can find one with an affordable price in a location with a view. I’m thinking Capitol Hill but that might be too expensive. I’m thinking of it as a place for Sophia and I to which we would return from Mexico in the spring once I retire and we’d have more than sufficient resources from my best seller breakout novel. Lots of future tripping but something to work for. “Oh, that my reach exceeds my grasp, or what’s a heaven for!” I think that’s the way Robert Browning said it.

Anyway, I find my commitment to Sophia as well my regard becoming stronger than with anyone I’ve been involved before. Our union in so many ways including the physical grows richer, more satisfying. However, I occasionally become resentful and get into one of my adolescent, petulant spaces when I think I’m not being treated fairly. We can be together for days when she suddenly decides she wants to “do her own thing” and I’m supposed to go do mine. Yet I’ve become somewhat accustomed to that move and I try to see how it helps me adjust my perspective and shows me I need to consider doing more for myself. All this seems a matter of priorities and arranging them in order of importance so I’ve decided to stop going to early-morning AA meetings and I’ll try getting to a meeting later but I’ll accept missing one after 26 months of not missing a day. My decision again is a matter of priorities. Getting to a meeting might mean I won’t see Sophia or I will have to wait to practice on Ariana later but the most important change is for me to get going on my writing whether on the dissertation or my poetry or that novel that will become a best seller especially after it’s awarded the Pulitzer and National Book Award. Hey! If I’m going to imagine success, why not go all the way!

Yet I’ve felt empty lately. Classes at the college are dull, especially when I’m anticipating going on leave and not knowing whether that will happen. I decided not to manage classes at the college this summer, especially after just having done taxes and I find the more I earn the more I pay so I’ve also decided not to teach nights. I’ve determined that with paying interest on a loan for a condo, no longer having to pay child support, and the payments I receive for the land on Camano Island I sold on contract last February, I should have reduced taxes because of less salary and more deductions. I likely will come out better, and I will have more time to do something most important to me but too often not done.

Managing classes at the college is drudgery as always and again I must do something to not consider them a burden and handle them differently, deal with different areas, make the assignments easier, more bearable and interesting for me and for students, if that’s at all possible. Perhaps I should do what I did when I managed high school classes and allowed students to suggest what areas and materials we should cover, what aspects of English we should work on that have always given them trouble. Along the same lines, I’m going to allow students to use class time to work in the library to do research for writing assignments, especially the term paper, and I’ll be there available to help them find and locate sources. I’ll also require writing assignments that are less rigorous for students, less focused on ideas, and less demanding of my attention in reading and offering comments and indicating where their use of language needs more control and remediation.

As for my own efforts, my work on the dissertation goes nowhere and I’ve been struggling to get back to doing something on that drudgery but I’m trying to relieve myself of self-pity and self-doubt that seems to be trying to fulfill my prophecy of failure. I’m aware, of course, that if I just got to work I could succeed but for some reason I’m reluctant to try to finish and achieve that goal so I have to overcome my lethargy and self-doubt and move on to something else that seems more grand and compelling.

I filled in for Dr.T in his 504 class for graduate students the other day where I met Rick, a man who had a comp class from me 14 yeas ago. We talked during the break. He introduced himself. He said my class had helped him succeed where others had done little. Such small gifts so infrequent are truly needed and welcomed.

Onion, how good to be talking to you again! I’m aware of how we used to visit frequently and how I’ve allowed myself to dig myself into a hole. Running around trying to do too much I could not commit myself to anything and could not think clearly about what I should be doing. I know one thing I should do: I should commit myself to at least a weekly session with you. I should use this time of morning for writing which would offer me opportunities for fulfillment and success. Yet I’m aware I must guard against planning outcomes that have yet to become actual. I too often strive constantly to order my life yet also too frequently I allow my efforts to fall too short of the goals I’ve set for myself.

My Reading and Writing About Literature class shows possibilities and has given me some focus. I feel a bit of interest and control at least on my part with some signs of involvement by students however much they offer. I must admit I want and need that leave so badly and I will be disappointed in not having it. But I also must be prepared to meet that disappointment by trying something else if don’t get it since disappointment is something that’s always likely considering my past experiences of falling short of what I’ve wanted.

So much of the sorting I’ve done has actually been a clearing away of debris and some of that purging has been through acceptance. Now I need to arrange what’s left and choose on what to concentrate my focus and attention. My father has been dead a year. My relationship with him a topical subject that’s developed some interest. I sent a query letter to a likely publisher and received an encouraging reply saying my topic of the father/son dyad is compelling but I should submit a proposal through an agent. So I should try doing that. I’ve done a bit more work on the project and have found some additional sources that should be useful.

What I need now more than anything is discipline and the strength to say “no” to what others demand of me and begin considering myself first. I recently came across old postcards and notes and a letter from V exclaiming her deep, abiding love, complaining of my inattention, complaining that I had caused her pain. Two months later after receiving those cards and notes I walked in to find her in bed with someone else. I wasn’t surprised having learned of her list of other partners, yet I was a bit surprised at my response.

We occasionally pass each other at the college and she keeps inviting me to call but I’ve ignored that invitation. I also greet CJ in passing but now she too mostly avoids me. She’s gone through a lot of nastiness with her former spouse and her growing indifference to me at the end of last year made me aware I no longer wanted anything she had to offer. Her bursts of laughter unpredictable and her frequent vocal self-conscious discussion of herself with some phantom friend and her diminishing response to all my vaunted moves turned me off, whereas at first she used to turn me on and I with my usual diligence would be sure she was always fully satisfied through my sexual energy and acclaimed oral skills applied with patience then allowing me to satisfy myself.

With Sophia I always know where I am, for she is almost brutally honest and open. I’ve never met anyone as immediate and uncomplicated which doesn’t mean she’s not complex and, no surprise, her frequent blowing hot and cold gives me fits and I often struggle to keep from becoming despondent.

So I guess I’ve caught up. Now I must go purge and shower and begin to get ready for work. Talking to you again has been great. I feel involved again having wanted to visit and shouldn’t have stayed away so long. See you soon to let you know what’s up. Thanks for still being here, John Onion, friend.

5.1.81

Happy May Day, Onion! I bet you’ve wondered where I’ve been. No, I didn’t go back to drinking. I’ve been too busy and didn’t have any reason or time to visit since I’ve finally begun working again slowly and my life changes in yet another way that’s significant. I’ve bought a home (it will be soon), a condominium on Greenwood Avenue North that I will be sharing with Sophia as our sanctuary. She offered to help me select it and advised me on how to furnish and decorate it. No more cast-off, hand-me-downs. Everything I bought helps increase its elegance. It’s on the first floor but has a view of Puget Sound, has two bedrooms and two baths, a galley kitchen that adjoins a small dining area before a large picture window beside a sliding glass door that opens onto a small lanai.

Another bit of happy news: the sabbatical becomes more an actuality – at least an 80% chance. I talked to Dean of Instruction Taylor yesterday who asked me of my plans and told me the leaves might have a good chance of happening. So what will I do? More appropriately, what should I do? Where should I go? Europe? But I wonder if I can still afford it since I’ve bought the condo and had to put down twenty percent that came to $12,000.

I’m considering going back to Milwaukee to do interviews with my brothers about how they perceive their relationship with Pa, perhaps a group meeting where we would have an opportunity to recall, add to, respond to our individual perceptions of what we thought had taken place. (What about Sonny’s comments in response to some of the photos he sent me that were in Ma’s family album?) I could also do further research on Pa’s life by talking to Ma and other people who knew him and I should look through the archives of the Milwaukee Journal and Milwaukee Sentinel newspapers for stories that report his social service club activities for which he had received awards, a side of him I obviously never witnessed and never fully knew until after his death in March. I, of course lived with him through his periods as a Milwaukee policeman and then as town constable of Sunfish when we lived at the lake during my adolescence, but both those were of short duration, humiliating for him, and significant for me because of how I perceived his response to those events because of his weakness despite his authoritarian manner and demands.

There’s also research I should do on Jacob Bronowski and the Cambridge scene of the 1920s since that’s what I said on the application I’d be doing while on leave. So I should consider Europe either fall or spring to find copies of the literary magazine Bronowski edited with William Empson and also see if I can find copies of Bronowski’s work during the war years in London, the places he lived in Poland, Germany, and England while developing from childhood through adolescence. What copies of the magazines and other personal letters might his wife have? I’ve written her a letter asking for her help but have yet to receive a reply. Of course, there’s also that great ball and chain of finishing the dissertation on creativity that has yet to be finished, edited, and revised, let alone read by the committee allowing me to defend what I’ve offered since I’ve only offered little mostly to Dr. T. who always wants me to state more clearly and succinctly what I’ve proposed to offer, that task in itself beginning to seem endless.

6.10.81

Last day of classes for the year. Perhaps that’s why I feel in the dumps: My biorhythms seem to be off, my diet too much sugar again so I’m going to work my one-day-at-a-time program. A warm, heavy rain outside. The Sound I see from here changes nearly every minute: the clouds, light, water, hills, and distant majestic Olympic Mountains. This early time of morning the clouds begin to catch the light as the day takes hold. From moments of quiet, my body settles, so my mind follows.

Yet too often I still feel fragmented, disoriented, my thoughts scattered, my motivation diffuse. I’m continually surprised that Sophia should be interested in me because her moods change so much too often. Sometimes she seems indifferent, almost as if she’s rejecting me. Then, in turn, she’s attentive, loving, affectionate. She recently told me repeatedly that I’m a nice person and that I’m patient with her given her frequent changes in mood. At times when I feel her regard and I am filled with regard for her when I allow myself to feel regard, I find myself surprised, if not amazed, at the same time I’m filled with joy that she is part of my life. Her presence fills my day, my world, yet at times I’m afraid to display my regard and give myself over to that sentiment completely when I know her attitude and manner will change to something I’m unable to deal with because I feel helpless when she rejects my offer to help her.

While working through journals and extracting entries, in the back cover of a notebook I’ve found among a stack of others in a box for shipping apples, I discovered a note on ragged pages ripped from a  small notebook apparently torn to pieces and stained, as if they had been discarded. I apparently having rescued them from the trash can, I used clear plastic tape to bind them together.

Although no name had been included and no date, based on what was said, I decided the note must have been from Sophia, but I couldn’t recall what circumstances had prompted it. No surprise I also could not recall how I might have responded to that message had I actually received it. Nor could I recall my ever having anyone, especially a woman, tell me directly that she loved me, and if Sophia had written that note and had torn it to pieces and threw it in the trash, I would have maintained my perfect score of having yet another woman having offered and then silently having retracted her deep regard:

“Felix,

I’ve been placing all my happiness on you. I can’t let myself get in that position. I must be self-sufficient before I can be happy with you. I have to start being in the world again. I must shut out everything from you and from my children. I have to start going to A.A. and to church again by myself. I have to have the courage to go out and get a job and go back to school. I must not allow myself to become dependent on you. If I do, you will end up hating me and I myself. I must start to ask God for help again and to meditate. I love you and I’m sure we will spend the rest of our lives together, but first I must find myself and be happy with myself. Please God – let me be able to tell you this – you will understand if God directs my choice of words in telling you. I am so afraid of making a decision based only on my selfish needs of not wanting to face the world and be rejected. You accept me as I am and it would be so easy for me to hide in your shadow, but you would end up hating me because that is not the person you fell in love with. I was more self-reliant when we first met than I am now. I must depend upon myself. Please help me, my dear, to be who I am supposed to be and don’t allow me to depend upon you for all my happiness. I love you with all my heart and I know we can be happy together after I have learned to be happy by myself.”

Studying the words at some length and reviewing the days and weeks and months and years I had spent with Sophia, I’ve concluded that Sophia has achieved her goal of self-reliance in exchange for my regard. My providing her with a life style to which she had never been accustomed, I had been prompted more from a sense of duty in a sustained attempt to make our union work and avoid another failure as I had experienced with Rachel and M and with Tricia, as well as with JB, Vel Rae, and CJ who were only brief interludes of fleeting passion and regard.

I witness couples nuzzling, petting. I’m amazed, filled with wonder that any two people can be so close, so involved. Perhaps I expect too much from having been a part of another person’s life through marriage and now I find hard to believe I had actually meant anything to that person other than trying to satisfy her needs at which I obviously failed since she offered herself to someone else to give her whatever she felt I couldn’t.

6.26.81

Another anniversary of my birth. What a heavy way of announcing it. Perhaps that’s the way I feel since now I’ve had 44 of them, so I’m slouching slowly toward mid-life transition. Running this morning through the Greenwood and Ballard neighborhoods of bungalows and cottages, the streets paved with large, concrete squares lined with tar, I thought of the neighborhood I once ran as a child similar to these streets but those streets now miles distant and years ago, and suddenly I feel sad from the loss of hope I once had during those early years that for a spell seemed years of wonder.

Another year, in what way am I wiser? What have I learned about myself, about others, about the world? No surprise I found meeting the demands of others futile. They offer only what they are willing and ready to give. I found that contending with them consists of their making demands insisting upon their own way as only the right way while I expect them to go along with my demands, complaints, recriminations, whining, pleading, all variations of the same demands they make to have them fulfilled. I find myself acceding to other people without setting limits to what I’m willing to give, so I find myself giving more than I receive, my giving not as a gift, for it is neither charitable nor magnanimous but unwilling. I give for all the reasons I have always tried to buy affection, approval, gratitude, acceptance. I want to buy people’s regard and respect and attention but whatever I give as an investment the returns are less than what I’ve expected.

What else have I learned? Further variations on the theme: people will do what they want and I have little control over what they will do no matter what their feelings might be for me or how honest the proclamations and declarations of regard they offer that actually are without meaning and therefore without merit. For when the bill is due, people will do whatever they feel if it will give them enough return. I learned that those who can work in a partnership with others sharing tasks help each other develop their own individual ideas more fully. I have never had such a relationship. I don’t have a friend, for I have found myself sliding into the old patterns of doing what others want me to do to fulfill their expectations and demands and withdrawing or withholding whenever it is beneficial to them when I think it also should intend to benefit me. No one accepts me for what and whom I am but blame me for my shortcomings. If all this sound like self-pity, I don’t mean it to be. I’m simply trying to be objective. So I’ve learned that I have no true friends. I have people for whom I have regard, but any feelings of warmth and closeness are often twisted into anger and bitterness which, of course, only injures me. People are willing to take what I give but reluctant to give in return. In short, they are selfish, and if I allow myself to go along by continuing to invest without return, who’s to blame? More important, what’s the payoff for me when there doesn’t seem to be any other than occasional sex at their pleasure?

There have been some striking changes, of course: I’ve purchased a condo as a new home in a new location on Greenwood Avenue North three or four blocks above Holman Road. It’s been a while since I last mentioned it, so I’ll elaborate on what I’ve already told you: My unit has one bedroom with adjoining bathroom with shower and commode and sink, another smaller bathroom off a carpeted hallway with commode and sink and a small washer and dryer. My unit also has a galley kitchen off a carpeted small dining area before a large picture window beside a sliding door opening off the carpeted small living room unto the small lanai. While only on the first floor, it offers a territorial view with some view of Puget Sound and a full view of the Olympic Mountains.

Birthdays make one expect something special from the anticipation of the day yet it’s just like any other day, only special if we make it so. What does the coming year hold for me? More to the point: what can I do to make the coming year offer me some sense of accomplishment or achievement of the goals I’ve wanted to reach? I expect being on leave in the fall and throughout the next year. There has been some progress on the dissertation and some direction but I still must develop the discipline to get working on it and get it done. Finishing my dissertation and thus completing the work for the degree that’s been elusive for so long I could start on my other work that has also been too long delayed: the book on father/son relationship or the critical biography of Bronowski. So I need to send a query letter for both to an agent. The challenge is to find one who will be interested since I have not published anything that has drawn attention that would attract the notice of an agent willing to invest time to promote my work. I also want to apply for a Rockefeller Foundation grant for support while I travel and do research and I should begin my anticipated leave by traveling to the Scripts Institute at La Jolla in Southern California where Bronowski spent his final years then continue on for a return trip to Mexico while I resign myself to being alone again, naturally. How strange that at one time I had insisted on going alone that had led to less than pleasant consequences. Now I can’t seem to do anything on my own yet those whom I’m afraid to leave can go off with only so much as a “see you later” without any indication of when that might be. 

6.28.81 

What do you say about someone who gives generously of her talents and her gifts as well as giving material things but gives reluctantly and sporadically of herself? Here I am in a lovely place furnished tastefully, almost elegantly. Yet I feel lonely here, and for all the material loveliness, I think I much prefer my former hovel that was in the U-district student ghetto overlooking University Village. Where I live now in a condo among lovely or charming houses but I don’t see many people. The traffic on Greenwood Avenue flows by steadily yet I hardly notice because of my quiet condo. Today, however, a busy day, I observed people in their yards taking advantage of the break in the rain.

I spend most of my days alone with my thoughts. I haven’t been working as I should, especially when no one’s around who might direct me so I need a schedule. I also must consider my relationships with others, especially women. Why do I become so emotionally dependent after having been so reluctant to commit myself knowing I will hurt myself by caring too much, wanting too much. Maybe I’m paid for my reluctance, caution, and distrust that becomes self-fulfilling. No relationship will satisfy my need, for I want something no one can possibly give: complete, unfaltering commitment given to me as I would give to them but I hesitate offering anything of myself because of fear that what I consider the story of my life where my dream, my work will be rejected and that I’m again being used. So I must not only build. I must also furnish the dwelling of my life. I have lost so many homes. I have given of myself, my soul, my flesh. I have offered my favors, my material resources hoping to receive in return as much as I give but my offering has never been accepted to the same extent I have been willing to offer. So why should I expect any difference and a fair exchange?

7.1.81

I’ve revised the query letter for “My Father’s Keeper.” I’m sending it to an agency to see if anything happens but I prepare myself for most likely being turned down. Eventually someone might see some value in what I am trying to do. As with most everything, finding the right combination seems to be the key. So I must consider working mornings on an outline and sample chapters. What I need to do is look at the steps set out by Levinson in The Seasons of a Man’s Life and others who use him then consider those seasons significant not only in terms of my own life and development. I must also consider those important events of my life that have defined the relationship I had with my father while at the same time considering the important events of his life and how they might have affected him which in turn affected how he dealt with me and my passive-aggressive rebellion to his authority and his attempt at dominance of his whole family, especially me who had always rebelled in response to his constant authoritarian demands.

7-1-80 [from my portable pocket notebook]

Our lives are a fusion of people, places, things, and events which develop from transactions among them. Such elements are just those which I need to consider while looking at those events that may be of some significance and therefore of some use in working out the implications of the relationship I had with Pa.

So, too, with place, the quality of light, the materials, colors, and textures, all are important along with where and when they occurred producing some significant effects. Those qualities which I am able to describe in sensual terms and those which emphasize the qualities of people, the factors of personality from their physical, mental, social characteristics are yet another approach I should use is coming to terms with what took place between me and my father.

7.2.81

On two occasions I tried to tell my father how I felt about my childhood, the load I’ve carried with me, the burden of my days that seems so irrelevant in the hurry and scurry of daily living in early morning light and traffic. Both times I tried to tell my father honestly and openly how I felt about him I ended feeling humiliated and filled with remorse for what I had exposed and revealed.

7-2-81[from Portable]

I have been talking about my legacy. I have been saying that the relationship we have with our fathers depends upon or is affected by the relationship he had with his father and I see in the patterns of behavior the characteristic ways of behaving that have been passed from my father’s father to my father and then to me. Perhaps the legacy is one of dialectical transaction and transformation. We don’t want to act the same as our father because we don’t want to be like him but we too often end doing the same things in the same way as he did with similar too often unhappy results.

7.6.81

I’ve spent the long weekend working on sorting out stuff for the dissertation. Now it’s all in a box in the order I think I want to use it. Arranging them, seeing how those materials fall into place, how the ideas there suggest an order in which to place them seemed close to the idea of “making” delineated by Harrison and what I’m offering in my discussion of creativity as a method rather than an inherent talent that seems too exclusive and limited in setting out the jointly necessary conditions that would promote development of that inherent talent to produce outcomes that would be judged as creative. So the weekend was more or less productive. I read through and arranged those materials and reviewed the sources I had read before which now seems to make more sense now that I’ve put all I’ve garnered in it’s logical order and my own ideas become more clear and help me understand and comment on the positions of others.

I’m now aware that all this should have been done much sooner but my reluctance to commit myself stemming from my fear of being “shot down” by having my ideas and my work rejected might be reasons for my hesitancy perhaps that fear going back to my childhood and I still maintain too much of my childish consciousness that derives from what took place between my father and me. Yet I can also relate such fear to a more recent event: my failure at Claremont. For no matter how I justify my failure and that situation was unfair, it still is my failure and I should write it off as a loss due to my inadequacy and my addiction to alcohol so I should “chalk it up” to experience. What I paid in flesh and spirit I gained in learning something about living that’s painful but true.

I’ve spent the weekend alone getting lots of sun as well as work. Sophia went off to Alaska to see her kids who are now living with her spouse from whom she’s separated but has yet to reach a settlement for divorce and neither side appears in any hurry. Her daughter away at least for the summer should offer us opportunities to enjoy each other’s company once Sophia returns. Whether any of those opportunities will actually happen remains to be seen.

Sophia said going now she will miss only a half day of work since she works only half day on Fridays. I took her to SeaTac and I’ll pick her up this evening. Meanwhile, I’ve kept to myself, didn’t venture out at all except to Ralph’s market on Holman Road to which I walk a convenient distance, perhaps about half a mile. I didn’t even go to any AA meetings and I haven’t for some time. I found I was going more from compulsion and habit than for what I received. Now I go occasionally to “check in” so I keep my one-day-at-a-time program active usually at Fremont or Detox where I’m readily reminded of my addiction and my struggle for recovery from witnessing people at various stages dealing with their own battle. So each day I still reflect on my life while I was drinking, how sick I was, how terrible my existence, for it was little more than that and how better my life is now even though I’m not fully satisfied.

My frustration, however, stems from my own expectations which have been unwarranted from mostly wishful thinking dependent largely on my wanting the world and people to do what will make my life better. What I find is that unsurprisingly and understandably people are more concerned with satisfying their own wants and needs. The question is how to have my own needs satisfied while at the same time allowing others to satisfy theirs without my having to acquiesce to satisfying theirs or having to sacrifice my own. I’m aware I’ve been giving up what I’ve wanted in order to offer myself to others so I’ll be appreciated and worthy of their regard. Yet that means I’ve had to buy my way and people seldom have accepted or have been enticed by what I’ve offered. They’ve taken what I’ve given on speculation and have turned it back well-used after the glitter and the utility has dulled.

7-7-81 [Portable]

Some ideas regarding Bronowski, two suggested by Madsen at lunch on Monday. He hosted me at the UW faculty club. The view overlooks Westlake Point, the Evergreen Point Bridge, and Union Bay where I once lived in a slatboard unit built for returning WWII veterans and their families while they attended the UW on the GI Bill. We discussed the proposed new Union Bay dwellings for graduate students that will be concrete units stacked on top of each other, some three floors rather than the wood duplexes, one in which I had lived with their closed, dark interiors where I could clearly hear whatever the neighbors said or did including their use of “facilities” that always made me once again aware of our shared animal nature that always puts into proper perspective my lofty aspirations if not those of others.

Madsen thought the topic of my dissertation exciting. He said he admired Bronowski for the breadth of his knowledge and his humanity. Madsen was curious as to why The Ascent of Man was so effective and such a delight. He thought perhaps the scope and the style in which it was presented. He remarked on program 13  “Knowledge and Certainty,” he not remembering the title until I told him. That program ends with Bronowski stepping into a muddy pond  at Auschwitz, stooping to scoop up a handful of ashes of those cremated after being gassed, among them those of Bronowski’s extended family.

Apparently that scene had been a spontaneous reaction on Bronowski’s part to his being at Auschwitz, the name itself suggestive of the horrors that had happened there. Madsen also commented on Bronowski’s command of the language he had learned after having earlier learned Polish as a child and then German as an adolescent when his family had to move because they were Jews. Madsen also remarked on Bronowski’s breath of ideas and his ability to move so easily from one idea to another displaying the breadth and depth of his knowledge.

7.9.81

I can appreciate my son Paul’s disappointment and frustration over not having grown as tall as the rest of us in the Fist family. Shorter than six feet, he isn’t able to manage the moves needed to get involved in sports and he might use his disappointment as a way of excusing his lack of ambition and rationalizing what I see might become a drinking problem given our family heritage of alcoholics. I’m sure he’s waiting for his growth and he’s most likely anxious when it’s not yet happened. At the same time, he’s been wanting to impress everyone, especially me, so his apparent indifference almost a neglect or rejection of any attempt I’ve made to try to get together with him and he becomes defensive because of his not having responded to my attempts to father him when the conditions of both our lives have been mostly unfavorable.

Archibald MacLeish in Poetry of Experience talks about searching for a poem as similar to going on a safari: When you are looking for a lion, you begin with an idea of a lion to help you in your search. So, too, with a poem: to recognize when you deserve it, you must begin your exploration with some idea of what the poem might consist. Similarly in any area of science: When we set out to discover something about the world, we usually begin with some theory or perhaps something indefinite such as an idea which will help guide and direct us in our search for something in the world that might be included under a conception based upon our beginning ideas or constructs.

Sometimes our explorations are not as certain, for we are not as sure of our journey or our goal. Sometimes we are not exactly sure for what we’re looking before we begin but we start anyway with the curious notion that we’ll know what we’ve been looking for when we find it. Such a method might seem illogical and when we admit to it not being anything else we begin without any clear idea of our prospect so we can’t do anything but set off to discover what we seek. Without searching we will never even begin to see what the possibilities might be.

Such is the case in our search for things in the world which are not actually in the world, so one of our difficulties is expecting to find something when we are not even sure it exists. Our search for strings or quarks that no one has actually seen only as ghostly images is an example where our use of imaginative labels suggests our uncertainty while it offers an educated guess on the basis of what we know through justified belief in what we have learned through whatever we have experienced and whatever intellectual tools we have at our disposal.

7-9-81 [Portable]

Sitting in a café that’s an addition to Ralph’s market on Holman Road, I think about writing poetry. Reading poetry or reading about poetry compels me to write my own. Sartre in “For Whom Does the Writer Write?” in What is Literature? talks of the close relationship between reading and writing. There is a dialogue, a reciprocity in which I recreate the poet’s poem while at the same time I also create my own. For  when I read I develop associations or experiences I begin using to create something which is mostly mine, just as I did now with Sartre’s idea.

I’ve been reading a collection of love poetry by Pablo Neruda that I bought for our “anniversary,” one Sophia and I have never celebrated. I had wanted to go back to where we had gone for lunch together the first time we met alone outside an AA meeting yet I haven’t suggested any actual celebration because she had remarked once on another occasion that lunch, too, “was a long time ago.” I find that any situation which might make her feel guilty for someone else’s feelings or for something real or imagined that might make her feel responsible she tends to get defensive and angry. Why does she always seem to have to defend and protect her self-image and sense of self?

But what of poetry? Reading love poetry shows me how my old, fine dreams and expectations have had no basis in the everyday world. So I’ve come to expect little. Most of the time I wait to see what develops and most of the time I’ve had to “play it as it lays.” So I’ve begun trying to purge myself of old and even recent concerns, events, and relationships.

A sudden reference to an orange in something I’m reading reminds me of the night M came to visit me in my ghetto room bringing freshly baked bread and an orange. I recall while stroking into her again in the morning the vividness of sunlight on that orange sitting on the white linoleum table top the texture of the orange skin seemed to be immediate and enlarged. I had lived in that room for a year after my separation from Rachel. I had just met M and that incident in my ghetto room occurred long before we considered living together. How doubtful I was from the beginning so I could never trust her since I never knew what was actual and present with her from what she claimed. Similar to Sophia, M seemed very immediate but at the same time always somehow inaccessible in a world of her own making, just as I am so often in mine. Perhaps I should consider and be concerned about that similarity among people, especially women, but for now, I’ll try to let it pass.

7.12.81

I woke early this morning but laid in bed for an hour feeling sad, lonely, angry, hurt, and aware while I kept telling myself all these feelings were of my own doing. I’ve allowed myself to feel too much regard, have tried to give too much while expecting too much in return so when the person for whom I have regard feels reluctant to accept what I offer, afraid of my relying too much only on her, she’s afraid of feeling responsible and she decides to run away. Surely it’s my own fault and the usual problem is my living with that awareness and the loneliness that results.

Sophia suggests I’m supposed to do things by myself, for myself, and find someone else with whom I can communicate. Yet I’m disinterested in finding someone else and avoid going out into the world because of its ugliness and viciousness. Only on occasion when there are days of sudden sun breaks have I felt brief spells of joy followed by remorse having to live alone those few days of splendor.

I went out to the college to get stuff for the Ford Foundation proposal. I found a phone message from JB a former student who two-and-a-half years ago had intervened, alerting my dean to prevent me from going to class totally drunk resulting in my not being allowed back to work until I had sought treatment. I returned JB’s call then went into Renton to visit. We caught up on each other’s year in general if not in detail since we last met 10 months ago. We’re supposed to keep more in touch.

Home, I called Sophia. She was in the pits but as usual didn’t want help nor was there anything I could offer. She said she’d call back later but I doubt she will. I’m in the usual position of not wanting to disturb her if she’s sleeping although I’m concerned because of the mood she’s in and she insists it’s her problem. So there’s little I can do no matter how much I would like to help since other complications seem to be developing from Sophia’s recurring intestinal problems brought on by worry about all her ongoing challenges. As a result she doesn’t eat thus augmenting her swings in mood and I feel angry because I feel helpless when she refuses my offer of help.

But I didn’t come her to complain although it helps. I haven’t done that in some time. I’m here to begin trying to sort out some of what I want to do on “My Father/Myself,” just in case I get a positive response from the query letter I sent. Yet I’ve said nothing about that while spilling all my complaints and now I must again address my other challenges that should keep me out of mischief but never do.

7.13.81

A sudden rush of sound on summer leaves. Early morning rain, the wind sways and bobs the hemlock boughs. The world dark in solid gray, a strange quiet, the world steeped in essence from the sea, so my soul meditating, my spirit entwined with early morning rain and solid overcast. I would proclaim my love in concrete things. No monk had any cell holier than mine, nor was his solitary bondage any more than mine, such lovely items purchased with weariness from bartered time, my furnishings more lovely since they were chosen by a friend’s regard.

This morning’s rain is serious. It soaks everything, slicks the asphalt to a dull glistening in the gray, cold light. Trees and bushes heavy with summer growth bow and dance in the wind plummeted with rain, the earth kneaded and drenched. The color of the day from an early morning summer rain brings a calm of quiet dependency:

Dark mornings when small 

sudden fleeing summer rain 

ends too brief a wash

of early autumn leaves,

I, too, seek comfort 

in habit avoiding events 

pursuing me that drive 

me to a search for safe 

dry burrows in which

to settle and savor 

the quilted warmth

of contact from soft

yellow light and latticed

windows framing red bark 

cedar, speckled alder,

and I relish the drum

and rush and guttering 

rain on roofs and remnant

leaves winnowing in 

a chilled dismal dawn

One certainty I must never forget: I can no more control or influence someone else to do what I want them to do than I can manage the rain or the blossoming of flowers: Rain will fall; flowers will bloom but not through my bidding nor because of my desire or need. So even if I express my desire or need, the persons to whom I express my desire and need will use them according to their own desires, their own necessities. Prove that I’m wrong.

7.16.81

Summer arrives late this year, and now that it’s here, I find myself alone, having expected to be with her, having bought this place for us thinking it would be a quiet place and our sanctuary for sharing. Well, it’s certainly quiet, and just as we get it nearly right, she runs away to join her kids in Alaska and her spouse from whom she’s seeking a divorce that has yet to be judged as final since without surprise the two combatants continue to quarrel over terms of settlement which, of course, involves the distribution of resources. So again everything eventually comes down to money.

My fault when my usual pattern comes to fruition I subvert my need, deferring to her wishes, letting her decide on what I should do, such as buying a Fiat Spyder and she persuading me to put the title in her name because the cost of insurance would be less and she suddenly considers the vehicle solely hers. She has been frequently weak from intestinal problems due to having so much to worry about. Having lost control of her life, she feels isolated. Now she’s withdrawn from contact with me but fills her life with other people.

Comments in the portable, a small notebook I carry with me for thoughts or images I don’t want to lose where I expand on this latest development. I unintentionally repeatedly had questioned her to distraction until she called to my attention my doing so. How long she’s been moving away from me I’m not sure. Going to Alaska, spending money she might have used to go someplace with me, or she could have used for needed repairs to her car for which I had offered help, but she, of course, refused wanting to do it her way spending her limited sources traveling to Alaska so she couldn’t afford to go anywhere with me although I offered to pay. She, of course, rejected that offer not wanting to feel a burden by owing something for which she felt bound to offer something in exchange when all she needed to offer is herself and her regard. I suppose that was too much cost to bear.

Back from Alaska she seemed somewhat distant although the first day or so her distance not surprising from reporting she had slept with her spouse. Then apparently someone apparently complained of never being able to reach her because she was always with me and she became ill. So she started staying away and then not calling even after she said she would and when I told her I loved her, she’d reply indifferently, “Yes, I know,” not offering any token of regard. Yet when I told her again of my regard she remained silent. Judging from my similar treatment of other women significant in my life I seem to have met Sophia too late or too early. Last summer she had cried, “Where were you all those years!” This summer I cry, “Where are you now!” 

So I am reliving those early days of fall and winter. My notebooks remind me as I go my way through the city each setting brings a wave of longing and loneliness. Yet she says all she needs is time. Almost as if slipping, she said it wasn’t permanent, yet to add force to her statement followed it with saying she needed to keep her options open. Now I find I have no need to talk to her since there’s little to say. Having been forbidden to ask about her life she’s determined to live her own life as she decides to live it no matter how much what she does affects anyone else especially me.

I have tried putting her into perspective reminding me of how gaunt she has begun to look. Seeing her from the back, her neck almost wattled reminding me of how she looks without her mask of cosmetics, a striking façade that helps maintain her aura. Two years ago before she began seeking her divorce, she seemed to have worn her mask less. She weighed more, fuller in the face and in the nalgas, lovely and striking in her gaze through bright, crystalline eyes. The first time I noticed her watching me, I was struck by her interest and knew that I wanted her, not sexually, at least not at first, that came only after we came to know each other more closely. So my loving her began quietly and tender and then thorough and hard, full and complete for both of us, more so for her, so she’s claimed.

How she can give that up is only explained by her fear that the feeling which gave our intimate encounters beauty has turned bad. Her chronic ailments never “put her in the mood.” Of interest, she’s decided to take time to gain self-control so her ailments seem diminished. I wonder if her indecision wanting to leave and not wanting to hurt me might have contributed to all the other problems with which she’s tried to deal.

In sum, I’m learning to live alone again. Yet while running this morning I was in mental anguish so great that instead of chanting affirmations, I had to keep from crying out from psychic pain. All day I’ve felt physically ill: My head throbbed. my throat sore, I’ve had no appetite. I’ve lost 6 or 7 pounds a week, and I’m down to 150, where I’ve wanted to be for my “summer thin” as I was the second summer I attended tutorials with Al Louch at Claremont Graduate Center. Every day I’ve been out on the deck so I’m very brown, the first in years, and I haven’t wanted even a taste of mocha almond fudge ice cream. How sick is that!

I’m feeling better this evening having had dinner with my son Paul and that seems to have helped, but not all I’ve done has helped. What has helped is talking to you, John Onion, still my one true friend.

I finished Levinson’s Seasons of a Man’s Life after having read many of the sources in his bibliography. I’ve also written 22 pages of characterization and the first page of an outline for “My Father/Myself” with four more pages of outline to go.

What else shall I do with the rest of my life if Sophia decides not to come back? Once she moves away, if she decides to stay in Alaska longer, our relationship will surely be different, most likely moribund. So I swing from hope to despair, from despair to fear, and I find myself fighting for calm but feeling hurt and angry even though I’m aware I’m largely if not totally responsible for how I feel, and I become angry from her not being open and honest, angry because I didn’t read the signs and I tried doing everything her way and that was exactly what I wasn’t supposed to do.

I suppose I had received crossed signals so now I live with my mistakes and my responsibility along with a sense of loss. I keep working, keep to my schedule, try to keep up energy to fight despair, even though I feel despondent. But I must keep busy and not dwell on thoughts of her. Perhaps I should reread Goethe’s The Sorrows of Young Werther to be reminded how insane someone might feel in a situation similar to mine although I’m not that far gone. I’m not ready to blow my brains out because a woman refuses to return my deep regard. Yet I’m apparent willing to insanely pursue a fantasy that will never become actual.

Paul and I are supposed to meet again this weekend. Perhaps he senses he can help because I’ve told him the situation and I’ve made plain my feeling that I’m all screwed up again. So what’s new? Always over a woman who again opened to me first inviting me to become involved. Why do I always fall for that when I tacitly knew she was someone I should avoid? If she hadn’t been so open, I would have stayed away not feeling free or confident enough to move on my own with any other person, man or woman. I am always cautious, always hesitant and fearful. So when I finally lower my guard I’m always exposed and more vulnerable, the typical crab with hard shell, soft interior. I consider somewhat curious that my astrological sign is Cancer although I consider that coincidence unscientific.

7-17-81 [from the Portable]

Such a small statement said by the right person puts our relationship and my whole life into perspective. Perhaps I needed to meet someone who was strong enough or honest enough or just tired enough to make that statement:

“I feel as if I always have to account for everything I do! You ask me questions about where I’m going, what I’m going to do while I’ll be gone. I feel isolated, as if I’ve lost contact, and when I want to do things with other people I feel guilty about not being with you!”

So I begin to see how what I thought we had has changed. She said at one time I seemed like the right person with whom she would want to spend the rest of her life. I wonder on what criteria someone can make that judgment? She even said she wanted to marry me until she changed her mind since the divorce she’s going through still hasn’t been settled and apparently won’t be declared final for sometime since neither she nor her spouse have the money for lawyers and can’t agree mutually upon any terms. So now she can’t and doesn’t want to marry anyone, and if I might be the right person, apparently that declaration no longer applies.

Then she began wanting to be alone and she began feeling sick from upset intestines, a chronic complaint she frequently disallowed when we frequently went out to eat and I became aware that eating out had become important to me because it was a way of our being close and sharing. Well, that, too, has been curtailed.

Now she says she needs time alone yet she’s reaching out making contact and doing things with other people which shows how isolated we had become and I had forced the situation by playing to her sense of guilt and responsibility she immediately wanted to avoid.

What all this shows me is I’m largely responsible for her need for separation from her sense of being confined and questioned by my seeking her company when she obviously doesn’t want it. Even though I say my questions are from wanting to make conversation and share something of our lives other than talking about the weather, I’ve noticed she’s had the same kind of response to other men who have pursued her in a similar fashion. Our situation has become similar from my calling her in the morning when she’s still half asleep and there’s little of substance I can say except asking when we could meet. She of course becomes angry insisting she needs time for herself and her own space. I have become aware we can talk of little else so I become sad from how our mutual regard has changed. I feel terrible thinking I unwittingly am the cause of that change. So I’m now aware of the same pattern in my involvement with other women, I insisting that I wanted to be independent while constantly alert asking where they were going, what they would be doing, afraid they would do something that would lead to my being left out, rejected, inadequate, unworthy. Obviously I need affection and sharing. Yet I’m possessive in subtle ways despite my attempts not to be. I’ve fooled myself and I’ve done so in my two marriages and all my various relationships that have left me feeling without merit having tried to prove myself worthy of regard but having always failed.

7-17-81  [continued in the Portable]

Part of the test is my having to restrain myself from wanting to rush after her to tell her what I’ve found, for that would be another blunder. So part of the test is allowing her to take the time she needs to come to whatever conclusion or to whatever decision she has made. Another part of the test is to see if I can wait. For only after I have found what she has decided for herself about how she feels about herself, about how she feels about me and our relationship, perhaps we might restore what we once had when we first met. Perhaps what I’m living through is truly a test because for the first time I feel truly alone.

In my previous close encounters, I’ve had someone to whom I could use to distract me: Sophia distracted me from CJ who distracted me from V who distracted me from Trish who distracted me from M who distracted me from Rachel who distracted me from my craft of verse. So I begin to see a pattern here. No surprise I’m a slow learner.

Consider that my meeting Rachel was somewhat more accidental yet that encounter stretched into ten years even though we never shared much of a sense of closeness. So what did we have that kept us together? Well there was the advent of accidental children I eventually accepted as mine. Yet there living presence was not enough for their mother and I to abstain from seeking others to satisfy our need.

“Logbook in Hell” overly dramatic but a journey into the self becomes a discovery of the meaning of regard and how one should relate to others. Might all this insight have something to do with my having lost weight from my not eating? I consider reports of visions experienced by those who have fasted. One reason for abstinence before Communion the host absorbed more quickly unhindered, the wine, if  allowed, gives a slight buzz that enhances the belief that one is experiencing something amazing but true when it’s mostly the C2OHO5.

From all this rambling having survived the dark night of the soul, I’ve confessed and accepted my responsibility of which my being aware might have no bearing and no affect on any decision Sophia might make. So part of my challenge is to see whether I can accept without regret or remorse or vindictiveness all this harrowing of my own personal Hell.

My abuse of alcohol once conjured such insights but always turned out the next morning as tremors and exposed as too grandiose, my behavior in response always from impulse and I always feeling dejected from the results. The sexual aspect is also a problem: I imagine her being with someone giving her body and her total response to someone else and I grow sick from jealousy and fear yet feel my flesh stir. How could I stop her if she should decide? Consider how almost matter-of-factly she told me of what she did in Alaska. Suddenly I recall the line from e.e. cummings: “My father moved through dooms of love.”

Sophia spends hours watching TV. She always has a radio on as if she can’t be alone in silence yet worries about what’s happening in the world then complains about it as if she actually could do something different. She also worries about all the problems in her life. My reporting all this is not meant to be judgmental nor demeaning. I have no motive other than trying to be objective regarding my subjective response to a situation over which I have little if any control. Such comments derive from my awareness she never makes herself at home here even though she had helped me choose this place and the furnishings to her satisfaction without even asking if I agreed and I made no reply since I considered it would be hers as well as mine but never has been. She rarely visits and then when she does, once she’s had enough, she suddenly leaves without a word, and I’m all alone once again – naturally.

7.23.81

For the undetermined future I most likely will be staying put and alone writing my dissertation. Sophia called yesterday after having called on Monday and we’re to have lunch tomorrow. She called last night after having gone to dinner with friends and I learned that she’s thinking of going to Alaska again. She has the opportunity of going with Cheryl and someone else and she thinks she’ll be able to bring back her daughter, so the idea of our going somewhere together seems unlikely although I’m not surprised. Nor am I surprised by her apparent disregard for my feelings so I try talking myself into a proper perspective.

She says she’s been feeling poorly, one reason she claims for not being around anyone and she let me know so I didn’t need to ask why she’s spent the last two weeks looking out at the world and not doing anything when I wouldn’t have invited her to do something else if my life depended upon it. She says she’s been ill and confined and she definitely has no desire or interest in seeing me. Last weekend she screamed at me over the phone that she needed time and we’ve not had any contact until Monday when she called but by then I had calmed and had lost a couple more pounds. I’m down to 148, expect to lose a couple three more, and I want my running six and a half miles a day to keep them off, my body trim, lean, hard, tanned – skinny malink, the bone yard dancer. I feel great physically yet I’m a mess mentally so I’m a wreck emotionally but that comes and goes depending on how long since I’ve had my “sugar fix.”

Generally I seem to be resigned, aware my courtship of Sophia has changed appreciably, mostly for the worse, and I consider what I want is what some say about friendship as a working together and sharing while deciding what it might become if the close encounter continues. I want to share but Sophia is reluctant and unwilling. She wants to feel isolated and she says she’s spent most of the summer alone since she wants to feel less committed, wants to believe she has more options so she can do what she wants without feeling responsible for what I might feel and she not feel guilty. In addition, most of our trips together have been unhappy events disappointing to us both, and given she’s been sick, our traveling to some “exotic” place would not be welcomed. Yet she’ll go to Alaska if it offers the opportunity to bring back her child although I wonder if that’s mostly another gambit to control the combative situation with her spouse. In sum, I find little opportunity to share my life with her so I choose not to share my life with anyone.

What I’m doing now, having reread my sources and taken notes yesterday, I begin to set out what I want to do and the study I’ve been working on begins to take shape. So my work is exciting intellectually having done the first two sections: One reviews the literature of what’s been done. The second surveys the work in philosophy. I find interesting that the second section of the study will end with an article by Kerr suggesting we consider a view that being “creative” is a matter of acting and that view will lead to my discussion of Harrison’s conception of creativity being an aspect of making, although some of his distinctions could use a bit more illumination. Yet since I have no distractions and I keep writing as I have been this weekend in two or three weeks I should have a first draft! But that, of course, will most likely require revision and I have no estimate of how long that will take given the delays I’ve had to endure because of objections from my advisor and complaints from other members of the committee.

Now I’ve started I seem able to keep going until it’s done since I have a better sense of what I want to do. Harrison’s ideas, of course, provoke my own ideas. Perhaps Dewey has said something similar and that bears looking into so I should reread and consider to what extent Dewey’s Art as Experience might be of use. But while there are some exciting things going on and I would like to share them, I’ve felt reluctant trying to share them with Sophia because I’ve perceived she wouldn’t be interested and she would immediately dismiss them as too intellectual challenging her understanding while exposing her limits she doesn’t want to consider. Perhaps I might learn from her by asking her what she sees when she responds to something she admires and why she responds as she does to what she sees. Sharing is doing and that means exchanging ideas as well as involving oneself in another person’s activities. Yet she again most likely would reject my attempts as too challenging so I’ll have to go at it alone.

7.24.81

I should decide fairly soon how I want to do “My Father’s Keeper.” I want to use my own life experiences and those of my father to show how each of our
























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg





