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Ad Lib. By ALFRED R. LOOMAN 

Retrospectus 

Back in September, 1953, or 160 Ad Lib. columns ago, 
I was sufficiently naive to believe that writing a column 
on a monthly basis would be a breeze, particularly since 
the managing editor had assured me I could write on 
any subject I felt like writing. Presumably, under this 
directive, I could, as I said back in 1953, fail to turn in 
a column if I did not feel like writing about anything. 

I can assure you there have been many months when 
I did not feel like writing but I never got out of submit
ting a column as I had so innocently expected. Editors 
have an aversion to putting out a magazine with a blank 
page. It is one thing to write on a regular basis when 
one can anticipate a certain amount of free time for writ
ing; it is another, however, to write when one is engaged 
in a full time occupation, an occupation that seems to 
consist of nothing but a series of meetings, particular
ly at deadline time. 

A professional writer, something my readers know 
I am not, can force himself to put word after word on 
paper until he has completed his assignment. For us 
amateurs it does not work that way. I have been spend
ing large amounts of time each month staring at the 
blank sheet in my typewriter waiting for inspiration 
to strike from somewhere. These pious plans to write 
several columns in advance during the summer when 
time is more free remained pious plans, and I cannot 
recall ever having turned in copy before the deadline. 

A professional writer can write on anything, whether 
or not he is interested in it. I never could. Whatever 
I wrote had to be something I was interested in, at least 
at the time I wrote it. Perhaps that is one reason I did 
not write on the subjects suggested to me by readers, 
since thos.e topics interested them and not me. 

Since this is my last column, I should mention some 
ofthe topics I had planned to cover in the months ahead. 
Whether I would have written on these subjects even
tually, I don't know, but I did have them in mind. My 
reason for listing them now is not to let you know what 
you will miss but what you are being spared. 

Two months ago I promised (or threatened) that I 
would give you an account of the second time I missed 
the ship, an incident which occurred 25 years ago 
come October. Our ship sailed and I was stranded ashore 
in Marseilles on the day that convivial French city was 
liberated. And there I stayed, an innocent sailor, for 
a whole week of liberation celebrations before another 
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ship picked us up. As in the case of my missing the ship 
in England a few months before that, it was not my fault 
and I never spent time in the brig, though I noticed the 
Executive Officer always managed to catch the same 
liberty boat I did thereafter. 

Then I wanted to write something more on our re
sistance to change, this time as it related to our reluc
tance to accept the metric system, the only sensible sys
tem of weights and measures, and one which almost 
everyone else in the world uses. I also wanted to look 
at the advantages and problems of a 13-month calen
dar which would permit a more even distribution of 
days in each month. The only argument against it I have 
heard came from a farmer who, when asked about the 
possibility of a 13-month year, said he was against it 
since he had barely enough fodder to feed his cattle in 
a 12-month year. 

Since I have been jogging for over a year, I planned 
a dissertation on that subject and it would have been 
rather dull reading since there is nothing worse than 
reading something written by a zealot. During last year's 
presidential campaign I was going to write on ghost 
writers for politicians and would . have gotten around 
to it some time. And, looking over some old notes, I saw 
one that asked a question which presumably I was go
ing to cover in 1500 words. The question on the note 
was "Whatever happened to Jap Rose soap?" 

As you will note elsewhere in this issue, the Editor
at-Large, the Managing Editor, and I are retiring from 
The Cresset scene. We are not being forced out or fired 
but rather we are taking advantage of this change in 
editors to do what each of us has wanted to do for a num
ber of years, and that is to get out from under a month
ly deadline. 

While it is inconceivable at the moment, we may miss 
not writing a column every month and we will miss the 
pleasant professional relationship we have enjoyed. 

Contrary to what I have said so far, I must admit it has 
also been a pleasure to write this column over the last 16 
years. I felt as if I were sharing something with you and 
it was a way of ridding myself of pet peeves. Your com
ments from time to time made the writing easier. If I 
have one major complaint, however, it was meeting some 
of you readers for the first time and having you recog
nize me from the photograph above or one of its pre
decessors, none of which I considered to be very flattering. 
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William Golding: 

Between God-Darkness and God-Light 

By GEORGE H. THOMSON 

But though I admire t~e Greeks I am not one of 
them . . . . yet my link with the Egyptians is deep and 
sure. I do not believe them either wise or foolish. I 
am, in fact, an Ancient Egyptian, with all their un
reason, spiritual pragmatism and capadty for am
biguous belief 

Egypt from my Inside 

As an Ancient_ Egyptian, Golding manifests qualities 
which confuse and challenge the reader of his novels. 
These qualities may be reduced to three in number: his 
commitment to the unmediated flux of existence with 
its unreason and . ambiguity; his denial of the ortho
doxies of science, materialism, and statistical inquiry; 
and his celebration of spiritual values. It is this third 
point I wish to take up. And in fairness to the reader, 
I wish him to see Golding's own assertion of his "spiri
tual pragmatism and capacity for ambiguous belief." 
His assertion will confirm the main emphasis of my 
essay and at the same time instill a right degree of 
scepticism towards its principal thesis - which I state 
with all possible boldness. 

Golding is an orthodox Christian. Hence his novels 
explore the concepts of pride and grace. 

Most of Golding's critics hold a contrary view, in
sisting that his novels are not to be interpreted as Chris
tian documents. I can no longer, as I once did, share 
this opinion. Nor can I go on believing, as so many do, 
that Golding is a skeptic or a seventh-type ambiguitist 
or an existentialist. A reading of the novels in con
junction with the essays and interviews enforces a dif
ferent conclusion. To begin with, here is evidence in 
the form of statements made outside the fiction. 
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Golding's credo (1957): "I believe that man suffers 
from an appalling ignorance of his own nature. I 
produce my own view, in the belief that it may be 
something like the truth." 
The credo expanded (1961): 
What nonsense to say that man is reduced to insig
nificance by the galaxies! The stars are a common 
brightness in every eye. What '.'out there" have you 
that does not correspond to an "in here"? The mind 
of man is the biggest thing in the universe, it is 
throughout the universe, it invents the universe . ... 
We are a foolish and ignorant race and have got our
selves tied up in a tape-measure .... But today .. . 
there is a deep desire in the minds of people to 
break out of the globe of their own skulls, and find 

the signific:;ance in the cosmos that mere measure
ment misses. Any man who claims to have found a 
bridge between the world of the physical sciences 
and the world of the spirit is sure of a hearing. Is 
this not because most of us have an unexpressed 
faith that the bridge exists, even if we have not the 
wit to discover it?I 
Next, the essays collected in The Hot Gates. Most of 

these, being occasional pieces, are cleverly constructed 
by-products of Golding the student, the teacher, and 
the lecturer. But three of them, all autobiographical 
in nature, are fiercely imaginative products of Goiding 
the novelist. "Billy the Kid" recreates bully Billy Gold
ing's first days at school and his first lesson in getting 
along with the world. "The Ladder and the Tree" de
scribes his childhood home with its tree where he climbed 
away from his parents and yet not quite away; he must 
return to them to learn his second lesson in getting 
along with the world. "Egypt from My Inside" pictures 
the author as a child haunting the British Museum in 
pursuit of things Egyptian. All three recount moments 
of intense awareness, vividly remembered and breath
lessly alive. What is more important, each relives a 
moment when the child confronts something outside 
himself, something larger than himself which makes 
an incalculable and only partly comprehended demand 
that cannot be set aside or denied. 

Such childhood experiences evoke a pattern of expec
tation, a pattern of unwanted and unlooked for inter
vention, the need for which is unthought of until it 
is given. In his first novel Golding still restricts this 
pattern to the child. Instead of Billy the Kid, tough 
and alienated, it is Ralph, rolling in the sand and cry
ing for mercy. And instead of a teacher it is a naval 
officer who saves the day. But the intervention has the 
same quality of a thing unexpected and given. 

The Hunted and the Hunters 

Most readers have felt the peculiar ambivalence of 
the last scene in Lord of the Flies. _ The naval officer 
appears on the one hand as a deus ex machina of Euri
pidean proportions and, on the other, as a hunter in 
his own right, only bigger and better organized than 
the boys. The distinction is between the event (the 
coming of the officer) which is miraculously unlooked 
for and the agent (the character of the officer) which 
confirms the dark knowledge in Ralph's heart. In 

The Cresset 


