ERIK H. ERIKSON 1705 CENTRO WEST, TIBURON, CALIFORNIA 94920

October 20, 1980

Mr. Steven Marx
41E Escondido Village
Stanford, CA 94305

Dear Mr. Marx:

Your long and thoughtful letter arrived
here after I had left for the summer,

and I now realize that I never thanked

you for it. The bibliography you provided
is very suggestive and of very high
quality but will take considerable

time to consume. So let me now thank

you and send you all best wishes for

your continued autobiography and for

your thesis.

Yours cordially,

Sl . Cekon

Erik H. Erikson



. rather than states of the soul, My dissertation subject shifted from

L1E Escondido Village
Stanford, CA 94305
18 June 1980

Dear Professor Erikson:

It was a delight for me to 1listen to lecture at Stanford two weeks ago.
And it was a privilege to speak to you briefly at the podium after your

talk. But it was a great honor to have you ask me for a bibliography
on the subject of my dissertation-in-progress-~pastoral poetry and the
life cycle., I had last heard you speak thirteen years ago at Stanford,
when I was first a graduate student, and when the ideas you presented
inspired me to begin the intellectual project that's now finally nearing
completion,

I was throughly infected with the Sturm und Drang of 1967. At the time

you spoke I was searching for a dissertation topic that could draw together
my literary interest in pastoral poetry and the questions that were creating
t urmoil in my inner life, As were so many of my friends in the counter-
culture, I was haunted by the idea of '"getting back to the garden,'" It
wasn't just a fantasy. Intoxicated by diopysiac politics, music, sex,
drugs, and by writings of people like Aldous Huxley and Norman O, Brown,

we knew what it was like to live in Eden, The wveryday reality of war,
racial strife, our parents’/expectations, anqbur own pasts and futmres seemed
to be the real illusion. With enough faith and the collaboration of like=-
minded souls it would be possible to break away to some green world and
leave the smokéng towers of civilization behind,

And yet, our voyages out of time seemed perversely contained in time,

One always''came down,'" and after each ascent, the descent wgs steeper

and deeper. On Monday mornings I would fecl the press of responsibilitées:
my studies, my career, my parents,

The gulf between the two worlds of vision and reality kept widening. I

found one solace in the writings of William Blake:"B8ongs of Innocence and
Experience, or Two Contrary States of the Human Soul.," There are simply

two valid and contradictory truths, implied Blake; human life is essentially
schizophrdenic, For a long time this admissior of absurdity organized

my confusion; and the study of the Blakean theme was the topic of:?esearch.
But after listening to you speak and reading Childhood and Society, I began
to realigze there was an alternative to that Freudian dualism, Using the
framework of the life cycle I could recognize the polarities as stages

Innocence and Experience to Youth and Age.

But the change of dissertation topics didn't resolve the antinomies of
my life. I wasn't ready to complete the scholarship until I had done
some field work. In 1970, my wife Jan and I left our teaching jobs in
New York, where we had since moved, and where I was an Instructor at
Columbia; we packed our possessions into a red van and set out for an
ugknown destination, As if guided by a pillar of smoke, we ended up in
the wilderness of British Columbia., There we hoped to find an Arcadia
remote from war, ambition, pollution and overcivilized decadence. But
we were also rcady to settle in a place on the map of this world, to






