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and the truth lie in the pages that he continued to edit. It was not a task to
display his literary prowess. He had created something far more alive than an
academic argument” [p. 169]. 

i. “In 1980 in the Bloomsbury Review, Michael O’Connel merges the author and
protagonist into a single entity, claiming, ‘Toole–Ignatius despises living in the
world, inveighs and scolds; Ignatius in his Big Chief diary and Toole in his fic-
tion’ ” [p. 234].

Artistically speaking, autoscopic phenomenon is not confined to the literary realm.
In much the same way as Toole became so closely identified with Ignatius, so too did
David Bowie with his fictional rock star Ziggy Stardust. The best example from the
realm of cinema is that of Klaus Kinski with his deep association with a screen char-
acter (Aguirre, der Zorn Gottes among others), further complicated by Kinski being
Werner Herzog’s alter ego, starkly set out in the documentary My Best Fiend (see
Atkinson, 2006, p. 16).12

Autotelic Art

Robert Gottlieb, the then rather young editor at Simon and Schuster who regis-
tered appreciation of Confederacy but who made such heavy weather of dealing with
Toole’s manuscript, is the most troublesome part of the tripartite of the major person-
alities — i.e., John Kennedy, his mother Thelma, and Gottlieb.13 MacLauchlin’s
advocacy on behalf of Gottlieb, trying to give a fair and balanced account of his role,
is most admirable, but ultimately it doesn’t ameliorate Gottlieb’s failings. John
Fletcher (Toole’s chum) makes the point in Sanford’s documentary on Toole that in
all probability it wasn’t Gottlieb’s decision alone, but a committee decision to pass on
Confederacy. There is much to commend this view were it the current state of affairs
but I think that it is undermined by Gottlieb’s then status. Furthermore, the nature of
the correspondence shows him for the most part to be representing himself.14

Gottlieb’s faltering ruminations on Confederacy range from the obscure to the banal
interspersed with blatant arrogance. Gottlieb’s dilly dallying was a function of his cal-
cified urbane smugness. Despite his ostensible sophistication, he was philosophically
ill-suited to be arbiter of both literary merit and marketability — therein lies the rub.
Had he definitively chosen one or other as the imperative rather than make each of
these domains somehow conversable or “reconcilable,” then Gottlieb would pretty
much be absolved of professional ineptitude. Had he not been beset by philosophical
confusion he’d have made qualitative considerations the only imperative. Confederacy
may have sold in respectable quantities; it might have been a “sleeper”; or it might
have fallen, as Hume famously said of his Treatise, “dead-born from the press.” But

12As Atkinson says “ . . . maybe Kinski knew Herzog well enough to see within his friend dynamics
and impulses that matched his own, even if Herzog was able to contain and channel his impulses
effectively” (2006, p. 16). Herzog admits as much in the documentary.

13I have nothing to add to MacLauchlin’s excellent characterization of the familial dissonance
that Toole was subject to: “he had mired under the binds of filial duty” [p. 219].

14These days, decisions clearly are committee decisions, few (if any) editors or agents having the
power that Gottlieb could wield.
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unless it was on the market there would be no way to gauge its commercial possibili-
ties.15 MacLauchlin comments that “Gottlieb must have become fatigued with the
indulgences writers afforded themselves as they operated in a creative pursuit initially
outside the marketplace” [p. 180]. Tiresome as primo uomo behavior is, Gottlieb mistook
Toole’s comportment for self-indulgence; he was uncomfortable with Toole’s existen-
tial investment in the work and tacitly found Confederacy’s philosophical orientation
falling foul of the prevailing progressivism zeitgeist. (Ignatius’ scheme “to save the world
are more about legitimizing [his] own place in society, rather than a sincere attempt
at social reform” [pp. 200–201].16 Even if driven purely by marketocratic considera-
tions, Gottlieb should still have required the book to be published. Gottlieb’s problem
was that he never dispensed with the masquerade of qualitative considerations, “a
midwife to the creative process” [p. 170]. No-one, and especially Gottlieb, could
have foreseen the number of copies Catch-22 sold.17 The veneer of artistic nurturing
is as disingenuous as Metro–Goldwyn–Mayer’s motto ars gratia artis. 

MacLauchlin is well aware of the bind that an editor of Gottlieb’s standing must
have felt — that is, negotiating the conflicting teleology of art and commerce [pp. 171,
176, 202, 214, 235]. MacLauchlin provides an eminently fair assessment of Gottlieb’s
social role and to an extent sketches Gottlieb the man, but in my view, MacLauchlin
is way too magnanimous. MacLauchlin’s magnanimity is, I surmise, informed by the
fact that Gottlieb: (a) is still alive and active; (b) has ostensibly cogitated over this
story now for most of his life; and (c) has generously not only granted permission to
publish portions of his Toole correspondence18 but entered into correspondence with
MacLauchlin, no doubt not an easy psychological place to revisit after some 40 years.

Bereft of any sound artistic or commercial rationale from Gottlieb, Toole himself
“confesses that he felt ‘somewhat like a bouncing ball,’ never finding a clear path to
gain Gottlieb’s approval” [p. 180].19 Toole was never going to secure that approval:
Gottlieb himself was conceptually stuck and ultimately compromised any ethical high
ground he might have claimed by resorting to the feeblest of reasons for not getting
the book into print. As Michael Oakeshott writes: 

15“The sale of my writings may bring some profit” (Toole, 1981, p. 195). “Oh, of course. There
are all of my notes and jottings. We must never let them fall into the hands of my mother. She
may make a fortune from them. It would be too ironic” (p. 333). “What had once been dedicated
to the soul was now dedicated to the sale” (p. 25). “I would like very much to know what the
Founding Fathers would say if they could see these children being debauched to further the
cause of Clearasil” (p. 37). “Ain’t he writing something?” “Some foolishness nobody never gonna
feel like reading” (p. 174). 

16“This liberal doxy must be impaled upon the member of a particularly large stallion” (Toole,
1981, p. 185). This perceived anti-progressivist or, perhaps more accurately, anti-consumerist
stance (Leighton, 2012; McCluskey, 2009) has commonalities with a mélange of social satire:
Chappism, Dadaism, The Goon Show, Monty Pythonism, Peter Cook, and Wodehousianism.

17Heller lost out to Walker Percy’s The Moviegoer (1961) for the National Book Award. Indeed
Catch-22 never entered the New York Times Bestseller List and didn’t become a best seller until
it appreared as a paperback (Daugherty, 2011). It was, of course Percy, who championed
Confederacy and who eventually wrote the forward to the first edition. Irony upon irony.

18Unlike Neil and Hardy who did not [p. xiii, 260].

19“Gottlieb’s fluctuations between praise and critique drove Toole’s mother wild” [p. 176].
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The changes poets are apt to make in their work are not, strictly speaking, “corrections.”
That is to say, attempts to improve the “expression” of an already clear mental image; they
are attempts to imagine more clearly and to delight more deeply (1991, p. 525, note 24). 

This is echoed by noted Toole scholar Jane Bethune: 

He [Gottlieb] just said, it needs more work, it needs more work. And as an artist I don’t
think that Toole was ready to do that. Nor should he have because what he had was a
gem, a masterpiece. And he knew it. But the authority figure didn’t know it and asked
him to do something else with it – which would have destroyed it.20

It was of course Gottlieb’s prerogative to pass on Confederacy and, had he done so, his
reputation would have been only slightly dented since all top-tier editors have passed
over a work that has gone on to be either a critical or commercial success under the
aegis of another editor and publisher. But instead Gottlieb opted for what would be
the most inapproriate course of action: that is, suspending Confederacy (and Toole) in
a slowly suffocating limbo.21 Gottlieb’s attempt to assuage Toole rings hollow: “We
can’t abandon it or you (I will never abandon Mr. Micawber)”22 [pp. 174, 242]. Gottlieb
in one short comment reveals his arrogance, certainly not tempered by a passive–
aggressive “compliment”: “Not that I’m not good at my job, because I am and no one
is better; but that I’m just someone, and a great deal less talented than you” [p. 181].
It really is beside the point that “. . . while Gottlieb has long been vilified as the one
that ruined Toole, there was no way for him to understand the pressure building
inside the Toole home” [p. 186]. Gottlieb’s stance is a good example of what Sartre
termed as mauvaise foi or “bad faith.” Gottlieb’s supposedly having “taste and decency”
failed Toole as an editor and as a man.

From the perspective of a profoundly injured mother with a provincial sensibility,
Gottlieb — the literary establishment’s top gatekeeper — was bound to be a convenient
focal point of frustration and demonization, even though she herself wanted her son

20Bethune speaking in Joe Sanford’s documentary John Kennedy Toole: The Omega Point:
http://jktoole.com/johnkennedytoolehome.html. Oakeshott reminds us of Orbaneja the
painter’s dictum in Don Quixote “whatever it turns out to be” (1991, p. 527). “Thou art right,
Sancho,” said Don Quixote, “for this painter is like Orbaneja, a painter there was at Ubeda, who
when they asked him what he was painting, used to say, ‘Whatever it may turn out; and if he
chanced to paint a cock he would write under it, ‘This is a cock,’ for fear they might think it
was a fox. The painter or writer, for it’s all the same, who published the history of this new Don
Quixote that has come out, must have been one of this sort I think, Sancho, for he painted or
wrote ‘whatever it might turn out’ . . . (Cervantes’ Don Quixote, chapter LXXI). This also brings
to mind Magritte’s painting “The Two Mysteries” (1966) whereby an image of a pipe and the
words “Ceci n’est pas une pipe” on a stretched canvas resting on an easel (referencing an earlier
painting by Magritte) together with, as part of the larger canvas that we are contemplating, a
significantly larger pipe. I note that Hofstadter (1979, p. 701) and Mishara (2010a, p. 35) also
find this painting referentially intriguing. 

21“ . . . I am apparently trapped in a limbo of lost souls. However, the simple fact that they have
been resounding failures in our century does give them a certain spiritual quality” (Toole, 1981,
p. 195). “My psyche would crumble in that atmosphere” (p. 181).

22Gottlieb’s condescension is palpable in his self-cast allusion to Dickens’ Mrs. Micawber: “I will
never abandon Mr. Micawber!” [p. 181]. 
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to capitulate to Gottlieb’s editorial demands with the hope that would get the book
into print. MacLauchlin is absolutely right to give short shrift to the idea that there
was a single direct causal link between Gottlieb’s rejection of Confederacy and Toole’s
tragic demise [pp. 213–214, 235, 241–242]. But while Gottlieb rightly should be
absolved of being the single sufficient determinate to Toole’s demise, it was a demise
that in all likelihood was overdetermined: there was more than one antecedent event,
any of which would have been a sufficient condition for his early death. 

Gottlieb commits an ignoratio elenchi, the problem of irrelevance, a notion that
Michael Oakeshott had in mind in his defense of art from the debasing tendencies of
those who’d make art answerable to politics or commerce. In his essay “The Voice of
Poetry in the Conversation of Mankind,”23 Oakeshott sets out the philosophical con-
fusions, that arbiters and doorkeepers such as Gottlieb (and these days “literary”
agents) are prone to (Oakeshott, 1991, pp. 488–541).24

First, aesthetic experience is essentially a contemplative attitude of “delight.” As
such, if art is to maintain its authenticity, it should not be subject to propositional
incursions from the scientific, historical or the practical (political or economic).25

Second, as an experience of delight it does not involve the bifurcation of first the
experience and contemplation thereof, followed by a rendering (expressed, conveyed,
mimicked, copied, reproduced, exhibited): there is no undifferentiated poetic imagi-
nation, never mere entertainment nor merely the conveyor of wisdom. 

This threefold outlook protects the independence and as a consequence the authen-
ticity of the aesthetic, even “radical” imaginings, for if we really did already know the
nature of things through other forms of experience, there would be no space at all for
the aesthetic vision (Oakeshott, 1991, p. 523). This is what is meant by autotelic art
or more familiarly the sloganized l’art pour l’art.26

With this let us examine the main lines of criticism Gottlieb leveled at Confederacy.
I deal with them in order. First, the book’s length; second, Ignatius; third, the Jewish
characters; fourth, the picaresque plotting; and fifth, the lack of meaning. 

That the length of the book [p. 174] was even considered an issue, smacks of insin-
cerity, an excuse that has little or no substantive validity to the execution of
Confederacy. What is the metric? The 1994 edition of Catch-22, running to 519 pages,
exceeds the length of Confederacy.

Regarding the character of Ignatius, Gottlieb writes: “He is not as good as you
think he is. There is too much of him” [p. 174]. Where shouldn’t Ignatius be? This

23Originally published as a self-standing monograph in 1959, latter collected in the volume that
made Oakeshott (1962).

24For a fine-grained explication of Oakeshott’s aesthetics see Abel, 2012.

25Though Oakeshott did not dwell on the commercialization of art, he would accept, for example,
that a gallery owner must face the problem of how to sell and market art, even art that under-
stands itself and is understood as non-practical.

26This notion has provenance in Edgar Allan Poe (2009), The Poetic Principle. Reprinted in Edgar
Allan Poe: Critical Theory, the Major Documents, Stuart Levine and Susan Levine, Eds. Chicago:
University of Illinois Press, pp. 175–211; Walter Pater (1980), The Renaissance: Studies in Art and
Poetry, Donald L. Hill, Ed. Berkeley and Los Angeles: University of California Press, p. 190;
James A. McNeill Whistler (1967), The Gentle Art of Making Enemies. Mineola: Dover; and T.S.
Eliot in R. Badenhausen (2005), T.S. Eliot and the Art of Collaboration. Cambridge: Cambridge
University Press.
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just doesn’t make any sense if one grasps the autoscopic nature of the work as set out
in the previous section. 

This thread-bare rationale gives some credence to Toole entertaining the impres-
sion that Gottlieb was harboring a sub-text motivating his disapproval, namely “that
Gottlieb never accepted the novel on the basis of its representation of Jews, particularly
Myrna Minkoff and the Levys” [pp. 241–242].

Gottlieb never provided any rationale for the ambivalence he had about these
characters, which only succeeded in sowing seeds of self-doubt in an already fragile
Toole. It is fair to surmise that Gottlieb’s response was at base a conditioned, synthetic
hypersensitivity to anything that might vaguely have a whiff of anti-Semitism, a phe-
nomenon that Toole sensed while teaching at Hunter College. 

Minkoff is a social type: she is brazen, brassy and belligerent. She is equally bright
and amusing. Despite Gottlieb’s ambivalence it is Myrna who comes to Ignatius’ rescue
from the mental asylum horrors that are about to befall him.27 Mrs. Levy, arguably the
most obnoxious of Confederacy’s characters, has a gauche though well-meaning obsession
for the well-being of Miss Trixie, the senile octogenarian assistant accountant. And it
is through Gus Levy that Burma Jones, no more than “worm sweat” on the New
Orleans “social totem pole,” at last receives a deserved hand up. As with all of the
characters, they are shot through with unremitting frustrations, rich instantiations of
the crooked timber that is humanity. 

It is astounding that Gottlieb and colleagues failed to contextualize Confederacy
within the highly distinguished tradition of the picaresque novel. Confederacy is about
everything — and nothing. The almost cartoonish carnival of characters are different
lenses through which to delight in this kaleidoscopic parade called humanity harking
back to Don Quixote [pp. 162, 233, 256]; (see also Percy in Toole, 1981, p. vi;
Leighton, 2011, 2012). “From this vast parade, Toole selected, merged, refined, and
wove characters together with all the absurdities that form the human condition” [p.
151]. Toole “developed a sensitive ear and a sharp eye for the subtle quirks in a per-
sonality, even in a city brimming with eccentrics” [pp. 2, 227]. 

Gottlieb was flummoxed by the book’s ostensible lack of meaning, a not dissimilar
scenario to the Seinfeld episode wherein Jerry and George pitch a show “about nothing”
to NBC executives.28 “There must be a point to everything you have in the book, a real
point, not just amusingness forced to figure itself out,” writes Gottlieb [p. 172, my emphasis].
Had Gottlieb grasped the notion of the picaresque, the vulgar demand for meaning
would be redundant. It is no wonder that “Gottlieb seems at a loss as to how to direct
Toole” [p. 174]. Perhaps a “moral” of the story is “that striving was meaningless”
(Toole, 1981, pp. 106, 255, 203) and that life so portrayed is a process, not a destination.

27A novel contemporaneous with Confederacy was One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest, the protagonist,
McMurphy, reflecting much of Ignatius’ imaginings. “They would try to make me into a moron
who liked television and new cars and frozen food. Don’t you understand? Psychiatry is worse
than communism” (Toole, 1981, p. 263). “Once your case was in the psychiatric journals, they’d
be inviting him to Vienna to speak” (p. 306). “It was just like her, with the very best of inten-
tions, to have her child harnessed by a straightjacket and electrocuted by shock treatments” (p.
329). “A hose would be turned on him. Some cretin psychoanalyst would attempt to compre-
hend the singularity of his worldview.” “In a mental ward they tampered with your soul and
worldview and mind” (p. 330). “Every asylum in this nation is filled with poor souls who simply
cannot stand lanonlin, cellophane, plastic, television, and subdivisions” (p. 263).

28“The Pitch,” the third episode of the fourth season. 
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Be this as it may, “meaning” is not “something expressed” or “something derived”
from aesthetic experience — a conception that wouldn’t have satisfied Gottlieb’s didactic
impulse. This might explain why under Gottlieb, George Deaux’s Superworm (1968)
saw the light of day Confederacy did not. MacLauchlin summarizes the contrast as follows:
in Superworm, the plot drives the characters whereas in Confederacy the plot is the
medium — requiring time, space, patience and a willingness to enter into sympathetic
alliance with the characters [p. 201]. Had Toole assimilated all of Gottlieb’s sugges-
tions, Confederacy would be a very different book and, as has already been said, the
worse for it. 

In language and tone Toole would have relished, the most scathing characterization
of traditional editorship (and now their outsourced acolytes, literary agents) comes
from the great Latinist A.E. Housman:

An editor of no judgment, perpetually confronted with a couple of MSS. to choose from,
cannot but feel in every fibre of his being that he is a donkey between two bundles of hay.
What shall I do now? Leave criticism to the critics, you might say, and betake himself to
any honest trade for which he is less unfit. But he prefers a more flattering solution: he
confusedly imagines that if one bundle of hay is removed he will cease to be a donkey. 

So he removes it. Are the two MSS. equal and do they bewilder him with their rival
merit and extract from him at every other moment the novel and distressing effort of
using his brains? Then he pretends that they are not equal: he calls one of them “the best
MS.,” and to this he resigns the editorial functions which he is himself unable to dis-
charge. He adopts its readings when they are better than its fellow’s, adopts them when
they are no better, adopts them when they are worse: only when they are impossible, or
rather when he perceives their impossibility, is he dislodged from his refuge and driven
by stress of weather to the other port. 

This method answers the purpose for which it was devised: it saves lazy editors from
working and stupid editors from thinking. But someone has to pay for these luxuries, and
that someone is the author; since it must follow, as the night the day, that this method
should falsify his text. Suppose, if you will, that the editor’s “best MS.” is in truth the
best: his way of using it is nonetheless ridiculous. To believe that wherever a best MS.
gives possible readings gives true readings, and that only where it gives impossible readings
does it give false readings, is to believe that an incompetent editor is the darling of
Providence, which has given its angels charge over him lest at any time his sloth and folly
should produce their natural results and incur their appropriate penalty. Chance and the
common course of nature will not bring it to pass that the readings of a MS. are right
wherever they are possible and impossible wherever they are wrong: that need divine
intervention; and when one considers the history of man and the spectacle of the universe
I hope one may say without impiety that divine intervention might have been employed
better elsewhere. How the world is managed, and why it was created, I cannot tell; but
it is no feather-bed for the repose of sluggards. 

Apart from its damage to the author, it might perhaps be thought that this way of editing
would bring open scorn upon the editors, and that the whole reading public would rise
up and tax them, as I tax them now, with ignorance of their trade and dereliction of their
duty. But the public is soon disarmed. This planet is largely inhabited by parrots, and it
is easy to disguise folly by giving it a fine name. (1961, pp. 35–37)

Thelma Toole was very much more laconic. “When asked why she thought so many
publishers rejected Confederacy, she answered, ‘Stupidity’” [p. 225], no doubt
Gottlieb being the preeminent instantiation of . . . a dunce. One would have thought
that the intervening years had given Gottlieb some wisdom as opposed to a false modesty.
In an interview from 1994 Gottlieb says of himself:
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I used to feel I was a fraud because I had had so much success and done so little to
deserve it. And then I realized, you don’t have to be a genius to be an editor. You don’t
have to have a great inspirational talent to be a publisher. You just have to be capable,
hard-working, energetic, sensible, and full of goodwill. Those shouldn’t be rare qualities,
and they don’t deserve a lot of credit, because you’re either born with them or you’re not.
It’s luck. And that’s why you can be as good an editor your first day on the job as on your
last; you’re not developing some unique and profound gift.29

What is one to make of this? By his own admission, superficially Gottlieb is deep;
deep down he’s superficial: picking books as bestsellers might just as well be akin to
a chimp picking “hit” television shows.30 Whatever achievements Gottlieb can legit-
imately claim, the irony is that Toole and he are welded together, a relationship that
will forever color Gottlieb’s legacy (Catch-22 notwithstanding) — all because of a
book he didn’t publish!31

Concluding Thoughts

The phenomena of the autoscopic and the autotelic was perhaps too rich a mix for
Gottlieb, a rarified psychological state that is incongruent with the neat and tidy cat-
egories that the business of publishing demands. Exceptional writers need exceptional
editors: how different would the world’s intellectual landscape have been were it not
for the insight and foresight of Max Brod, Kafka’s literary executor?32 Whatever the
flaws of Confederacy they do not detract from the palpable quality of the writing, the
authenticity of the voice and the sheer delight millions of readers from many coun-
tries and all walks of life, have derived from reading it. Confederacy was a promissory
note for greatness that came perilously close to oblivion. 

Given his elusive quarry and the complex issue of Thelma Toole’s highly modulated
interpolation, MacLauchlin has offered up a meticulously researched and elegantly
written biography, an exemplar of good taste and connoisseurship. Perhaps one of the
best compliments one could pay MacLauchlin is because of his very Oakeshottian
assessment of Toole’s distinctiveness:

His predecessors, such as William Faulkner and Tennessee Williams, had missed the
greatest lesson of New Orleans: that its texture does not come from its gritty underbelly
but rather from its centuries-long ability to enfold new voices, while never losing track
of its elaborate roots, a cultural value that comes from living on the edge of existence.
[p. 163]

29http://www.theparisreview.org/interviews/1760/the-art-of-editing-no-1-robert-gottlieb

30I refer to the Disney film The Barefoot Executive (1971).

31Even after Confederacy saw the light of day, the rather awkward comments by luminaries such
as Andrew Sinclair, Christopher Wordsworth, Harold Beaver, and Anthony Burgess gracing the
cover of the Penguin edition of Confederacy suggest that they (and Penguin) never properly
understood the novel and/or its creator either. 

32See: http://www.nytimes.com/2010/09/26/magazine/26kafka-t.html?ref=magazine&_r=0 and
the follow up story: http://www.nytimes.com/2012/10/15/world/middleeast/woman-must-relin-
quish-kafka-papers-judge-says.html




