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INTRODUCTION

The Space Cowboy has gone through many changes in shape

'during thne last four years before it has taken on its present

form, HMany of the changes have come about as attempts to
answer questions raised by the design of an earlier draft of
thé story. In slmost all cases, change was accompanied by
expansion., The growth from a short story to a novel was
acconplished more by expansion for explanation rather than
complete revisiorn of what was there. Usually, something was
added to account for a particular problem,

What was at first a twelve page short story grew into
en eizhty pase lon~ story, then into a two hundred seventy
paze novel, and finally settled back to two hundred ten pazes,
as it nowv stends. What it now presents is a relatively

structured ~nd fairly complete event that may still go throucsh

w

1-3

future chanses ~ut nothing as radical as it has seen. he
purpose of this introduction is to chroniecle the rcrowth of the
novel, exnlaining reasons for revisions and additions as re-

svonses to critical auestions that arose from the structure

of the story at any ziven time in the process,

i

At first, in July 1971, I had written a short story,
czlled "Clapning Water", that received favorable comments
from "Ezauire" arnd "The Little Review", but was not accepted

for publicstion., The story related the events of a character
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very much like George, who walla first person narrator
visiting the town of Dorian and arriving at the Hazak mine
where he inexplicably confounded the townspeople and became
a hero. The events, now consliderably altered, are portrayed

in pages 173 through 188 of The Space Cowboyv. The magazines

had given no indication of what had pleased them or what had
finally caused them to reject the story. After a year or
two, and a good deal of critical comment from friends, it
became more clear.

The ending was, it seems, an unsatisfactory, over-sinmp-
1ified conclusion to the fantastic events leading up to it,
But what seemed to hold, at least for myself and a few
others, was the sense of a speclal atmosphere created by the
stranze events and the tone of the story.

It occurred to me that I had done a couple of other
earlier pieces (sometime in 1969) that had the same sense of
atmosphere. They were "Shiela Rain® and "The First Butterfly"
and, on rereading thes, I found them to be terrible pieces of
hashed-up strean-of-consciousness, but in them I found the
seeds of events that related to "Claopping iater" and a possi-
bility for o complimentary tons. The events cf "Shiela Rain®

occur on pages 149 to 155 of The Space Cowboy, and "The First

Butterfly" su—marized, in only eight pages, the events of
fifty pazes beginningz on paze 189.

.~ "3Shiela Ezin" held the incident of two men in search of
something in the woods, <eparting for a time from the city,

and discoverinz bheauty in the form of a young wonman, e€ven



against thelr own desires. "The Flrst Butterfly" introduced
the character of George, a very-impulsivé young man attached
to carrots, who decided to build a butterfly.

In January 1973, I sat down to try to put the three
pleces into one long plece. The concepts‘of the Abbey, the
Leatherworks and the teacher took on some form. 3But time did
not allow continuing. And after that I spent a year thinking
about it, and sometimes jJjotting dowﬁ random notes. I could
not see then how it would amount to anything, but 1t keot eat-
ing at me. '

In January 19?#. I decided to give George a wife, Mary,
who, like himself, was a very elusive force, but whose actions
very clearly answered the moments of his impulsivéness, she,
in a sense, taking on the function of a transcendental goddess
in relation to his more or less rendom physical behavior,
ziving it o shape and a purpose. Somehow the story, called
"The First Sutterfly, or In the Middle of the Peach", took
on a thematic unity with the possibly successful operation of
symbols and a clear single-minded purpose that was lacking
in the previous attempts.

The story save direction and purpose to the other three
ffagments, allowing Georze a motivation, efen if a vague one,
that miéht explain hls responses tb the events that happened
to him. That discovery gavz me the impetus to bring the four
pleces tozether. A good deal of the spring of 1974 was spent

doingz that.,



vi

When finished, I had completcd a seventy-six paze plece
called "The First Butterfly", that now, after azain being
rewritten and expanded, is essentially the material represent-

ed on pages 77 throuch 190 of The Space Cowbov. It was pleas-

]

ing to have finally brought all the pleces together and to have
added some definition to Georze and the Abbey, but some ques-
tions still remained, and grew larger with criticlism by others.,
The problens that still remained included such important
thinss as the consistency of George's motivation, the reason-
ing behind the Abbey's behavior, and the question of Mary's
disappearance. Many of George's actions remalned unclear in
terns of inner motivation, except perhaps in a very extended
symbolic sense. The Abbey, although he had become a con-
sistent character in terms of dialozue and action, did not
seem to have a real purpose pehind his actions, which were
stranze enough that they needed, I felt, to be defined with
a spedial purpose. 3ut the greatesﬁ problem, most disturbing
to all readers, was the utter disappearance of Hary. lary
had become attractive to reasders and had provided Georse
with a significance in relation to her. But Mgry simply
disappeared early in the story without any exprlanation,
never to reappear again, and Georre hardly worried about her
disappzarance after the initial emotional impact and after
only one feenle attempt didn't bother ;o loo0» for her, even
thou-h he clearly had a deep love for her., It was a ma jor
problem, and could only be resolved by stretching metaphys-

ical mesninz into objccts of similar color and texture
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(the moon, the flesh of an old lady, énd the Hazak, among
others), which through reappearance could be seen to take

on the action of symbols. Clearly, as a realistic resolution,
it did not satisfy many readers.

Other, perhaps less serious problems in "The First
Butterfly" wefe noted by less than the unanimous array of
ecritics. All of them, upon reflection, came to be for me
problems that needed to be resolved.

Professor Nyberg, besides dealing with the larger ele-
ments of plot, noted particular details throughout the entire
story and asked questions that sought to find reasons behind
particular similarities and associations in events and o»jects
thet apvearsd in the story, often provoking a search for
significance where none would have been intended. In one par-
ticvlar instance, he aéked what sisnificance a scrap of paper
skittering across a porch could have. In another, he asked
why a grest number of weeds were growing in profusion. In
still another case, he asked what significance a series of
rounded larze objects could have. HNost of his guestions
were dirscted toward meaning or significance of an event or
object in relation to the whole plece, feflecting a desire
to »zach towasrd a thematic unity, a critical pose that was
extraordinarily u-eful and finally caused a number of chanzes
in the final draft that lead to a more economical plece,

Professor ¥Williars, besides concerning hefself with the
nore obvious problems in character, deolt with the fewr danzg-

1inr modificrs, and puzzled over the problem of zencral
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colicrence of the entire event of the story feeling that 1t
needed n frame of reference to clarify just what the whole
movement si-nified. In her mind, as it stood, the story was
absurd in nature and did not make contact with reality. It
needed a central focus, perhaps a narratof who could relate to
the reader what the events meant to him. She suggested that
the Abbey or another person might provide that focus.

Peter Scott, a close friend and English teacher in Ohio,
paid more attention to the languagze of the story. Besides
making the same obvious criticisms in plot and character as the
others, he pointed out that the use of colloquialisms and
idioms often reduced the pleasure gnd understandings that he
felt the story could have. In many cases he signéled words
such as "gonna", "just" and "mayoe" that he felt detracted
from the clarity and flavor of the statements. In other cases,
he underlined phrases that he felt should either be dronped
or rephrased.

Both Professor Williams and Peter Scott pointed out sec-
tions where the lenguage soarzd into an attempt at prose
poetry., Willizms found the sections disturbingzg and confusing,
yet Scott felt they were very fine passages, often the best
of the work., The two critics, however, did agree that Georre's
sickness did not cpell emotional disturbsnce or trouble, but
his puking and zaéfric distress only spelled sickness, znd
for Williams that becsme the overriding messaze of the story.

Altorether, the ran-e in types of criticism that these

three offered as conslderable and taken as a whole very helpful.
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Each approach was valuable. And it was especially helpful
that all three agreed on the same major dissatisfactions,
But then the problem was how to go about revising the
work. I had hoped in the summer of 1974 to work nmy way
through a fairly complete final draft fhaﬁ was later to be

called The Space Cowbov. I tried several solutions to the

difficulties.

First, I tried adding a Preface onto the front of the
story. The Preface supplied a first person narrator who
had met George and would be able to provide insights into
Georze's character and point-of-view. The attempt was to
have been to explain through him the reason for Hary's dis-
appearence and the reasons for Georse's peculiar responses.,

But that did not solve a particular problem that had
core to disturd ﬁe stronsly., I felt the Abbey's motivations
should becore clear, a point that none of the critics hed
pointed out explicltly.

I decided that perhens following Professor Williams'
suzzestion of letting the Abrey tell the events of the story
sould allow him to explain his owm purposes, and irrote s
fifty-page section narrated by the Abbey himself, who became
Willard in resl 1life and who spent a good deal of time re-
latinz his backeround, his desires and his reason for becom-
inz the Abbey, a sort of ruler of a small mountaln towm.

The Preface also became his narrstion, providing a place and
a reaczon for telling the story.

But a serious problem arose, After worlzing for nearly



a month I discovered that the Abbey céuld not be the narrator
of George's section, since they were antasonists, and it -ras
essential in their relationship that they not understand one
another. At least the Abbey had exvlained hls personal drive,
althouch I didn't !mow what to do with 1t,

In the Abbey, I had found a way to articulate the reason .
for ﬁary's disappearance, the reason becoming his own person-
al drive; he wanted her and he took her, Also, the explanation
by the Abbey clarified George's seeningly random behavior in
the lizht of Mary's disappearance. The Abbey underhandedly
distorts and confuses George, twisting his life into a chaos
in the hope that Georze will lose control of his directionm.

As a result of clarifying these motivations, I also dis-
covered something explicit for Georme to overcome. e then
had a unarticularizeld férce to recicn with, and if he paneuver-

2d things corrcetly and could get himself under control, he

[»
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n oe able to retrieve Hary, and she would be sble to

return to the story, a return that would satisfy many critics,

In articulating the Abbey's pecint-of-view tken, 1t great-
1y clarified and focused the problems of chrracterization and
plot, and almost gutomatically allowed tﬁe completion of events
in Parts Four =znd Five (pp. 190-216), giving the book a more
traditionsl clima: and denoument that seems to conclude the
function of each character bringing the book to a more sensible
clocse that should satisfy the carlier problemns,

It wes at this point that the name was chenged to %he Snoce

Couboy, b=cauce the main focus now was the characters thermoelves.



But still the Abvey's articulatibn of events increased
the seemingly irreconcilable problem of point-of-view.
Neither George, nor the Abbey, nor Hary could satisfactorily
tell th: story. And 1t seemed lmpossible that anyone else
could do so elther,

I decided on a third narrator, who could listen to the
Abbey tell his story, and who could also shift sensibilities
to sympathize and somehow understand George. Also, I begzan
fzeling a need to somehow bring the somewhat fantastic events
of the story into reality. I wanted to force the impact of
the story onto some plausible characters. All alcng the
story had carried elements of fantasy. Now I wanted it to’
have a meaningful relationship to the real world. A third
ngrrator could bring it in contact with the real world as
well as have a more omisclent view of things.

I wrote a seventy-paze frame that wrapped around what is

now %The Svace Cowboy, provided an omniscient nerrator, recast

the Abbey's Preface as third person narration, and attermpted
to explain the philosophy of the story in relation to real
and clearly contemporary characters, What was created was a2
sort of exterior nlot that included the Abbey as a character
forcinz his way into the cabin of a group of vacationing
younz citizens of the modern world.

Finally the frame was scrapped. A real person could
obviously not he an omniscient narrstor, and Pfofessors
Conrow and Johnmston, who read the longer version of The Space

Cogboy (in seven sections) felt the narration problem re-
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nained snd that the frame was too heavily phllosophized to
be Interesting as 1t stood.

As 1t is now conpleted, an omniscient unknowm narrator
tells the story. Parts One =nd Five concern themselves with
the Abbey. Parts Two through Four focus on George. I worked
to elirinate danzling modifiers, overwrought colloguizlisms,
unseenly vhrasing, and unnecessary details that created a sense
of significance where none was intended,

And the major problems in characterization and plot, at
least tentatively, seem to have been solved. Each character's
motivation should now be clarified, and each person's course of
action thoughout the novel should be understzndable in terms
of surrounding events and internsl motivations. All questions
are hopefully answered by the work itself, except those which
ares supposed to linger, those guestions that reach beyond

specific characters and become universal for human nature.
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In the beginning, he developed a Master Plan.

About twenty years ago, after he had worked to make
a living washing dishes, teaching school, frying hamburgers,
carrying hod, and pumping gas, he felt as if he had been
battered and smacked around by many people and many
objects., He had been badgered by his bosses, yelled at by
customers, threatened by a fourteen year old boy holding
a switch blade to his stomach, knocked out by a telephone
pole, and splattered with hot grease. As a result, he
felt beaten, useless and dull. There were many good times,
but they didn't seem to be associated with making a living,
no matter what plan he used in order to survive.

All that was happening was people and money. All
that anybody worried about narrowed down to how they were
gotting along with other people and if they had enough money
to survive. The result was a lot of dashing about, rolling
around, and rinally,'crashing into one another. It was
the crashing into one another that brought the pain and
the pleasure. And whether it was pain or pleasure depended

a lot on who you were crashing into. It could have been
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a friend, a relative, a lover, a boas, a stranéer, an
enemy, & criminal or almost anybody.

After a long time of suffering, or getting excited
about these crashes, he began to add them up. One evening,
he sat down and made charts of all the crashes he could
remember, put them under the headings of Painful or
Pleasant, and he saw that the number of crashes under each
heading was always about the same. It appeared that the
crashes were about fifty percent Pleasant and fifty percent
Painful. And furthermore, it became clear that he had
never been able to plan or design any crash in advance to
make sure it was pleasant. The whole thing made no sense
at all. |

Finally, after totalling up four hundred and eighty-
nine crashes, of which two hundred and fdrty-tbree were
Pleasant and two hundred and forty-six were Painful, he
decided to get out of the way of any more crashes. He
was going to stop crashing. Still, he calculated that he
had three Pleasant crashes owed to him. - Chance would play
it that way. But it was too bad. He could endure no more
crasheas. He was even going to let those three more
Pleasant crashes hang suspended out there in space, or
wherever they were.

So he stepped aside and went a long ways away from
any crashes. With a good stock of provisiona, he travelled
up into the Rocky Hbunt#ins. After several days of
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wandering among the pines and the rocks, he fouﬁd a small
cave Wwith a gushing spring nearby. He had not seen anyone
since he had begun the trek, so he felt the place was a
likely safeguard against unwanted crashes.

| It was there in the cave that he began to devise the
Master Plan. But it took a while. For a long time, he
had to let all the recollections of past things run their
course. He sat at the mouth of the cave and stared out
into thse valley, as all the events of the past ran through
his brain like small unedited film clippings, flipping
through the reels of his gray matter. When they had run
themselves ragged and the machinery had crumbled and rusted
itself into disrepair, he then could begin to figure out
how to deal with all that confusion back there in that
great city full of crashing.

The aspens clacked around him, the pines swished and
the brilliant red spears of Indian paintbrush shot their
way above the grass of the meadows. The clear cold water
of the spring splashed down through the rocks of the ravine.
And the small whiterpurfs of cloud drifted past the gray
and jagged peaks that were slanted against the sky.

First he had to think of a destination, a place where
he hoped to finally arrive. A place where all strains
were satisfying and comfortable.

After mulling for a time, watching the sky and the
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mountains, he thought that he wished to finally arrive at
some place much like that weary and old, but comfortable
place called Heaven. There must be a place where there is
Peace and Serenity. Whether he got there now or later
wasn't of much concern to him. Just so it happened
eventually and stayed that way for a while.

The clouds wafted across the sky above him, shredding
quietly outward and folding together again as they moved.
Their soft billowing outward into mounds of gentle smooth-
ness, rounded peaks and rolling hazy valleys does sometimes
resemble the flesh of woman. To be in the clouds, resting
in the hazy mounds, enjoying the company of a few good
friends, listening to music roll across them in fine waves,
arranging their organs inside so they seem shapeless and
quiet, and stimulating their minds to make them buzz
lightly sending quiet shivers down through the relaxed
framework of their bodies. That seemed the way of it.
There would be the chance for Joy, Peace and Serenity.

But the proﬁlem was: How to get there? It looked
as if he would need to control a lot of things %o do it.

He could not simply vaporize himself, or mysticize himselfl
into nothing. He didn't know how to do that, and he had
never seen anyone do it either. That was all speculation.
He knew nothing of spiritual beings or ghosts. Nothing
mystical had ever happened to him. From what he could see

and discern from the world around him, everything was all
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objects and space, people and things spread out and stuck
in their places in relation to one another. There could
be no spiritual leap outward toward Heaven, at least with-
out leaving all kinds of things behind, especially without
leaving his body behind. And that would be intolerable.
He liked his body.

Besides, looking hard, he could almoat sea Heaven
right from where he was sitting. It had to be somewhere
just beyond those gray peaks and gently folding clouds.,
All he would have to do is move himself across that space,
gathering together all those things he wished to keep and
take off. What he needed was something that would move
him through space to get there. What he needed was some-
thing that would shoot across the valley through the air,
off above the pezks and into the clouds. FEe neecded an
airplane or a rocket.

But not knowing exactly where Heaven was presented
him with a problem. Finally, the only thing he had to go
on was the old fifty-fifty rule about Crashes. He en-
visioned the plane fide off to Heaven as another kind of
erash, but only as a much more ccnclusive one. It mattered
much more than the previous four hundred and eighty-nine
crashes, But he still saw it as a collision. So he
figured he had a fifty percent chance of getting there.
And a fifty percent chance of getting Nowhere, or maybe

Hell, or whatever was at the opposite end from Heaven.
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Sti111, that was enough.

A fifty percent chance of getting there sounded
pretty good. Besides, he still had three Pleasant crashes
coming up, allotted him by Fate, so maybe the balance
would tilt in his favor. Anyway, taking the chance had to
be better than the old system of hundreds of little crashes
that only ended up cancelling each other out into an end-
less gray oatmeal of emotions. That seemed useless. And
besides, he felt bruised.

The next problem was to figurs out how to get an
airplane or a rocket. If he was going to apply the fifty-
fifty rule, the plane's flight pattern would have to be an
unknown. It would have to depend entirely on chance.
Everything would have to be up to Fate in this flight.

And the only way to ensure that was to get a plans without
controls. Then the good old fifty-fifty rule could work
its way into the Plan.

But where does one find a plane without controls?
The Civil Aeronautics Board would have never approved a
plane like that for flight. And rockets were ruch harder
to come by. Besides, as a matter of his personal choice,
a rocket would have blasted across things much too
violently. Everything would have turned into one roaring
blur. He wanted to be able to see where he was going if
he had no choice in ths matter. The end is not the only

thing. Getting there meant something too. A good old
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propeller-driven pléne would have allowed him tb look
around and enjoy the scenery as he travelled outward to
wherever he was going.

One day, as he paced among the rocks and twisted
trees near timberline looking out at the ranges of peaks
and wondering over how he could get such a plane, he
stumbled across a ragged, stiff and gray bush pushing
itself up from between the rocks. It looked something
like a2 sagebrush plant with its rugged squatness and
crumbly gray bark, but its dusty lobe-shaped 1eaves were
a washed-out gray rather than the pale blue-green of sage-
brush., It caught his attention and held it. It was an
unusual plant. Its strange neutrality of gray was set off
by the various colorings of lichen growing on the
surrounding rocks, There was the white of salt. The
speckled black of pepper. And sprinklings of ruaty
paprika.

Its flaccid leaves with their gray cast reéemhled
the folds and lumps of the human brain. The plant looked
cerebral and intelligent in its own right as if it knew
exactly what it was doing growing there in those chunks
of rough granite.

The sun slanted across the rocks, pushing lumpy
shadows along the sides of the mountain. On the rock
behind the plant, some geometrically-shaped shadows

gradually appeared. He hunched down in a squat to take a
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closer look.

The pattern of the shadows on the rock aﬁpeared to
be a sort of fat X. The lines of the X were large and
were ragged on the outside edges. Each line was about the
length of a finger. In the center of the X was a small
oval standing up, about the size of a large eye. He had
seen nothing like it before, even though it was such a
plain symbol., It must have been some kind of Ute Indian
design. It was too geometric to be accidental. The Utes
were the only ones around here before the white people
passed this way. And they may have attached some religious
significance to this plant. If that was true, ths plant
would have been at least one hundred years old. And that
was possible. Things take a long time to grow at timber-
line. There is a lot to fight against.

It was then that he noticed something strange
happening inside his eyes and in the shell of his chest.

A gray fuzzy ring began moving in on his periphal vision.

At the far corners of.his sight, light fingers of gray
began encroaching.' At first, he spun around thinking
something was behind him. But the ring of fuzz moved with
him. 5o he figured it was inside his headQ At the same
time, a washing of pleasure welled up from within his
bowels. It was a feeling of contentment mixed with longing.
It was as if the next move he made would shatter apart all

the endless longings of his soul and replace everything



