
Dr. Seuss and The Cult of Personality 
 
I have lost track of the date though I can pin down the decade as being the 80s – 20th Century.  It was a 
misty, gray, obliterated day.  My wife and I were compelled to this place by our love for family and the 
appropriate desire to support my younger brother at his graduation from Princeton - though, I thought 
the ceremony offered little that was interesting to us.  We were sort of incidentally shuffling around, 
sniffing, arranging and re-arranging clothing, snickering at some quirk of humanity we sublimely noticed 
in concert.  We shared a sense of the ongoing relentless dissolution of human society.  We were 
mutually, exquisitely demoralized by the press and dirtiness of humanity; the relative insignificance of 
the once and separate humans that surround us.  (We are reclusive - the two of us rarely coming out 
from under our self-deprecating and demeaning rock.) 
 
The ceremony progressed as these transitional or threshold or mile-marker moments in a life progress – 
with some feigned attention to what transpires, some mumbling, some fidgeting and some glorious day-
dreaming (to lands where all the colors flee).  Men and women in purplish gowns and square black 
platters on their heads came and went as the received their honorary degrees.  A physicist who had 
pushed the beginning of time back a few seconds; an economist who had translated the rise and fall of 
wealth and mere subsistence to game theory; a biologist who had discovered a secret code among the 
telomeres that promised to prolong this gritty life into perpetuity – all came and went with their 
parchment and a puny, polite sputtering of applause.  And, then, the final recipient, a superbly aged and 
crooked figure, shuffled, as if in slippers, onto a stage metaphorically (or not) strewn with fairy sand.  
The Master of Ceremonies, who once and before was a human, transformed before our very eyes into a 
humanoid creature with a hysterical snout and dewlaps, large and kind watery eyes looking upon us 
from under beautiful fan-like eyelashes and a floppy, stripped tophat that anyone in their right mind 
would want to put on.  Using a weird, bent up megaphone-type thing that obviously twisted and 
embellished sound, the MC in the hat buggled out the name of our esteemed recipient of the final 
honorary degree – Dr. Seuss. 
 
Dr. Seuss!  Hoorah! 
 
What ensued was a spontaneous, instantaneous, joyful and ecstatic, transcendent crescendo of 
applause -An effusive explosion, a roar of delight, laughter and tears, embracing and hand-holding 
erupted among strangers.  The drear place transformed to an altered state/parallel place replete with 
Hortons and Whos, red fish/blue fish, a nasty-kindly big-hearted disheveled stand-in for Santa Claus, 
green eggs and ham, some 7-humped camel-like creature called a Bloss, a Zoue, Sneetches and Loraxes 
and Ooblecks and a fox in blue socks.  And, of course, our MC - The Cat in The Hat. 
 
A life that we are constantly reminded by word by deed by example and by institution is “solitary, 
poor, nasty, brutish, and short” was no longer that way.  It was not!  It was an eternal land of 
mythogems, offering us a breathtaking menagerie of fascinating, innocent, foolish and fundamentally 
compassionate creatures that were NOT destined to go extinct.  At least not now as part of the 6th great 
extinction, not in this lifetime, and not in several more.  These were our beloved, permanent 
companions of eternal lost childhood. 
 
And honestly, no one cared a scintilla about the BIO of the wiry kook up on stage.  Well, perhaps the 
parts that are analog to his characters, what with also looking upon us with the big watery eyes 
swimming behind giant panes of glass or plastic, and also the crookity-man demeanor.  He was obviously 



loved and cherished not because he was Dr. Seuss the man (flaws and all) but because he was Dr. Seuss 
the character. 
 
This is the thing.  Why in the 21st century do we care so much about the writer?  Who the writer is?  So 
often, the published word comes bound in a jacket that proclaims the name of the writer in some huge 
and obscene font, while we have to hunt around with stronger cheaters to find the title of the work-of- 
art.  How can we possibly care that an intoxicated Faulkner told his daughter that she was too stupid to 
understand his predicament, when we are given “The Sound and the Fury” to consume.  And, do we 
really care about James’ sexual intentions for Nora, when we can lose our selves in “Ulysses” and then 
return, expanded, broadened and freshened in our own understanding of our humanity.  Our 
predilection to promote and adore the writer (as well as the entire pantheon of artists) must be 
perverse.  I am paraphrasing and modifying Bukowski here - “Is there anything more self-indulgent than 
writers writing about writers?”  “Or, writing.”  “Is there anything more irrelevant than readers reading 
about writers?”.  “Or, writing?” 
 
My measly and sacred point then is - Who cares about our infinitesimal bios? Who cares about 
something that degrades and decays almost at the rate of Higgs Boson?  If I can keep my head clear, 
here’s what I am going to do.  Open up a book because life has led me to it.  Tear off the jacket and 
throw it in a literal and literary fire.  Flip past the formalities, the acknowledgements, and please god the 
introductions, maybe even the quotations since so often they are intended to be proof of literacy, of 
authority.  Skip all that distraction.   
 
Let me go forth and dissolve into the written word.  The miracle of art undoes me.   


