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The Mayflower hoped to find new and balmy Holy lands. Sail west, those miserable Calvinists dreamed, and the decadence of London and Rome would vanish, the climate would warm, Utopian possibilities would arise. Those grim Puritans dared to hope that slushy European winters would give way to benign zephyrs, endless growing seasons, vast real estate, a dearth of rubbishy peasants, and unlimited quantities of fresh seafood down by genial lagoons. History has proven that the Pilgrims’ voyage was, in fact, a fateful trip, the most fateful trip in any society’s logbook. The erstwhile settlers of the “New” world did live in huts for a while, and although some Natives might not have been happy sharing their island with newcomers, this small band of Anglo-Saxons eventually claimed the upper hand.  
Two centuries on, however, their illustrious hilltop city was beginning to lose some shine; reaching the Pacific and a couple of world wars will do that. Tom Buchanan and the rest of his Daimler-circling ilk  had warned of the rise of the colored empires, and by mid-twentieth century the blue bloods reacted in the only way they know how, by finding a vacation getaway. And how best to sustain The Myth? Gather enough canvas, tacks and gesso and drench the glories of WASP dominion in glorious Technicolor, though maybe not in the first season since that blasted color film is frightfully expensive.  
O, Glorious American 20th Century! A Michaelangelo arose in the East, destined to hew and shape that ultimate General Electric Pilgrim’s Progress Hour:  New Jersey’s Sherwood Schwartz,  born in 1916, the year Gatsby fell in love with Daisy. Young Schwartz, as a knickered urchin, yearned for access to the toney WASP’s living in fashionable, affluent ease in mock-Tudor mansions with grass tennis courts in the hills of Bergen County, a lifetime of barb-wire away, but geographically, just to the east of his Passaic shtetl. Sensing his opportunity to pander to these deluded Brahmins who had no doubt that their empire was unassailable, Schwartz migrated to Hollywood and wrote jokes for Bob Hope, the laugh track of Wonderbread Kingdom. Even though cool jazz and electric blues were creeping in under the door of the conservatory, the nostalgic Schwartz sought patronage from both Gentiles and vaudeville refugees, and ultimately won his chance to give coconut-cream-pies-to-the-face one last fling. As tribute to the East Coast elite, he had the audacity, and good sense, to fling his seven stranded castaways back in time, and ever outward, to the farthest reaches of the American Empire, somewhere southeast of Hawaii, near the South Seas Missile Range, on an uncharted desert isle, in one of the most brazen recitals of revisionist history yet recorded. Avast!
To Oliver Stone one point, persistent  Island Lore has it that the American flag seen in the background of the marina shot in the opening credits is at half-mast due to JFK’s assassination, but the filming wrapped on Friday, November 22d, so the flag would not have been at half mast yet, which means Kennedy, alive somewhere in Texas, was still just the upstart papist pretty boy of the rising sea change and had not yet become the anointed martyr of Camelot, the ultimate symbol of America’s lost innocence and sundown for Anglo-Saxon rule. Either way, on November 22, 1963, our glory was perfect, until it wasn’t. 
“I will build the goyem a glittering shrine, out of bamboo”, spake Schwartz. The Powers-That-Were, mistaking their own circling of the drain as merely the foundering of the S.S. Minnow, drank his Goofy Grape. But now, a musical number. With predictable creative coherence, Schwartz originally turned his back on Brittania, and test-piloted a calypso theme sung by a Disneyesque schlepp channeling young Ricardo Montalban. Regaining his senses, Schwartz rewrote the theme song in the key of  good old Celtic folk boom, then ten years on and just about Puff’d out. To sing his ditty, he hired the Wellingtons, a milquetoast combo in the letter-sweater spirit of The Kingston Trio and The Lettermen. Cultural integrity? Check. Circle them ’64 Mustangs and break out the primary colors, there will be no suggestion of lemon trees, dusky natives, or Afro-beats on our beloved island. Like Robinson Crusoe, it’s primitive as can be, at least as imagined by God fearing Christians. Of the right stripe. 
And how would Schwartz get boob tube America to drink the Etonic Kool-Aid served up on his Edenic island? Just sit right back, and let Caucasian Casting populate the tropic island nest. To begin with, a nod to our own colony’s blue-collar foundation: the mate was a mighty sailor man, the Skipper brave and sure. By George, that’s the ideal East Egg: a working class that makes up a mere two-sevenths of the population. Unwashed masses are unavoidable, but, please, in moderation. Jonas Grumby was a Navy man; when he loses his memory (Episode #4 Goodnight Sweet Skipper) he relives his role in the empire-maintaining skirmish at Guadalcanal. Representing all the nameless swabbies and dogfaces who have bolstered our dominion: Gilligan. No first name, despite Chat Room scuttlebutt suggesting “Willy” floated through a pilot or two; a possible nod to Bill Mauldin’s Willy?  Our Gilligan appears to be Scots-Irish, for a splash of above decks/below decks. This mate is very aware of his rank, though, and content to remain a little buddy; no idle aspirations for Gilligan. Schwartz carefully cancelled Maynard G. Krebs decadence; Gilligan is devoid of beatnik slouchings, though he occasionally gets glassy-eyed jamming to the transistor radio.  The Skipper claims that Gilligan saved his life by pulling him out of the way of a loose depth charge that was rolling on the deck of, presumably, not the S.S. Minnow. Servants of the empire, loyally insuring a class structure stable and intact.
Dr. Roy Hinkley, a science teacher from Cleveland, Ohio, has a BA from USC, a BS from UCLA, and MA from SMU and a Ph.D from TCU. In the spirit of John Dewey, we have an educated middle class. Schwartz is careful, however, not to allow the Professor one smidge of social éclat from a New England institution; this rube gets not a sprig of ivy, nor window decal on his faux-wood-paneled station wagon. To emphasize the Professor’s middle-class status, he is a noted Boy Scout leader, back in those halcyon days when WASP’s were sometimes Webelo’s, before Baden-Powell was outed as a fascist pedophile. 
The girls, then, round out the island’s middle class. Never mind any prurient debate of Ginger or Mary Ann? Mary Ann Summers, from Horner’s Corners, Kansas, is premium breed stock.  She no doubt witnessed some serious doings in the back stalls at 4H, but she is as virginal as the young Republic. Ginger Grant, the contrasta, comes from that old stratified world when actors were not celebrities who wielded real power; think the Duke and the Dauphin on the raft. Ginger, a B movie actress, is not getting personal audiences with the Dalai Lama or running for President. The Professor and the girls therefore make up 43% of the island’s population, a middle-class ratio that would make old Thomas Jefferson smile. While we’re on the subject of smiling old goats, why have one Myrtle Wilson when you can have two? 
	The ruling class? Holy Hegemony, it’s The Howells. Eunice Lovey Wentworth Howell, perfect doyenne of her social class, replete with idiotic nickname. Wentworth aligns her slightly toward Boston, though she claims Philadelphian Grace Kelley as a confidante. Called “The Wizard of Wall Street” before DiCaprio was born , Thurston Howell III is the rose-colored apotheosis of 20th Century American gentility. His ancient Teddy Bear recalls his St. Grottlesex pedigree, as does his “Egads, a Yale man!”.  His string of polo ponies plants him firmly in the 1913 of his childhood, playing a chukker or two with Francis Macomber. The Golden Peak of Dominance.
The Howells, comfortably above the fray, show no cracks in their foundation, no Jimmy Hoffa’s, no outsourcing to brown people, no Jap automobiles – Gilligan’s Island is the true Great Society. Conveniently, the seven stranded castaways do not displace any natives. Plenty of visitors from neighboring islands show up, Kupakai headhunters even, but they are no threat to, or match for, the humble islanders, usually skedaddling a fast-motion retreat out of the lagoon. One headhunter is credited as Eddie Little Sky (Episode # 78, Topsy Turvy) suggesting some proto-affirmative action, but his fellow heathen was Roman Gabriel, then quarterbacking the Los Angeles Rams. Rest assured,though, whenever savages come ashore on this atoll, they will see, watching o’er the ramparts, Gilligan, the Professor and Skipper, standing left to right: broad swaths of red, white and blue. No wonder interlopers turn tail and flee to their own islands. 
Vito Scotti’s Japanese soldier brings an element of surreal realism to the island. This invader draws the full wrath of Gladasya’s Type Casting, since the tea party that was to be Our 20th Century was so rudely interrupted by that yellow fascist menace. Scotti’s Coke-bottle-glasses and lascivious designs on Ginger and Mary Ann (Episode #15, So Sorry, My Island Now) rival any War Department propaganda film. While Lionel Mandrake allowed, also in 1964, that the yellow bastards “made such bloody good cameras”, there’s no taking the boot off the throat of the lowly Nips on Gilligan’s Island. The Hungarian character actor Scotti dispels any inkling that the Empire of The Rising Sun could have stood a chance against the Sunnybrook Yacht Club, Howell’s outfit. However, WASP magnanimity and fondness for the arts (Episode #31, Diogenes, Won’t You Please Go Home?) does prevail later in the series. When the other castaways find Gilligan’s diary, they all remember the Japanese sailor episode with their own flattering take on the events, clearly a nod to Kurasawa’s Rashomon. Scotti also returns in two other episodes, as vampirish mad scientist Boris Bolinkoff, but even vampires are no match for The Golden City By The Lagoon.
Some might call it a  miracle that Schwartz’s Hanna-Barbera Utopia became the most syndicated, most re-broadcast show in television history, even though the network brass, circa 1963, found it too simplistic, too unbelievable, too un-hip. Those late-Mad Men-Era sophisticates disdainfully decreed that Gilligan’s Island was just another food-like product created by the military-industrial-soma-peddling complex that gave us Space Food Sticks©, Crisco© and Sanka©. Who would possibly tolerate the antedeluvian island shenanigans? Darwinism suggests these nincompoops would have been dead in two weeks. Gadzooks, the Howell’s sort knows how to avoid rubbing shoulders with riff raff, yet they end up on a blue-collar three-hour tour with how many trunks of cash? Heavens to Murgatroyd, history does show that there were, in fact, sentient beings alive back at that time, watching films like Dr. Strangelove and Tom Jones. The original film version of Lord Of The Flies came out in 1963, when Presidents fingered red phones and red buttons on both sides of the Cold War, and our experts had been advising Southeast Asians for years. How many times would this plastic Edsel ask us to laugh at somebody getting hit in the head with a coconut? 
	But isn’t the entire American experience based on that myopic optimism, on Hope and Aspiration and looking on the bright side? Isn’t that what made us a super power and the dominant culture of the 20th century? We owe a debt to the master illusionist Schwartz, that renowned scrim painter. Eager to please, he was nevertheless The Jew, The Outsider, unable to gain membership to the Anglo clubs of Cambridge and Greenwich, so he set about creating his own idealized version of the Avalons and Honah Lee’s that he sensed haunted the wistful dreams of the WASP hegemons whose empire was just then getting misty around the edges after its truly impressive run from somewhere around Ben Franklin  right on through to, say,  the death of F.D.R.  Schwartz encased in Television City amber  a perfect society, one commensurate with the enormous aspirations and desires of Cotton Mather’s love children. But of the right cut, of course. A society that all mankind, from Soviet cosmonauts to Watubi headhunters, could only tremble before, in devout respect and awe-struck supplication. A society that rested on the sturdy shoulders of The Navy. A society whose middle class boasted Ginger as The Arts, Mary Ann as Crafts, and The Professor as Science. A royal family one amendment short of divine rights, their ample steamer trunks of noblesse oblige and evening wear smoothing over difficulties. The Howells might allow some authority to their fellow castaways, but as the wealthiest and most sophisticated they are clearly the Arbiters of Culture. Network budgets allowed for plenty of fiberglass palm fronds to conceal real-world unpleasantness. 
When Pip returns to Gargery’s at the end of Great Expectations, there is the uncomfortable sense, which bothered Dickens and Schwartz alike, of the classes moving apart like two ships; Pip is a gentleman now and has to leave the forge behind, and Joe concurs, even though they are both crying. A century later, there can be, and will be, no such social instability on Gilligan’s Island – our magnificent seven stranded castaways will be etched on that Grecian formula urn for eternity, emblazoned like a glorious supernova for future ages to admire and to emulate. There they will remain, no phone, no lights, no motorcars, forever fixed as the last and most pure manifestation of The American Empire. 
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