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March 21, at 7:29 a. m7 brings
(1) official spring to Kenyon's Hill, and
(2) the spring number of Kenyon Review to nearly 1,000
l:

purchasers, at the least.
Xh© Kenyon Review made a great success with its Volume I, Number 1,
issued just before Christmas.

The new number is illustrated, and larger,

and even more densely packed with distinguished literary features.
price is 50 cents per number, $2.00 per year's subscription.

The

The Kenyon

Review is now the only quarterly in America devoted exclusively to arts
and letters.

Some features of the new number: Forbes Watson's "New Forces in American
Art," illustrated by reproductions of two new American murals; and William
Carlos Williams' introduction to the work of the martyred Spanish poet
Lorca, accompanied by Rolfe Humphries' translations of two of the poems.

Contributors to the first two numbers of the Kenyon Review included: John Peale
Bishop, Ford Madox Ford, Delmore Schwartz, Paul Rosenfeld, Philip Rahv,
Howard Baker, R. P. Blackmur, Sheldon Cheney, Yvor Winters, Herbert J.
Muller, Randall Jarrell, Vernon Venable, C. A. Millspaugh, Haakon M.
Chevalier, B. H. Haggin, Lawrence Leighton, Robert Penn Warren, Allen
Tate, Mark Van Doren, Forbes Watson, William Carlos Williams, Lincoln
Kirstein, Gilbert Seldes, Rolfe Humphries, H. B. Parkes, Eliseo Vivas,
Howard Dykema Roelofs, Joseph Warren Beach, F. Cudworth Flint, Louis
Kronenberger, R. T. S. Lowell, and John Crowe Ransom, Philip Rice, editors.
Howard D. Roelofs, Joseph W. Beach, F. Cudworth Flint, Louis Kronenberger,
R. T. S. Lowell; and John Crowe Ransom, Philip Blair Rice, editors.

THE

KENYON

REVIEW

GAMBIER, OHIO

M

This department is reserved for the use of all Hika readers.
Correspondence on any subject concerning Kenyon will
be appreciated. We do not assume responsibility for or
necessarily agree with statements made in this department.

A

EDITOR'S NOTE: The following two letters
were written to the Editor personally, but Dr.
kindly gave permission to print froDm
Willi >'
them in order to make his meaning sharper by
explaining his inspiration. We thank him indeed for this additional kind IM- •

Feb. 26, 1939
Dear McDowell:
Here is a poem to which I have added
two short sketches I suppose you'd call
them. I've amused myself considerably
recently jotting down two and three
page bits that I pick up from the con
versation of my patients and without
thinking much about them. . . occasion
ally they have a flash of something
human that makes them admissable. The
poem on the other hand was rather care
fully studied. Perhaps it has something
in it that will appeal to the sort of young
man who might be about and who re
sembles the sort of young man I was
when I was walking the streets of Phila
delphia at night while in college sick in
body and mind over my youth and in
ability to crack the world open and take
out its seeds. He is a tragic figure.
Sincerely yours,

Mr. David McDowell,
Editor of HIKA,
Dear Sir:
Although Kenyon is unusually wellequipped in many ways, there is one
important omission in this equipment: a
bookstore. Most colleges and universi
ties consider a good bookstore as much
an important part of their program as
the library.
It is not necessary to point out that
the book-counter for text-books in As
cension is inadequate as a bookstore, and
that a pleasant, well-stocked shop would
be an important stimulation for Kenyon
men.
Colleges smaller than Kenyon, main
tain successful and well-equipped stores.
It would seem that a store would be
even more vital to such a place as Ken"""

It Is Not To Late
To Subscribe

To Hika!

William Carlos Williams.
March 5, 1939
Dear McDowell:
You'll find something enclosed that 1
hope will serve your purpose. Sure, go
ahead and quote from the letter if you
want to. Yes, I'd like to have three
copies of your issue. . . .
If a person wants, strongly enough,
to write he'll write. That's the only an
swer I know to the secret of the things
I've done. And I'm not kidding myself
as to what is and what is not worth
while. No one knows the answer to that.
All any one man can say is that for him
certain things are necessary. If he feels
that strongly enough, as I have said, he'll
go after his darling hot foot until he
lays her, She'll probably hide behind the
Encyclopedia Kritannica. He'll have to
blast her out, one way or another.
Well, I'm glad I've been of use to you.
And good luck with your issue of Hika.
Sincerely yours,
William Carlos Williams.

March, 1939

$l-00 For The Rest of The Year
Including This Issue

yon, isolated as it is from contemporary
things and events.
A symptom of the need for this sort
of a store was shown last autumn when
the Mansfield bookshop set up a temDorary stand in Peirce Hall and sold
most of the stock during one afternoon.
Sincerely,
John A. Thompson, Jr.
Robie Macauley
February 27, 1939
Editor, HIKA
Kenyon College
Gambier, Ohio
Dear Sir:
Many times have I felt, but until your
recent plea for letters to your magazine
I have not expressed, a regret concern
ing the passing of a feature of past
HIKAS — the Kenyon Intelligence Test.

Has your publication no further room
for the subtle humor; the interpretation
of the Kenyon spirit; the incidental in
formative value of that section of former
Can it be that Kenyon has
HIKAS?
lost its desire for entertainment of the
"lighter" variety in its own magazine?
Does it desire in it only the satiation
of cultural hunger? I hope not.
Why cannot this section be restored
to its former position of prominence?
Take my suggestion as you will. To
be sure, I expect that tomorrow will
see it forgotten with true Kenyon un
concern. In that case just mark this
letter down as another senior lament
for the "other" Kenyon.
Sincerely yours,
Vernon Jenkins, '3D.
Dear Editor:
Latin and Greek are all very well, it
seems to many of us, but are hardly
synonomous with education. Of course.
it may really be so, but it is extremely
difficult to believe that the Mediterranean
cultures completely exhausted the earth's
supply' of intellectual and artistic ores.
Doctor Santee implied that the Classics
should be essential to an education, that
the little American boy should imitate
his sturdy English cousin and be ab.e to
write Latin verses betore he can well
feed himself. It seems too that the
Munich pact would indicate dear little
English cousins can't do so well for
themselves in spite of their complete
training in the classics.
After he was old, Wellington called for
soldiers from the playing fields of Eton
and Harrow; however, he really beat
Napoleon with veterans from Yorkshire
and the Scottish hills. It strikes us that
all this hullaballoo about coating Ameri
can youth with ancient cultures (the
pedagogues howling and weeping croco
dile tears because they won't take to it!)
involves the same attitude. Naturally
they won't take to it. A hell of a lot of
good it's going to do them to remember
a lot of beautiful Latin lines in their
factory offices. If they do happen to get
to enjoy' it in college, they get just
enough to make them feel that they'd
like more, and no matter what the ex
ponents of "Read a line a day!" say,
after you get out of college there just
isn't time. Latin may be fundamental
to those who have to support themselves
by it or those who want to write ponderous poetry, but not to us!
As a pleasant contrast to this intellectualism, we have Roberta Teale
Swartz's article on aesthetics. We have
felt all year that poetry should be written
so that the common man (even a low
laboier) could understand it; and we
have felt that the poetry thus far printed
in HIKA did not communicate itself to
the reader. Therefore, we appreciate
not only Miss Swartz's theory but also
her fine
application of it. After all,
shouldn't poetry always be concerned
with the insignificant things in life as
long as they are pretty: and shouldn't
it leave the really' important to science,
mathematics, etc.?
Sincerely yours,
Three Kenyon Students.

1

COMTRBBUTORJ
WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS, to quote the
New Directions Anthology, "has been called 'the first
prose writer in America.' " And no less authority than
the famous poet Ezra Pound is responsible for that
statement. But his reputation is not at all limited to
prose, for he is considered by many as one of our very
best poets. We quote Yvor Winters, the famed Cali
fornia critic: "In these poems .... the violence of the
theme supports even his most rapid and muscular
rhetoric, and he raises the metrics of free verse and
poetry in free verse to the highest level at which they
may be found. No other poet using free verse is even
comparable to him on these occasions."
However, discriminating readers of modern poetry
greatly appreciate Dr. Williams not only for his tre
mendous technique but also for the extreme essentiali
ty and life of his subject matter. So much of modern
poetry (as the case has always been in the past) is
rather uselessly experimental: Schools spring up, and
with them tendencies and vogues, and ram forth their
products, which in most cases are fortunately ill-digested and finally forgotten by the public. Dr. Williams
is in no sense of the word an experimenter; he has
achieved his style, and it has come about from steady
writing and feeling and not from experimentation.
One cannot become of the opinion in reading his
work that any of it is written for the market or
merely for subtle or unusual technical effects (though
he is a fine technician); in this sense he is refreshingly
romantic, — and sane! His poetical craftsmanship has
shown a constant evolution over a period of thirty
years until now he records our native scene in an
idiom altogether his own. His modification of the
free verse form is a metric directly related to the
tempo of American life — a short, stabbing line pro
ducing a powerful, broken rhythm.
Yvor Winters believes that Dr. Williams' romanti
cism and his lack of scope in subject matter (is that so
important?) limit him, but he says:
"On the other hand, when poems are so nearly
unexceptionable in their execution, one regards the
question of scope regretfully: Herrick is less great than
Shakespeare, but he is probably as fine, and God will
ing, should last as long. If I may venture, like Arnold,
to make a prediction, it is this: that Williams will
prove as nearly indestructible as Herrick; that the end
of the present century will see him securely estab
lished along with Stevens, as one of the two best poets
of his generation. He is handicapped at present by
the fact that the critical appreciation of free verse has
not got beyond the long and somewhat obvious
rhythms of Pound and of the less expert Eliot, so that
2

Williams' artistry goes all but unperceived with most
readers."
HIKA readers will have a chance to judge both his
poetry and his prose, as Dr. Williams has been so kind
as to give us some fine examples of both. He is a
doctor of medicine and lives and practices at Ruther
ford, New Jersey. A member of the group that in
cludes Ezra Pound, T. S. Eliot, E. E. Cummings, Wal
lace Stevens, and Marianne Moore, he has been one
of the leaders in the renaissance of American poetry
which has taken place since the War. His contribution
to the art has been recognized by the award of Poetry's
Guarantor's Prize in 1931 and the Dial's $2,000 award
in 1926, and by inclusion in a dozen or more antholo
gies. He has published several volumes of poetry
and short stories and has appeared in most of the
leading magazines in this country and England. His
Complete Collected Poems (New Directions 1938),
which is just out, is reviewed in this issue of HIKA.
JOHN CROWE RANSOM is Kenyon's Professor
of Poetry and the Editor and founder of The Kenyon
Review. Nationally known as poet and critic, he has
published several books including four volumes of
verse and The World's Body, a collection of critical
essays.
GEOFFREY W. CURWEN as a poet will be new
to HIKA readers. He is a junior in the college and
lives in Middletown, Ohio. He is a member of the
Advisory Committee.
TOM SAWYER, JR. is a senior, a member of
Delta Kappa Epsilon and President of Nu Pi Kappa.
This is the first time that he has published in HIKA,
and we believe that the quality of his four poems will
securely establish him as one of Kenyon's outstanding
poets. And as he is writing steadily and evenly, we
expect to have some more of his work soon.
DONALD L. MILLER, Associate Editor of HIKA
lets us have another of his stories. He is a member
of Delta Tau Delta and a junior.
J. WILLIAM CLARK gave us a story for the last
issue of HIKA but appears this time in two new ca
pacities. He prints a poem in the symposium and also
reviews the Complete Collected Poems of our Guest
Contributor, Dr. William Carlos Williams.
(Continued on page twenty-four.)
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Memorable Evening
by Peter Taylor
When Hubert Lindsey would come upon the di
vision between the personal and the modern, there
was an emptiness in his stomach. He would stand up
in whatever the white-walled, picture shaded drawing
room might be and walk shakily between the slippers
to a door. He found that the doors became smaller
each night as his Negro mammy had done each year
until she was now the reasonless little body two feet
shorter than he, shut up in the little cabin behind the
old house. To destroy the comparison there was only
the insulting face of the truth that he was no longer
dwarfing the old marks on the inhumanely unpainted
nursery door; and yet the doorways became more
hatefully dimensional each night.
On the twenty-seventh of the Christmas month he
went to Gran
ville's house
because Irene
•;
had called and
said that Arelia had ac* *3
.. •
i
cepted the
>written invitation, and she
had put that
to him in a
>
straight fashion, unpardon*
able. Then,
turning from
the phone he
imagined, she
; J
had suggested
something
with words of
a woman who
does not want her exact words to be echoing after
ward in the ears of a man. The suggestion, which
came through to him only as he rode with John, in
John's leather-seated automobile, to Grandville's and
Irene's dinner party, had been one for his execu
tion of his plan to erase his "engagement" from his
thoughts and thus the dark consciousness of it which
pervaded any small gathering in their experience this
Christmas.
It so turned out, however, that the guests list this
night was not as short on Irene's telephone pad as she
had intended. There were now more Christmas guests,
and Corine and Liz the unmarried had managed again
to rope in new young men from Dallas and Little Rock
and a girl from Cincinnati whose little-glass-of-sherry
made her talk familiarly with the Nashville people in
the big parlor before dinner. So things were not so
very dark.

•:

WBKm
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He escorted Arelia to her place at the table beside
a Texan who was an instructor of aeronautics. The
house looked old tonight behind its cosmetics: the
floor scars under the polish and the incurable, not
quite unnoticeable bulge under the new white plaster
were not concealed. Only a few odd pieces of china
that appeared were from the old sets. The mixture
of the new and the old china and glassware made the
table scene brilliant.
He put his elbows on his brother's table and went
into the conversation. Liz, his cousin, was at his left
and soon took him aside from things to hasten to
apologize for her hasty letter from Poughkeepsie.
''Your letter came the next day. Nevertheless, you
still sneaked off like a thief in the dark from the party
that you wellknew was for
you. We had
a wonderful
time.
We
afound a new
place."
7
k
"Perhaps
V
we could go
there again
If
some time or
HI
o t h e r," h e
/
said, and he
smiled
as
W
. •
though it were
a clever thing
to say.
To
W
make amends
for his vague
ness he stuck
in, "Tonight
even." He was eager to make any sacrifice. But at
least Liz would have no sacrifice from him: she was
trying with him to make things seem right. Some of
the others might have bit off this fake fruit and swal
lowed it, pretending the while to themselves that it
were real.
"It's weirdly like The Rafters, except that there's
no Mom and no Pop. A woman in a green boucle
came over to our table and smoked Perry's pipe and
tried to coax him into dancing with her. I really
thought Katie was going to bite her ear off."
He looked at Liz over the goblet from which he
drank water of the same spring the nigger boys had
been whipped for bathing in. Her jargon she stuck
back into that little casket she had borrowed for her
dazzling youth from her gifted friend, Corine. She
returned a solemn stare for his dry glance. And their
eyes met with a seriousness that can rarely come to

Wfw

T~T

>

5

two young persons of different sexes without involving
the difference. But the good sensibility of both brought
forth casual smiles for one another, for was Arelia
looking at them with impatience or grief?
"Goodness," Liz breathed.
"It's weirdly like The Rafters," he said.
"I cannot remember whether or not there were
curtains to the booths. It was too sinister for curtains,
perhaps."
He gave her a wink for the pretty sentence, and
Liz was abashed; and across the table Arelia shook her
head in a smile, knowing the sort of thing in which he
happily had caught their old friend, his cousin.
"Were there curtains? Were there curtains there?
Curtains at the booths, Corine. You remember, Irene?
Were there curtains at The Maples — at the new
place?"
"You mustn't take Liz too seriously about The
Maples," Granville told his brother. "It has an en
tirely different nature from the Maury County Place."
Irene shook her head nonsensically at Liz: Hubert
would have held her head for her had she asked. He
would have held Granville's tongue when it said,
"Maury County." The Rafters was in Maury County.
This was the county of his Grandmother Townley's
tales. She had ridden her shaggy pony there, gone on
a rocky lane at night to meet a body, stood by a stone
wall to watch soldiers march gleefully to a battle.
Margaret Townley a little girl of a Maury County
landowner went four miles in a pony-cart to get baby
Mammy Judie when she was sick. She was a Maury
County girl who married a Davidson County man, and
for propriety's sake had brought little Judie with her,
Judie whose dried up little body was now five years
her own prisoner in her cabin at the back door of the
house. Granville, son of grandmother's boy Townley,
retained the name Maury County for a direction, for a
point of stopping or going to on a night. There were
no detailed conversations in his own picture-shaded
dining room that came to his mind.
Across from Hubert, Arelia was listening attentive
ly to the Texan who had made the palm of his hand a
landing field and was demonstrating some difficulty
there.
"At The Maples there are tables — a table," Gran
ville said to Robert Shaw, whose hand was on the
back of the Cincinnati girl's chair.
"Lila's father tonight said there would be some
thing astir before the elections down there in Stanton
County," Robert said with the affectation of an im
portant belch. "He thinks there's been some trouble
in the roadhouse cuts there." Robert reached for his
cigarette, but he found it a neat roll of grey ashes on
the edge of his dinner plate, and, the expiration of the
meat course's time being now, a black hand reached
for the plate as he for the ashes. He reddened at the
entanglement of the hands and spoke with great con
cern, "Mind you, Granville, the election's only two
months away."
6

Arelia was laughing at the flight she and Hubert
made one Sunday afternoon and the instructor of
aeronautics was mildly amused. During the latter
part of the meal Hubert talked neither to his left nor
to his right though he could not be said precisely to be
watching Arelia. Finally dinner was over.
Before dinner Perry had told Hubert of an incident
in his life at Harvard. After dinner Hubert found
himself repeating the tale to Corine: "They lived in a
boarding house in Cambridge, and had lived there for
a considerable time before he knew there even was a
man in the next room."
"How long, Hubert?"
"I don't know."
"But how long would you suppose? I don't know
about those sort of things — I mean. I mean boys
away at a boys' college — especially like Harvard —
living in houses with — with — noncollegians." This
was one of Corine's interested questions. She could
not follow a story of this complexity, but she could
ask questions. And she was the sort of person that
Hubert Lindsey would say mattered among people.
"Oh, I'd say as much as a couple of months," he
said in earnestness to her.
Arelia was standing arm in arm with Irene who
was pointing genteely with her second and third
fingers to the recently cleaned frame to Grandmother's
portrait and to the threatening little crack in the white
plaster of the ceiling.
Hubert pushed on with the story. "They had lived
in the boarding house two months, and one morning
they thought there was just the slightest smell of gas
in their room. Perry noticed it first, I think. But they
had said nothing about it at breakfast —"
"He said nothing about such a thing? That's Perry
all over." She smiled at Perry who was in the politi
cal conversation across the room full of people. Hubert
looked over his shoulder and between the people and
the odd chairs and the heavy chairs and the end tables
and the vases of tastefully arranged flowers and finally
at Perry who thumbed his nose very quickly at them.
And over his shoulder he took a glance at Arelia
again. She and Irene were held by the words and
slow gesticulations of the Cincinnati girl, who wore
her auburn hair in a very, very long bob and in very
H
long and very tangled bangs.
Hubert persisted in the story though it was now a
burden to him. "They had said nothing about the
smell until the Irish landlady came down to the dining
room and said, 'Perry I think I gotta deader up
stairs.
"Good Lord. Really, Hubert?"
Arelia was smiling at Granville over her demitasse. He was saying something to her that made a
serious conversation seem not so serious. But Hubert
knew that she was aware that it made Tennessee poli
tics seem more enormous and grim for two persons to
smile easily at it over coffee.
His continuation of the Harvard suicide narrative
now seemed impossible; Arelia was wagging her high
5 ?5
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coiffure again and stretching her mouth in a square
smile as she changed conversation partners. But the
coffee, received and awkwardly flavored in the pause
following Corine's astounded Good-lord-really-hubert,
was politely warm and he finished the tale, standing
with one elbow on the book case.
Liz broke out from one of the little camps of people
in this white walled, chandelier lit front-parlor and
with her followers, the Texan and the Arkansan, sur
rounded and absorbed the camp that Hubert and
Corine had held.
And with sounds too carefully like those that C op
ine made Liz conveyed the idea that her two followers
had been in Paris, France the summer that she and
Corine and Arelia had gone over with Mrs. Curry's
party.
Arelia was seated now on the love-seat that was
but an arm's length from Hubert. John sat beside her
and Robert before her on a pulled up footstool. They
were all still pinching the handles of the little coffee
cups, and John, the literary, was gesticulating with his
cup. Hubert, pretensions now cast furiously aside,
was watching Arelia as a child would watch its es
caped mocking bird that dare come flutter about his
yard and sing sweetly and coldly in the trees there.
The talk at the love-seat was of magazines. Hubert
seemed to be looking at her through a window. From
his removed position the grace and meaningfulness of
the movement of her hands was more breath taking,
the final understanding of all human things which her
eyes proved that she possessed was more torturous
and more beautiful to him now than these things had
been when she had felt something for him and when
he had believed that he could find happiness with her.
She was expressing a preference for the illustrated
magazines from Europe. His memory of details of
experience was too accurate to allow him to consider
rationally the changed relationship. Though he had a
true enough feel for life's directions to know that this
was a romance ended, the details of its past existence
and Arelia's presence, bringing up physical details,
prevented his evaluating the events of the past and his
contemplating the future at all. His head was too full;
there was this emptiness in his stomach; but he might
have remained bravely at his post had the talk of his
fellows not suddenly pressed upon him the great dis
connection of this love he had felt to the post he kept
and to the untrenched army of which he was a part.
The room was contracting and its occupants seemed
to multiply. The words and the subjects which he
heard were manifold. Occasional as a cymbal came
the sound of Arelia's voice, one of an entirely differ
ent tone world from that of the other voices. There
were business terms and battle terms, business of an
intangible paper world and battles of other continents.
There were references to local night spots and to Paris
night clubs and to the Place Vendome on no particular
day. There were words of national politics and of
local politics spoken by these best young men who
stand off from their vicarious politicians. That his
Was one of these voices, that he, like the others, had
March, 1939

another voice, that he like the others, had a thousand
voices that spoke from no common stomach somehow
deprived him of consolation for the loss of a woman
with whom he had too hastily filled what might be too
simply called his private life. It wasn't that his other
voices spoke different languages, but it was that each
voice had specialized its vocabulary to the point that
it could utter none but its own technical words.
His fragile demi-tasse lay on its side in the little,
hand painted saucer. And the cold, sugary coffee had
splotched his dinner jacket. Those potential conver
sations were hushed. Arelia was stirring about him
with a napkin. Somewhere in the room his sister-inlaw was blushing and next day she would say to Gran
ville that the party was ruined. Something was said
of the cleansing value of water, and Arelia was leading
him between the patent leather slippers and the even
ing sandals, and somehow easily through the doorway
to the big hallway and back to the negroes and to the
kitchen of Hubert's childhood.
With a red checked kitchen towel the stain was
washed away as he stood with Arelia by the sink.
There before the servants she said pleasantly some
thing about his acting his age. With a look or a word
she intimated that his spilling of the coffee was no ac
cident, that they must get back to the party before
another whisper or thought was born. But she said
or looked all of this in the good natured way in which
he had seen her rebuke many a stranger for some
little discourtesy.
Some way or other Arelia was sent back to the
friends alone. And he remained in the kitchen with
the negroes. There was but one tie between the young
servants there and Hubert Lindsey, but one topic for
conversation. This was the ancient negro woman, his
Grandmother's, his father's, his own Judie. A few
words went formally between him and this cook, this
great niece of Mammy Judie; and then he was quickly
{Continued on page twenty)
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Four Poems:
DEAF MAN'S MUSIC

THE AUTHOR AS A DOOMSTER
Midst featherheaded rose plot
A simple and boastless shoot
Decreed its royalet lot,
Thrust fierce its psyche root.

I watch in crystal silence
The notes embodied downward flee.
Would that I could burst thence
And listen to that winter symphony.

Artless, russet thus ignored,
It mounted righteous to the top.
I discerned, with godly sword
Sheared the dissembler to a stop.

Curv'd legato — driven crescendo,
Rippling flute cadenza high.
Moaning cellos — diminuendo,
Sleet sharp trumpets start and die.

Again, afresh it thrust its way.
With ignorant rage I cut it down,
Fearing the pretender might rule and sway
Equal to favored rosy crown.

To others though these notes are frozen,
No music can enchant the ear.
Yet here entombed to me it flows in,
My soul is trained and it can hear.

From cognizant heart I reflect, now see
I senseless quenched, stiff barred
This plastic soul, a mighty tree
Groping toward heaven ill starred.

AUTUMN RAIN

FOG IN THE CITY

The dark, hissing spatter of the wedging rain,
As it soft, insistent pushed us separate,
Lies sleeping in a section of my brain
Where fears and memories' monsters generate.

The damp cotton mist falls feather light
Upon the spired city, and pads the points
With pillowing fog, rubs from the sight
The sharp awkward edges of man made joints.

That night was thin, black, bitter bile,
With amphibian stones jarring hard our feet
As we walked, fumbling, down that leaf slimed aisle
Our parting, a nod, wordless; our kiss rain beat.

It envelops me softly and my wasted mind;
Wraps me in ghostly solitude
Which dissolves away the engendered rind
Of callousing touch of this stone multitude.

The sharpening howl of the blizzard wind
Cannot chill my heart or rasp such pain
From the remembering corners of my mind
As the hissing spatter of the autumn rain.

M
It rises, spire torn, tattered but free;
The cotton is sooty with city smokes.
It speeds, wind borne, to the vast clean sea;
My freed mind follows, but my throat stone chokes.

i
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— TOM SAWYER, JR.
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Joyce Kilmers "Trees":
A Criticism by John Crowe Ransom
I have undertaken, at the instance
of the Editor, to make a detailed criti
cism of the famous poem "Trees."
Caveat lector. The poem is revered,
and perhaps rates as a great Ameri
can classic. But this must be said in
advance: any criticism of it by a selfrespecting critic is likely to be un
favorable.

critic from taking a strong stand;
that is, from standing up to his most
intelligent convictions. The ailment
presents itself under several distinct
. forms.
4^
WEAK-KNEES I: being deterred
*
*
by the public reputation of the poem.
aThe critic will remember that Edgar
Guest is better and more favorably
known in America on the whole than
It might be a handsomer task, and
William Shakespeare. But it does not
it would suit a critic of more gener
matter whether the devotees of the
ous disposition than I, to take up
poem are six in number or six hun
some neglected and little known poem
dred
thousand. The critic will not
and bring its unsuspected excellences
determine
the status of an art by the
to light; handsomer than trying to
JOHN CROWE RANSOM
democratic
process of the ballot. The
spoil a poem that is loved by so nice
critic
is
a
judge,
and the word means
and so large a segment of our literate
just
that,
coming
straight
out
of
the Greek. He is a
population. And safer. As the poem "Trees" is loved,
judge
of
the
poem,
not
a
judge
of
the elections, in the
so will its disparaging critic be abused. But I try it
sense in which Dr. Gallup presides over his polls.
with less alarm at Kenyon, whose male and hardy
Faced with the poem, he may remark if he likes what
personnel seems singularly unimpressed with senti
its reputation is, and he may decide to keep quiet if
mental considerations and may be for that reason a
he is timid; but if he criticizes, he judges, to the best
better than average segment as an audience for criti
of his own taste and general intelligence. Presumably
cism.
an editor understands that when he calls for a "criti
Here is the poem, then — for I must assume that
cism."
a few of my readers do not know it by heart:
WEAK-KNEES II: being deterred by the good
character
of the author. To resist this temptation, it
TREES
is
only
necessary
to recall that there is not a close
I think that I shall never see
correlation
between
the morality of the author and his
A poem lovely as a tree.
competence as a poet; no more than there is a correla
tion between the piety of Mr. Oswald Jacoby and his
A tree whose hungry mouth is pressed
skill
at contract. Good men do not necessarily become
Against the earth's sweet flowing breast;
good poets, and ordinarily one kind of goodness in su
preme perfection is as much as the human endowment
A tree that looks at God all day
can
afford. Beautiful women do not automatically pro
And lifts her leafy arms to pray;
duce beautiful verses, and in fact they rarely do. A
bona fide hero may be altogether incapable of heroic
A tree that may in summer wear
verse.
Poetry is an art, and its criticism reflects upon
A nest of robins in her hair;
the author as artist; not as man. Joyce Kilmer, our
author, performed as a man at least two notable deeds
Upon whose bosom snow has lain;
which we must forget when we review his poetic
Who intimately lives with rain.
achievement. He turned Roman Catholic, and I find
that an appealing gesture; it might eventually have
Poems are made by fools like me,
made
him a better poet, too, since that Church has the
But only God can make a tree.
highest poetic tradition, but I judge that it had not
had time to do much for him when he wrote this poem.
Objections to the poem will have to be taken pres
He also volunteered for the American army in the
ently. But I think it will be good policy to write down
world war, and died in action. But that makes him
at this point some temptations that assail the critic
great hero rather than great poet; if not, then the
who has a weakness at the knees. We can look hard
World War produced millions of great poets, and would
at them in order the better to resist them when they
have produced still more if it had been longer and
come. Defenders of the poem "Trees" will be sure
bloodier. Incidentally we may make a sub-heading
to attack us at all these points, but perhaps we can in
here as follows:
this manner head them off. Weak knees keep the
March, 1939
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WEAK-KNEES II A: being deterred by the fact
that the author is dead, a corollary to II. Most poets
have died, and often they do much better dead so far
as their reputations are concerned. In any case their
death is an event that for a while produces certain
decent inhibitions in the public, and scares off the
critic who thought of examining their poetry; but it
is really without relation to the poetry.
WEAK-KNEES III: being deterred by the good
character of the materials. Our poem is about trees,
which may well be said to be lovely. Some of the
pleasant items contained in the poem are God, a suck
ling, a praying lady, a robins' nest, white snow on a
lady's bosom, and good clean rain. It is quite possible
to have considerable relish for these objects without
approving their use in the poem. But it is altogether
too easy for poets to make a foolish discourse about
noble objects. If the critic takes exception to this
procedure it need not mean that he is a monster, and
dislikes the objects in themselves.
And WEAK-KNEES IV: being deterred by the
smoothness of the meter. Very difficult is the question
v/hy poetry prefers to come in metered language. But
it is entirely clear that the poem ought to make sense
as well as make music, and if it makes nonsense we
should detect that and expose it even if it does make
music. The poet who makes good sense and bad meter
is a poor technician, but the poet who makes good
meter and nonsense is doubtless a poorer one. The
first sign of the mature critic is perhaps the ability to
dissociate the sense from the music, in order to see
what the sense is worth by itself. I quite realize that
poetry intends to be an organic whole, and not to be
broken up this way, but at least we can test the sense
separately to the extent of assuring ourselves we are
not being gulled by nonsense set to fine music. I can
not imagine that poets really propose to insult the in
telligence, for they can hardly manage to accomplish
this permanently. Or can they? When we look at
the fame of this very poem it will occur to us, very
probably, that there could hardly be a more impressive
example of how the intelligence can take punishment
when the foolishness comes to it dressed up in meters.
I shall not stop, by the way, to dwell on the meter
of this particular poem. It is good ordinary undis
tinguished meter, such as would be within the reach
of ten thousand living poets.
What sense do we make out of the poem? Analys
ing its logical structure, we observe that it has six
couplets, of which Nos. 1 and 6 are sentences, and
Nos. 2-5 taken altogether are another sentence. Fur
thermore, Nos. 1 and 6 make a sort of envelope which
says, the one in advance and the other in retrospect,
that a poem is inferior to a tree. Within this envelope
is the long sentence, the body of the poem, and saying
what? It seems to tell us how very lovely is a tree,
as God has made it. We know accidentally, for this
fact need not at all be in possession of the critic, who
will disregard it anyhow, that its revelation in that
10

sense has been a powerful and perfectly convincing
one for many excellent persons; our mothers and
aunts, the nicer children of the schools, the gentlest
spirits if not the most masterful intellects of our so
ciety; "What a lovely tree," they all declare. The en
velope therefore introduces and then dismisses, with
comment in each case, the primary content of the
poem, which is the exhibit of a tree's loveliness.
And immediately there begins to rise in the hardboiled critical mind a series of suspicions, which pres
ently become objections, which presently arrange
themselves under two general heads. First, objections
to the thesis put forward as prologue and epilogue in
the envelope. Second, objections to the detail of the
tree as not being so very lovely after all. Of these
in turn.
First, then, why is it necessary to disparage poems
because we are fond of trees? And how can we really
compare them? We do not ordinarily make invidious
comparisons between the salt and the pepper, and re
ject the pepper because we prefer the salt; we keep
them both, and it does not occur to us that they are
competitors. We do not naturally think of praising
trees at the expense of faces, tea-gowns, babies, silver
ware, cars, and many other things that we admire; for
it is not necessary to dishonor these things in order to
do honor to something else which does not really inter
fere with them. Kilmer's comparison, with his con
clusion that a poem is a thing made by a fool, seems
stupid. But the critic will give him the benefit of the
most intelligent interpretation that seems possible. Be
fore long it occurs to the critic that a practicable com
parison can really be made between a tree and a poem
about that very tree. The thesis would then maintain
that a poem about a tree cannot be as lovely as its
original, and we would accordingly be shown the sur
passing loveliness of the original to prove the thesis.
That makes a sort of sense. But what we miss now
is any treatment whatever of the loveliness of a poem,
to stand beside the extended treatment of the loveli
ness of a tree; its case has to go by default because
our author has not cared to plead it. What he has
done is to revive an 18th Century quarrel as to
whether art improves upon nature, and to argue the
negative. He argues warmly on behalf of nature, as
represented by a tree, but gives us no idea of the
quality of art, as represented by a poem. It is there
fore not a good piece of argumentation. But a poet
who argues badly is a reproach to poetry. Some other
poets have argued very well, and it is painful to have
Kilmer giving color to the public impression that poets
do not know how to conduct a logical discourse with
power that is at all comparable to the precision-work
of science, for example.
We come then to the detail about the lovely tree
in Couplets 2-5. And here we ought to be very much
surprised. For the tree is not presented exactly as a
tree, but as a personified or animated tree; as a tree(Continued on page twenty-one)
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The Next Day They Married
by Donald L. Miller
"If it isn't love, what is it?" Mike stood at the
window looking out at some kids throwing snowballs.
Greg sat facing the log fire. His back was towards
Mike.
"That's just it. What is it?" Greg blew a cloud of
smoke at the picture above the fireplace. "Hell, you're
not in love with Jane, and you know it. Why do you
want to marry her?"
"All right. I want to marry her. What's the dif
ference." Mike turned away from the window to look
at Greg. "We want to get married, so what?"
"Nothing. If you want to get married, go ahead.
I don't give a damn what you do. It wouldn't make
any difference if I did. Marry the girl. Live on eighty
bucks a month in a two room flat somewhere. Eat
burned toast for breakfast, and over
cooked meat for dinner. And everytime
you see a girl you like, remember that
you can't make a play for her. Remem
ber to stay sober. Cut out gambling,
you lose too often. And you get home
early every evening because your wife
is waiting for you. Listen Mike, you're
young. You're barely twenty-one.
You're too young to be domesticated."
"All right, all right. We're going to
be married. Tomorrow. I've got to
sell my car this afternoon so we'll have
some money to start out with."
Greg puffed at his pipe. "This is
your last free day, then. We ought to
celebrate that with a party. Listen Mike, forget what
I just said, will you?"
"Sure. Forget it."
"Congratulations, and stuff. I hope you'll live
happily ever after."
"Sure. Thanks."
"Say, and let's have a farewell party tonight. I'll
get Jerry, and Don, and Beef. It'll be a swell party."
"Swell of you Greg. But I can't make it. I want
to be with Jane tonight. Alone, you know. I . . .
well, hell, I'm sorry, Greg."
"That's okeh. We'll make it some other time."
"Sure. Well, I've got to see about selling the car."
"Good luck with it. And say, Mike, you didn't say
where you were going for your honeymoon."
"No, I didn't. Well, so-long, Greg."
"So-long."
Mike closed the door carefully.
"That's swell," Greg tightened his lips, "those two
young fools. Oh, what the hell." He tossed his pipe
March, 1939

to the stand. "Even if they had more money, they'd
make a flop of it. I did."
Greg was twenty-six. And very conservative. That
was a reaction to his earlier wildness. His parents
had been killed in an auto crash when he was nineteen.
They had left him a regular income that allowed him
to travel, and play as he liked. He got married when
he was twenty-two. He had wanted to settle down.
Eight months later he got a Mexican divorce. But he
never talked about that episode. He didn't like to
think of it. Mike and Jane brought it all back to him.
It reminded him of the aimlessness of his own life.
It's failure for himself. "Damn fools," he muttered,
"they'll learn."
He sat there gazing at the fire's mad enthusiasm.
The telephone rang. It jarred him.
"Say Greg, this is Don. I was just
talking to Jane."
"Jane. Of course. What about it?"
"Come to earth and sound interested, dammit. This is important.
We're having a big party tonight."
"Swell." Greg's voice was toneless.
"What the hell's the matter with
you? I said we're having a big party
tonight, and you say 'swell' as if you
didn't know what I meant."
"What did you talk to Jane about?"
"About the party, of course. She
and Mike are being married tomorrow.
"Oh yes. Mike just left my flat."
"Yeah? Sorry I didn't catch him there. He doesn't
know about the party yet. Think we'll make it a
surprise for him."
"It certainly will be."
"You'll be here, won't you?"
"Where is it?"
"At my place. The family is in Florida."
"Okeh. See you about nine."
"Great. We've got to send these love birds off to a
good start. So-long."
"So-long." Greg dropped the receiver to the
cradle. "A good start," he said to himself walking to
the fireplace, "They'll need a perfect start. Perfect."
It had begun to snow again outside. The large
flakes were deathly white against the darkening sky.
The kids who had been throwing snowballs and sled
ding reluctantly trudged toward their homes for din
ner, swinging their sleds behind them. Greg watched
the scene from the window.

0
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"I ought to feel fine," he told himself, "Not a care
in the world. One. What the hell to do with myself."
He walked into his bedroom. His shoulders were
stooped from fatigue. He stopped in front of the
mirror.
"You look sad, Greg," he told the mirror, "You
look tired, weak, bored. Shouldn't let things bother
you so much. Maybe you'll feel better after a shower,
and dinner, ha?"
He undressed slowly, throwing his clothes all over
the floor. He took a cold shower, and sang The Um
brella Man while the water trickled down over his
head. The telephone rang three or four times.
"If they really want me, they'll call again. If they
don't really, I don't want to talk to them." He sang
that two or three times until the ringing stopped. He
dressed carefully. It felt good to be fresh and clean.
Then he went out for dinner. He went to an Italian
place on 44th street. The dinner was good. He ate
it slowly. It made him feel warm and happy inside.
He forgot about everything but the taste of the food.
And after he had finished the brandy, he felt fine
again. He felt kindly towards everyone. He overtipped the waiter.
In that glorious state Greg left the place, and took
a taxi for Don's place. It was still snowing. The snow
was soft and white. And it was not cold at all outside.
The streets were rutted like you see on Christmas
cards of the country in winter. The snow was not
old enough yet to be dirty. And the lights of store
windows cast a warmth over the mobs of people who
passed them. It was darker and quieter in the resi
dential district. The trees were pretty. They were
graceful white giants against the sky. There was a
moon, too. Its light softened the look of everything.
It was a beautiful night.
The taxi slid three or four feet past the walk in
front of Don's house. And the driver let Greg out in
the deep snow. That cut his tip to ten cents, and
Greg could hear him swearing as he jammed the gears
together, and shot from the curb.
Greg had not been to Don's house many times be
fore. It had Gothic arches and towers. There was a
wrought iron grill which opened on the entrance.
Then there was a large oak door.
The iron grill was half swung open. Greg passed
through it, and pulled the bell cord. It was a long
time before the door opened. Greg walked inside,
throwing his coat and hat on a chair.
"Is Don upstairs?" he asked.
"We're in here," Don shouted from a room in the
back of the house, "and if you're an ogre, don't come
in. We don't care for ogres." Greg walked towards
the back of the house. He could hear the phonograph
music, and the pop of a cork. He opened the door.
"Ha. You've found us. Come in. Have a drink."
There were only two other people there, Bill and
Grace. Bill sat on the floor resting his head against
Grace's knees. Don stood beside them, filling their
glasses from the newly opened bottle
12

"You make a nice picture," Greg commented, "all
you need is a pine frame."
"And all you need is a drink. Here's a glass."
Greg held his glass while Don filled it.
"Who'd you bring with you?" Grace asked, throw
ing her prettily painted face to One side.
Greg drank the wine slowly. "The only girl I
could think of was Janice, and she's in California."
"No. You just didn't want to bring anyone."
"I don't very often."
"No, but you often leave with one," Bill said. Bill
was thinking of several times he had gotten stupid
drunk, and Greg had had to take Grace home.
"That's only when I have to," Greg said.
"Think I'll have to stay sober tonight," Bill said,
offering his glass for more wine.
"I bet he does too," Grace winked at Greg. Greg
walked over to the window. It looked over the garden
"When are the happy couple going to get here?"
"Jane said she would be here by ten. It's only
nine-fifteen now."
"Just to think that they kept it all secret so long,"
Grace said looking at Greg. "I know I never could.
Why if . . ."
"Not thinking of getting married, are you?" Greg
asked. Bill turned his head to look up at Grace.
"Well," she hesitated, "when your best friend is
getting married. Well, it makes you think."
"Yeah. It makes you think of paying bills, of being
loyal, of . .
"Why, Bill. You haven't been cheating on me,
have you,"
"No. I haven't been cheating on you."

"Oh."
"What's the name of that song?" Greg tried to
change the subject. It was dull making conversation,
waiting for some one to appear.
"Nightmare. Like it?"
"No. It's too weird."
"Oh listen. Jane had her fortune told that after
noon at that Gipsy place."
"What was it?" Bill had his eyes shut. His glass
was resting carelessly on his hand.
"I can't tell. Jane made me promise. But the
Gipsy said she was going to have a great experience
within the next few days."
"That's the truth."
"Why, Greg. You sound so, I don't know what,
as if you thought they were making a mistake."
"I don't know why they're getting married," Greg
said. "They have little enough to gain by it."
"They love each other," said Grace.
"Let's not talk about it any more." The three fell
into a silence filled with the tunes coming from the
phonograph. Grace rumpled Bill's hair, while he con
tinued to drink. Don went out to make a phone call.
Greg sat by the window and watched the stars pop
into sight. "Star bright, star light."
Time slipped by, marked by the click of the phono
graph when it changed records. Somehow it became
HIKA for

ten thirty. Greg idly sketched a picture of the wed
ding ceremony on the back of a magazine.
A defiant blast of car horns invaded the room fol
lowed by shouts.
"That must be Jane," Grace said, getting up to go
to the door. Bill rolled over on the floor, and played
dead. The crowd rushed through the outer door,
shouting to Don who stood by the door. They surged
into the room, drowning the phonograph.
"Where's the liquor." "Hell, it's frigid outside.
Feel like a damn iceberg." "Got any Scotch?" "Let's
get some swing on this jazz box." "Well, look at the
grey beard in the corner. How in the hell are you
anyway, Greg?" "Ha. That isn't a log. That's Bill.
* He looks cold."
"Just relaxing," said Bill straightening up.
"Let's relax. Hey you. In the corner. RELAX."
There were three cars full of them. They swarmed
over the floor laughing, drinking, dancing, smoking,
shouting. Greg resented all of it from his chair by
the window.
"Say, people. We're going to have champagne.
What a party."
"Swell. 'Ja hear that. Champagne. It's worth
getting married if ya get champagne."
"Let's you and me get married, Jack."
"Can't. Got a wife and three little girls in Africa."
"You've never been to Africa."
"Uncle took me there when I was fourteen. Where's
this champagne?"
Greg looked for Jane. She was not there. It
didn't make any difference, really. This was a party.
Jane was with Grace in the hall. Both of them were
very excited.
"He proposed last weekend," Jane said, her eyes
sparkling. "Oh, it was fun. And he did it very well,
too."
"What'd he say?"
"I don't remember. It was a lot of fun, though.
Anybody here I know?"
"Greg and Bill."
"Let's go in." The girls walked into the room arm
in arm.
"A toast. A toast to the bride. Comon everybody."
Jane smiled, and threw her head back in a silent laugh.
She let herself be led to the middle of the room.
"Here's the champagne," said Don, pulling out a
bottle and opening it. "The glasses are behind the bar."
The crowd formed a circle around Jane. They looked
at her excitedly.
"To the bride to-be
May she waste no sighs
On masculine good-byes
And fore'er be happy.
"To the bride to-be
May she happy be
In the bonds of familie,"
"Drink it down."
March, 1939
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The crowd drank thirstily. Refilled their glasses,
and drank again. Jane eased away from the swirl of
figures, and walked over to Greg.
"Didn't you drink my toast?" she asked.
"Of course. I hope you will be very happy."
"Why thanks, Greg. I really believe you mean it."
"I do." Say, where's Mike? I haven't seen him."
"Mike? He'll be here later. He had something to
do."
"Are you very happy about your marriage?"
"What a peculiar question. That's the nicest thing
that can happen to a girl."
"I'm glad you think that. Most girls don't seem
to believe that."
"That's only girls who aren't being married."
"Maybe that's right."
"Comon, join in the fun. You sit here like an old
ogre. Comon." Jane grabbed him by the hand, and
tried to pull him out of his chair. Greg smiled wanly.
"Comon, smile. This is a happy time for me.
I don't want to see any sad faces." Greg's smile
broadened. There was something infectiously gay
about Jane. She was created to have fun.
"What shall we do?" Greg asked simply.
"Drink, and dance, and talk, and. . ."
"I'd rather not talk. Let's just drink, and dance."
He took Jane in his arms, and started to dance.
"You can't do that here," someone cried.
"Haall no," said Bill who was still on the floor.
He stuck out his feet so that Jane and Greg fell. Greg
prevented the shock from being too much for Jane.
The crowd turned away from their own affairs to look
and laugh. Greg glanced at Jane, and laughed too,
"We'd better cut out the dancing, and just drink."
"Yeah." Jane got up and smoothed down her
dress, and straightened her hair. "We'd better just
drink."
(Continued on page twenty-four)
13

he Kid Brother
by William Carlos Williams
EDITOR'S NOTE: The following sketches and poems were generously given
to HIKA by Dr. William Carlos Williams. One of our country's very best poets and
prose writers, we are indeed more than proud to be able to publish some of his work.
The sketches and poems will perhaps be appreciated more if the reader will look at
Dr. Williams' letter in regard to them; it is printed in Letters (page 1.). For in
formation about Dr. Williams personally consult Contributors (page 2.). His Com
plete Collected Poems, which is just out, is reviewed in Books.
If you'd only stayed there another eight months,
till September, I told him, you'd have had your Mate's
papers. No, he had to come here now
in this
weather and bring her with him. You 11 kill her, I
told him. But he says he can take his examinations
any time. Or the Eastern Steamship Company'll sign
him on. Only he wants to stay around New York here
and he wanted to have her with him. You know.
What'd he do, quit? Or did they fire him?
No, he's got some kind of leave of absence or some
thing. But the poor kid's likely to die of pneumonia
before that. He's nuts. They haven't been here yet,
have they?
No, I said. You're right. Take a kid out of a
place like Havana where she's lived all her life at this
time of year — and she's not well either after what
they did to her. It's dangerous. She's a swell little
kid though.
You said it. Two years ago he come to me, as
soon as he got a job with the fruit company and wanted
to give me his pay check. I wouldn't touch it. So he
tried to give it to my wife. Nothing doing. She
wouldn't take it either. What the hell, he said, all I'll
do is spend it. So I told him. Take it to the Post
Office and deposit it there. Then you give me the re
ceipt. That way you'll have the money and neither
one of us can touch it.
Good idea. Who is he anyway, your son?
No, he's my kid brother.
How long have they been married?
Just four months. He come up here last September
and told me he wanted to get married. Well, I told
him, go ahead. Take the money out of the bank and
go to it. He'd saved up seven or eight hundred dollars
by that time. So he did. But hell, he shouldn't have
brought her up here now. He could have waited till
June.
Yeah, I said, she told me she nearly froze to death
the first night she got here.
That's right. The kids wake me up about six o'clock
every morning and get me a cup of coffee before I
clear out. When I was putting my clothes on I heard
someone talking downstairs. Who the hell is that
downstairs? I said. That sounds like Joe.
It is Joe, they told me, all excited, and his new wife.
She's just a kid they says, but she's beautiful — well,
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I went down and that damn fool had got into Newark
that morning. He brought her up on the bus from
Miami and she was so cold he had to get a cab to
bring her all the rest of the way home in. She was
damn near frozen.
Poor kid. I don't suppose she has the right clothes
either.
I'll say she hasn't. So I put her over on top of the
radiator and put some blankets around her and gave
her a couple of shots of hot rum but still she was
shivering. So I told him to put her to bed. She can't
talk a word of English and he don't know a damn thing
about Spanish. Just nuts. So finally, I says, take her
up to my friend. Take her up to Doc, he'll take care
of her.
He was sitting in my inner office with his overcoat
on, smoking the last half of his cigar. They must be
out there waiting now, I said. Yes, here they are.
Hello, sweetheart, said the big chap, holding his
cigar in one hand and embracing the girl with the
other. How are you?
She suffered his attempted smack good naturedly.
The husband, wearing strong glasses, not any taller
than she was but a smart enough looking man for all
that, wanted to know if I was ready. She just looked
at the floor, in her little flimsy sport coat — glancing
up only when I told her in broken Spanish to walk into
the inner office. The men remained outside.
Is this the first time that you have seen snow?
I asked her in my best — God awful! — suburban
M
hodge podge of the language of Cervantes.
Yes, this was the first time she had seen snow.
And do you think it is beautiful?
No, she didn't think it was beautiful. Rather she
thought it was too damn cold to be anything. So she
lifted up her skirt, I gave her the shot in the buttock,
to guard her against a possible hangover after the op
eration she had gone through and that was that. A
frail, childlike youngster, pure Cuba, with big brown
eyes. She had lost five pounds since leaving Havana
and couldn't eat a thing, she said.
Here, get this tonic for her — though it's not a
damn bit of good, I told the young man. She says
she v/ants to go back to Havana.
Yeah, I know, he said. But I want her up here
with me now.
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Frankie The Newspaper Man
by William Carlos Williams
She's one of the funniest women I have ever
known. Everything amuses her.
What's her name?
Mrs. Weber. She has a son named Frankie and
she's always talking about Frankie. He must be a
fairly bright boy at that because he's a senior in high
school at seventeen. That's not bad around here.
Frankie is always in trouble.
She's your washer woman, you say?
Yes, just this morning she was down on her knees
scrubbing the floor and laughing to herself when I
came in from downtown. What is it, Margaret, I said
to her. What's so funny now?

fun of her.
That's not nice, I said.
No. But anyhow they do. So yesterday they had
some kind of sentences they had to make and she
made Frankie stand up for her. They had to give a
sentence, they had to make it up. And when they had
given the sentence they had to give an answer to it.
Some sort of an exercise, I suppose.
Yes, that's it. So she asked Frankie to make up a
sentence and to give an answer to it afterward to tell
why he had thought of it. So he says, I think we
should all chip in a dollar and take up a collection for
the teacher.

No. But you know that he has an English teacher
who has a very flat chest and the children all make

I don't see anything funny in that.
So she asks him why? Why should they take up
a collection for the teacher? You see, he had to give
a good answer.
And what did he say?
Well, he says that all the students should chip in a
dollar each — because she is so flat busted!
What! what! what! I said. No wonder they dis
ciplined him.
But she was laughing fit to kill as she grabbed the
brush and started vigorously scrubbing the floor again.

THE HALFWORLD

THE HARD LISTENER

My son Frankie, she says. He's in trouble again.
What's so funny about that?
They won't let him graduate from school this year
because he didn't have enough Algebra.
As a matter of fact Frankie wants to be a news
paper man. That's what he likes but they insist on
his taking Algebra and he doesn't want to do it.
Well? I said. Is that all?

Desperate young man
with haggard face
and flapping pants —

The powerless emperor

As best they can
under the street lights
the shadows are

while his armies

wrapping you about —
in your fatigue
and isolation, in all

makes himself dull
writing poems in a garden
kill and burn. But we
keep some relation
to the truth of man's
unhappiness, in poverty
lacking love.

That

is what the late flowers
the beauty of your
commonplace against
the incestuous
and leaning stars —
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say to me, unspoiled
by insects and waiting
only for the cold —
—William Carlos Willams
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BOOKS
Poetry of the Eye
THE COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS of William
Carlos Williams, 1906 - 1938. New Directions, $3.00.
Dr. Williams believes that the world which lies
before the physical eye contains the entire material
for poetry and the wisdom of life. Imagination cannot
function unsupported by vision or the memory of
vision. Understanding cannot penetrate to a state of
being or feeling beyond the physical objects which
surround us. If there is a state of higher being, of
feeling on a more spiritual and intellectual plane, it
can only be approached through a tremendous aware
ness of the natural world. The long philosophical
poem Paterson is in part an explicit statement of this
belief with its constant reiteration "no ideas but in
things." The spiritual and mystical part of man's
character, slowly grows from his sense of supernatural
forces working through the natural processes which
he observes about him, not from direct revelation.
That is for the very few, and his poetry deals with
what lies before everyone who can observe and recollect.
From his earliest lyrics Williams has remained
strictly within the pattern of this belief. That is in
large measure responsible for the strength of his poet
ry. He early eschewed the realm of verse which arises
frcm a concern with ideas moral, metaphysical, and
religious, and confined himself to the evidence of his
senses. He has been attacked for this by critics who
would subject all literature to a strict intellectual and
moral evaluation. They have failed to realize that a
perfectly valid philosophical system can be reared on
dynamic sense evidence; that is, sense evidence which
passes through the mind of a sensitive and intellectual
man.
But Williams is not trying to demonstrate a sys
tematic philosophical pattern, nor is he out to prove
that instinct is the best way to art. His poetry is an
effort to describe material which comes before the
physical eye in such a way that the whole range of
complex emotion which it compels in the human con
sciousness, is as nearly realized as is possible within
the limits of language.
His poetry is distinguished, because he has realized
as no other poet of modern times, that emotions which
have been abstracted have their sustaining impulse
as much in the external, physical world as in our
selves. That the objects of the natural world which
surround and become familiar to us acquire a strong
intrinsic emotional value, intensifying the emotions of
the conscious mind.
This belief on which he has built his poetry with
increasing sureness makes him a romantic poet. The
16

term romantic has been applied to poets of the
nineteenth century during the twentieth in a limiting
sense, as if to shelve off a manner of viewing the world
which was pretty but not quite adult. One must con
stantly inveigh against the practice of classifying
movements of thought and attitudes of spirit under
convenient phrases. It usually has its origin in the
minds of learned men, who sincerely believe they can
detect uniform movements in the disjointed pattern
of an age. Such a process simplifies teaching but is
always superficial and more injurious and attaches a
canned label to a living force. Thus the student of
literature, after reading the modern critics, is led to
wards the belief that the romantic movement is asso
ciated with an unsavoury and girlish attitude towards
nature that has no place in such a grim-jawed cen
tury as our own. It can be studied with profit as a
form of escapism, then labeled and put aside as a soft
and catabolistic way of feeling.
The romantic attitude was not new with the nine
teenth century, but has been associated with it because
of the intensity of its contrast with the preceding century in English literature. It is a confident belief that
nature must enter into great poetry — that poetry
which deals entirely with our intellectual experience,
with the moral, metaphysical, and religious ideas,
while it may be technically of a high order, clings to
thin foundations; and, to borrow a phrase from a se
vere critic of romanticism, is limited in scope. Shelley
and Keats and their followers in the nineteenth century wrote romantic poetry that was limited in power
and scope, because they failed to regard the natural
world with sufficient objectivity. They looked upon
it as a sanctuary for their own spirits, and used it as
a sort of liberating agent or catalyst for their own
emotions. As a result it frequently degenerated into
a dim and faintly pretty background to all kinds of
egoistic speculation. The time has been waiting for a
poet who could assume an actively objective attitude
towards nature and, at the same time, develop a
language spare and muscular enough to add the
strength of poetic form to the significance of strict, dis
passionate observation. Williams is such a mind, and
his constant application and development of a poetic
technique that can realize his positive beliefs make him
one of the great romantic poets in the English
language, and one of the two or three durable poets
of this century.
His use of language appears to stem from the Imagists, with everything pared to the bone to permit a
direct recording of the object under observation. But
he has advanced far beyond the Imagist technique, in
that he has succeeded, perhaps more than any other
poet living or dead, in making an actual physical in
strument of language, in giving it a tangible solidity
and thickness. So much so, that one often feels he is
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moving a precisely controlled engraving needle across
the page. In his best poems, all the minor details of
observation take on life and dimension, and he can
fuse the casual litter of a roadside into a poem of in
explicable tension. Almost any of his better poems
afford examples: from By the Road to the Contagious
Hospital.
Beyond, the
waste of broad, muddy fields
brown with dried weeds, standing
and fallen
patches of standing water
the scattering of tall trees
or from The Lily
A humming bird
is still on whirring wings
above the flowers —
By spotted petals curling back
and tongues that hang
the air is seen —
It's raining —
water's caught
among the curled back petals
Caught and held
and there's a fly —
are blossoming
Effects of this intensity are in part due to the abso
lute purity of his language, and the masterly com
pression with which he uses it, but are more fre
quently unanalyzable. In addition to this integrated
use of language, he possesses a trained and sensitive
ear and has turned the loose experimental mechanics
of free verse into a disciplined form which he rigidly
adheres to. His metrics are almost the neatest in
modern poetry.
Nature is always left in the sense-impression stage
by Williams, he never allows the accuracy of his
impression to be blurred by hymning its praises,
or much articulate wondering on its significance. Yet
he has a far greater range than the self-conscious ro
mantic poets in that more than beauty he finds the
power that motivates the world, human and animal.
In crowds of people, masses of storm-driven trees,
great rivers running down into cities he sees the forces
which are beyond the control of familiar moral and
law, and because they are so give us a constant aware
ness of the vigor and freedom lying beyond our own
subjectivity. Many of his most exciting poems are
those such as: Trees, The crowd at the ball-game, in
which he succeeds in isolating these forces, and deMarch, 1939

veloping them through the scene under observation.
I quote from the latter:
It is summer, it is the solstice
The crowd is
cheering, the crowd is laughing
in detail
permanently, seriously
without thought
His strongest poems, however, are those in which
he develops human feelings against the background of
the visual world, which is their support and memory.
Rich and moving compositions such as The Widow's
Lament in Springtime, and the Botticellian Trees have
earned their place among the few great poems that a
century produces.
Above all, Williams is an intensely American poet,
and a sectional one. For many years he has lived and
practiced medicine among the people in the factory
towns and surrounding countryside of Northern New
Jersey. The nature he describes is the nature of the
American continent, with its swift and merciless
changes from cold to heat, from the overpowering
luxuriance and green heat of summer to the death
like bareness of winter. He possesses a deep under
standing and sympathy for the people he moves
among, yet never allows it to soften his verse. The
longer philosophical poems at the end of the book
develop his belief that they are complete units in a
hard, objective world. He does not lament the vul
garizing influence of the lower classes, but finds in
them the structural rawness and strength which is
fundamental to a live civilization. From Paterson:
What wind and sun of children stamping the snow
stamping the snow and screaming drunkenly
The actual, florid detail of cheap carpet
amazingly upon the floor and paid for
as no portrait ever was — Canary singing
and geraniums in tin cans spreading their leaves
reflecting red upon the frost —
They are the divisions and imbalances
of his whole concept, made small by pity
and desire, they are — no ideas beside the *acts —

Much credit is due Mr. Laughlin and his New
Directions Press for the handsome and convenient
volume which they have produced; the paper is of ex
cellent quality and the print clear and unadorned. Mr.
Laughlin is a Harvard graduate who has made a goingconcern of a press founded to bring before the public
American and foreign writers of great talent whose
work will not sell in large quantities, and so is un
acceptable to the commercial publishing houses.
J. William Clark
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Six Poets:

UNMERCIFUL PATTERN
The heat settles on the corner store
Fixing the men with scalloped hips

SATURDAY SHOW AT WINCHESTER

Held low and tight, who pose, sad geometry
To the day's white page; their backs instruct

I sat for hours in the cowboy show
Trying to concentrate on hothouse flowers,
Declining to participate in heroes
Merry=go=rounding from the harmless wheels.
Where lily pallid thru outrageous rolls,
The obliging part time prostitute portrays
The bashful virgin, ease of loosened thighs
Forgotten, hampered by the correct stays,
Indicative the scenery. Soda jerking
Six gun man, hypocritical with pads
And bottle tan, improves the lack of justice
Becomes the hero.

Then, to end this joking,

Rolls the plastic spheres into a ball,
And carefully amends the personal error,
Finds the essential culprit after all —
And love averts a fate far worse than death,

Their faces not to try and turn, not to try
And mount the road that automatic sings
The memories of multitudes of steps.
The noble work, striving to paste thin
Cinemas from the mind across the permarent
Surface that does not move, that cannot care
Age creeps apace; the mind's foot, slacking
Becomes a shadow, leans on the surface
Closes, The Two in One, more savage
Than the triple parts of God.
The dim geometers stand in the rising dusk
They eye the gate; at the bottom of the street
A shadow leaks from the marking stone; the time
Belongs to it!

Have taught them hope unmarked by blood
The evening wind moves dust
Around their feet.
—J. William Clark

Its terror. Then the end becomes a roll;
And thinking of his family at his cottage,
The villain's fury furrowed brow relaxes,
Flabby belly crawls for ample dinner;
The cowboy scours his tan, assumes the forma!
Hastening to dial a proven number, —
Spiral thoughts of cocktails, cards and tallys til!
His head, — dapper at Contract and lady kills;

The tribe with ivory tongues

FATE
Honored dead that lie eternal still,
How deep must be your endless sleep
Within the narrow confines of your bed.
From birth, a burden, life, has bowed your head
With life gone, a cold white stone instead.
I stand alive above you now and know
Those things that you in death have long forgotten:

And garnished in a flimsy dressing gown,

The song of birds in flight

Exuberant breasts thrust thru its florid roses,

And silent stars against the night

The heroine displays her strangest lust

Or a meteor dying in a burst of light.

To a lewd mirror, rancid hair down.

*

*

*

Outside, the shiny courthouse hypnotized
The hour; dejected horse and wagon stood

How strange to think except for fate,
1 might now lie and marry with the sod
While you, with words upon your lips, in place of
dust

Awry, — confused the tragic whirling vision —

Would stand above me now, and trust

1 turned away and made a brief notation.

The God who laid me here to rest.

—David M cDowell
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—Bill Nelson
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CONCERT

LAZY RHYTHM
I'm tired
Like the sun in the West
At eventide; like the breeze
In summer, when it goes to rest

"We have been midwife to a miracle" — Ben Belitt.
Nearly, the pure ray entering the brain,
We see the stars no more obscured by space
Merged all together in a pit of flame
Its hot intensity and thought, contracted

I'm lazy
As the waning moon, lost
Amid drifting clouds portending

To this mere mortal sun's lost feeble rays

The coming of the morning frost;

But then the terrors of that dream erase

Longs to forget the vision it enacted;

I'm sleepy
As the leaves in Autumn, dead
That fall to the ground —
And so to bed.

Yet still it finds the record in your face
Of that one moment when the soul was flung
Out into space
most intricately hung

—Geoffrey W. Curwen

Between this universe and God behind
The stars.

But final knowledge was denied

It, so it journeyed back into the mind:
The involuted world inside.
—Allan Spalding
FROM

A SUICIDAL FANTASY

A MEXICAN TRAVEL NOTEBOOK —1937

Here at Malorjas the tattered children stand
Gazing dumbly with fingers in their mouths,
Their dirty faces wrinkled like old mens'
And eyes long deepened with understanding of death
I

Slouching on an elm overhead
The solemn and outraged cat spied
The maimed man stooping with his bag;
Then the apprehensive whiskers bled,
And the foul harpy prophesied
Of Hadies and the water bog.

And as I spun the borrowed car
From the trestles of my road
Into the deathful water bog
The catapulting sodden fur
In avalanched emotion sprawled
On the memory's pregnant bag,
But the maimed man skipped abstruse stones

Which has not passed them by but left them forever
Grotesquely prevented from youth, age superim =
posed
On infancy, the ugly on the fair,
And death itself on life unrealized.
The ancient women, the mothers, hobble out
Like ageless remnants of a plundered grave
From hovels worse than graves; the implacable,
stour
Skull beneath their pinched cheeks grimly laughs
A skeleton grin of victory. There is no rebellion,
Hope or anger; there is not even hate
In such broken, inhuman assortment which seems
alien
To this familiar earth, this loved daylight.

On the concentric turbulence
Of the confounding water bog,
And gathered some solemn pine cones
About the yawning brown entrance
Of his once travailing cat=bag.
—R. T. S. Lowell
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But out across the bay the sloping island
Rises like magic from the dazzled waters;
Lifts loveliness in music. Visioned inland,
Mirage of undersea loveliness, blinds while it
glitters.
—Allan Spalding

19

I

I

A Memorable Evening
(Continued from page seven)
outside on the pathway from the kitchen to the old
negro woman's white-washed cabin. But while still
on the porch steps he heard the base voice of the new
serving man in the kitchen: "He'd better be careful
of that 'stracted woman."
A light snow was falling. This made the night a
polka-dot. It was a wet snow and the flakes melted
into the ground about him. He felt that he was broken
now, his last battle lost. He was ready to cast his
sophistication and intellectual hardness to the night
and talk in terms of broken hearts and ruined lives.
He knew what he was about.
He had come on this path on a colder evening eight
winters back to hide his face in the soft, faded blue
apron of the aging Judie and to weep there for his
mother who was dead up in the guest room. At eight
een, however, that had been a less desperate act than
such would be at twenty-six, or so he tried to tell
himself.
But there was no hesitation in his pace. He fairly
marched through the soft falling snow toward the
whitewashed cabin and toward the world of his negro
nurse who had not come beyond her own doorstep
for five years. As Hubert stood on this doorstep non
sensically straightening his black tie and pulling at
the stiff bosom of his dress shirt, in vagueness parts
of sentences he had heard in the drawing room echoed
in his ears. And he made unexpected and discon
nected judgments of things said there. The Eastern
War, he thought, is now west of us. The English king
doesn't believe in the English God. Chestnuts in Paris
hardly mean the same as chestnuts in Tennessee. These
observations were meaninglessly impressive to his
mind's eye as are the quick views of children on bi
cycles and men dressing store windows to a man in an
ambulance so desperately with a direction.
For a time he could not remember whether or no
he had knocked at the nigger door. Then the door
opened and he knew that he wouldn't remember at all.
He thought perhaps he would say casually, "Did I
knock, Mammy? Or did you hear my footsteps? You
know how you forget sometimes when your mind
wanders." Then he wasn't certain whether or no he
had said this to Mammy Judie.
He shuffled into the low ceilinged room with its
coal oil lamp and pot-bellied stove and he hoped that
he had not spoken. He could think only in his father's
words, "How she has altered. How she has altered."
She carefully locked her door. She faced him quiz
zically and neither spoke for two minutes by the pen
dulum of her wall clock. Surely she had shriveled
some even since summer. Her skin once rich brown
was now the color of the leather binding on very old
books. But the high shoes on her little feet were stiil
a polished black. Her blue kimono, the one his mother
had worn to her death, was clean. And the white
dust-cap over the grey fuzz on her scalp was fresh
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from the top drawer of her washstand.
There was white mucus in the corners of her eyes
and through their wateriness she looked at him long
before she spoke or would hear him speak.
"It's Hubert, Judie," he said at last.
"My Hubert, my little Hubert," she said. It was
a smile of too much delight. He felt that she wasn't
thinking anything. But she motioned him to the rocker
and she sat on the counterpaned bed.
"I've wanted to get to you a long time, Mammy,"
he said with disregard for his conscience. She was
silent still. He began again, "Mammy —"
"Call me, Mara," she interrupted, "for the Lord
hath dealt heav'ly with me."
He moved in his chair and brushed at the coffee
splotch which had not dried from Arelia's cleansing.
Mammy Judie's mind, he felt, had now faded com
pletely from her body. He had thought at the door
that it was an unmanly, an ungentle thing for him to
take his unreconciliable feelings to a senile servant
woman. Looking at the poor creature on the bed, he
wondered now if it were even more brutish to speak
of this thing of which he could speak to no other one
to a completely distraught negro woman. But un
thinkable sensations had begun to claim Hubert Lindsey. In this little nigger room, looking at Mammy
Judie, he had for a moment forgotten Arelia and his
belief in the fragility of his heart. The realization of
this was so terrible that he spoke the name of Arelia.
.I'm troubled too, Mammy Judie."
"Arelia.
"Little Hubert, Miss Margaret's Hubert."
"I'll never recover from — I'll never get over this
one thing." It was half an oath. He was not speaking
to Mammy Judie.
But she spoke to him as though she were the per
son of understanding she had once been: "My Hubert,
you've been here a long time."
It was said in such placidness that it seemed the
natural, the sane thing to say. The irony he felt here
made him glare at the old woman as though she were
responsible for it.
"I've only come. I've just come here," he shouted.
He still believed she had heard nothing he had said.
He wasn't attempting to connect his hysterical sen
tences. "I've just come. I'll never be happy without
M
her."
"You're not crying in my lap tonight," she smiled
and then she frowned and shook her finger at him.
"Yet you done better than most."
Hubert left off speaking to himself. "What do you
mean, Judie? Do you know I have trouble?"
"Here you set in your black suit. I might have
known you might, my Hubert."
"You're talking nonsense that's so near sense I
can't tolerate it," he said. He stood up and walked
to her and sat down on the counterpane.
"'S sense I talking to you, boy." Her wandering
mind had snagged on a point in the past that his words
had bared. She was surely talking to him as Hubert
Lindsey. "I've never seen another that'd come this
long after in black."
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"Maybe it's been two thousand years — I don't
know anymore — since you busted through that door
and fell in your Mammy's lap crying 'cause your
mama was dead. I don't know, but it's been time."
Hubert listened as though the dead were speaking
to him. And somehow she was telling something that
he thought the dead didn't know.
"You cried and I thought you wasn't to stop at all.
You said you never would forget her — and you
shouldn't have neither — though I was set you — like
the rest of them — would. And you finally went To
sleep like anybody does with their tears and that hot
stove. Yet here you come now days still in black."
She tried to look hard at Hubert with her faded eyes.
"It has been real time since, ain't it, my Hubert?'
She put her hands over her face trying to be sure of
time.
"You said you wasn't g'wine forget, that it was
'too much, too much' for you. Your mama was dead
and you didn't see how you could go on living. Most
folks I've seen say those things, though, and it ain't
skin for skin with them that makes forgetting — they
just forgets."
Hubert's eyes were fixed on the ragged teeth that
told his story. He didn't at all remember saying such
things at his mother's death, but he was very much
aware that he had said them. He wanted to weep in
Judie's lap. But he felt that for a person of his place
he had done the equal of that back in his brother's
drawing room and in other drawing rooms during the
Christmas entertainments.

Joyce Kilmer's Trees
(Continued from page ten)
spirit, in the feminine; as a dryad, we might say, ex
cept that she is not so pagan as that, but rather ortho
dox in her religion. The detail concerns her way of
taking nourishment (2), her meditative and prayerful
habits (3), her rather gaudy summer apparel (4), and
her love-life (5). It is a pretty weird account. She
takes food like a suckling infant with mouth down, and
here we understand that her mouth must represent
the tree's root. But immediately she is looking up
ward, and lifting her arms upward in prayer, and not
after breakfast only, but all day long; we know that
the poet is thinking about the tree's erect carriarge
and energetically extended boughs, or "limbs we
might say; but the same person still represents the
tree, and the conclusion is inevitable that her mouth
is not located in the upper part of her body at all; she
is a freak. In her dress, next, she shows a taste rather
"strong" for most of us, I think: she wears a nest of
hirds in her hair; a primitive daughter of nature, too
March, 1939

He eased his body down from the white bed to the
smooth worn, and faded rose carpet, remembering it
once in the front parlor. He had played with Liz and
Granville on it as a child. He sat on the carpet and
hid his face in the crook of his arm on the bed. Some
terror was trying to seize him that could not quite
take hold. "I can't remember how I felt that night."
The terror should be, and might have been, he knew,
from the knowledge that he would forget the end of
the world that he had seen before him this night.
But his knowledge was too thorough and certain.
It was as though he had known forever the hardness
and the hopeless memory of the heart. For a moment
he felt pity for Corine and Irene and Granville and
Robert and Liz and John and Katie and the cook try
ing to feel something, to sustain the feeling as was
Mammy Judie here beside him stroking his hair.
He knew that already he could remember clearly
things said in the front parlor that he had thought
hardly to hear at their time. His desperation had
dropped out of the scene in his memory. Tennessee
politics stood as the most important thing in the world.
This was only a feeling of a moment, but it would be
come more general as days passed.
Judie got up, and he watched her open the venti
lator of the little stove with the poker with the coil
handle. The bowl of the stove was red hot, and Mam
my Judie wandered to her rocker as though she were
alone in the room. Hubert remained on the floor be
side the bed. And they sat there until very late each
talking aloud to himself as two varieties of the jungle
cat might cry out at night in the Nashville Zoo.

large-minded to care about cleanliness. Finally, she
has permitted the snow but no mortal lover to lie upon
her bosom, and her only intimacy (a naughty word
that) is with some innocent element like rain. It
means, I think, that the tree for all its abundant vitali
ty has no guilty sex-life; but this character is rendered
at a slight discount in the person of the hardy Amazon whose interest in the young men has been subli
mated into a passion for feeling the weather against
her skin.
First the fine thesis, then the fine tree. Both are
unsatisfactory, and the latter rather worse than that.
Couplets 2-5 look like the verse of somebody who does
not understand how to work within the frame of meta
phor; and indeed it is quite a trick to handle meta
phor cleanly. He tries to translate the lovely tree
into the lovely young woman, but keeps reverting
from the one to the other, so that the result is neither
the one nor the other, but nonsense. The critic can
not say too quickly about this sort of thing, "Poetry
need not be so foolish as that."
And that is enough. Or at least, that is as far as
the criticism of this poem took me for a good many
21

(Continued from page twenty-one)
years. The poem became placed in my mind as very
nearly a model of absurdity; and yet I knew that for
the hundreds of thousands it actually seemed to
"work" and to be poetry. I am afraid I was not
sufficiently impressed with this paradox.
But at last, not long ago, I was led by a very ex
tensive public discussion upon which I attended into
studying the poem further; the critic can generally do
that with some profit to his knowledge. I found that
a new reading of it was possible, a new way to con
strue it which did make "sense" of a sort. I cannot
with certainty adopt it as the sense intended by Kil
mer; but I have some regard for the standing of poetry
at large, and for the reputation in particular of this
poet who died like a hero; so that I must propose it,
and urge it upon the persons who have already deeply
committed themselves to the view that this is the great
American poem.
The interpretation I shall offer will have occurred
to the smarter of my readers already, for I have given
the cue in several places. To make it with maximum
visibility I venture to re-write the poem slightly, in
cluding the title, and to arrange it into its logical
stanzas. I assume that the poem Kilmer intended was
something like this:
THE TWO TREES
To emulate the natural tree
I build the one of poetry: —
A tree "whose hungry mouth is pressed
Against the earth's sweet flowing breast",
A tree "that looks at God all day
And lifts her leafy arms to pray";
A tree "that may in summer wear
A nest of robins in her hair";
"Upon whose bosom snow has lain";
"Who intimately lives with rain."
But fool's work is my imitation
Beside God's living green creation.
It seems to me that in this version the poem is
clear, and needs no extended discussion. I have given
it a transparent logic, though I may have mutilated
some of the poetic values and produced a thing that
Kilmer would not have approved on the whole. Where
the old title "Trees" seemed misleading because only
one tree was referred to in the poem under it, the new
title is accurate, and consistent with the envelopecouplets, which contrast two distinct trees: a natural
tree, and a tree that the poet manufactures. The great
change is in the sense of the body of the poem which
lies within the envelope, the second stanza in my ar
rangement. In the official version this body seemed
to describe the natural tree, and to make a mess of it;
but in the new version, with the quotation-marks
around the choice phrases, it clearly gives us the poeti22

cal tree and not the natural tree at all; and the more
absurd it sounds, the better it bears out the thesis in
the envelope.
An ironic commentary upon public taste, however,
lies in the fact that this new interpretation is offensive
to those who have loved and chanted the poem all
these years. I am sure it is the fact. I have tried the
interpretation out, though without trying the new al
ternative poem, which I have as a matter of fact just
this moment composed; and I have been rebuffed.
The ladies who come to our aunt's tea-party are very
sure that the nonsense of Couplets 2-5 (official ver
sion) is the objective presentation of a natural tree,
not an irresponsible poet's construction of an ideal
tree. They cannot tell whether their sighs and wet
eyes are a tribute to the eloquence of a poem or the
loveliness of a tree. They will concede that the poet
has given a detailed presentation of only one tree, but
for them that tree is the real one, and a tree good
enough for anybody; a conviction so firm and so start
ling that no comment I know seems adequate to it.
My touching up of the poem is to indicate the possi
bility that, while the poet describes only one tree, it is
the poetical tree; and that the poem as a whole is not
so much a poem about a tree as a poem about a poemabout-a-tree; a sort of mock-performance, with a mel
ancholy moral about the limitations of poetry. There
is a big difference.
As to why he did not try to describe the natural
tree, it is clear under my interpretation that he did
not think a poet could do it; it is the very point the
poem makes. It is as if he said: "Compare this frenzied
poetical stuff about a tree with an actual tree, the one
cn the lawn yonder; take a look at it."
The attitude of the poet is one that might well appear at a certain stage in the poet's command of poetic
technique, and at a certain stage also in his develop
ment of aesthetic theory. It is probably immature in
philosophical understanding as it is certainly immature
in poetic accomplishment. Art is not really a rival of
nature but devoted to nature — though we might have
to go a long way to demonstrate that, and might not
succeed in doing so at last. Briefly, I should imagine
that art is a rival of science, which is less devoted to
nature, but equally about nature; it is the artistic
version and the scientific version of nature that are
genuine alternatives. But it is a pity that the artistic
version in this case does not furnish us with a more
presentable illustration.
Did the author sincerely intend the poem to mean
as I have suggested? Probably the answer is both
yes and no. My guess would be that Kilmer tried
first to write a straight poem about a lovely tree, with
no foolishness; looked at what he had done and saw
that it was thoroughly foolish; liked it all the same,
for such is a poet's indulgence to even the silliest of
his fancies, and wondered if there was no way to save
it from destruction; shrewdly added the little envelope
in order to permit his hard adult readers to take the
foolishness only as the mock-poetic version of a tree,
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but left things more than a little confused in order, at
any cost, to let his soft and not-so-adult readers take
the fancy part as the real article; which they did with
the enormous hunger of an insatiable passion. I have
the feeling that the author not only wanted his poem
to be liked both ways, but actually himself liked it
both ways. The result is one of the most obscure
poems that we have in syntactical English.
The subtle British critic Empson thinks that the
anthology of English poetry is full of just such am
biguities as this. Both consciously and unconsciously,
poets cultivate effects that can be construed in differ
ent ways, and even in contradictory ways. They do
not care to choose among the meanings, but keep all
the meanings. They get away with murder if they
can. But it is my impression that an intellectual so
ciety will not really let them get away with anything
like murder. They will be brought before the grand
jury and held responsible for their acts.

The Next Day They Married
(Continued from page thirteen)
"That's okeh with me," said Mike entering the
door. "What have we got?"
"Champagne, Mike. This is a real celebration."
"Good. I'll take scotch if we've got it."
"Sure, Mike. Here's one already made up." Don
raised the glass for him to see.
"Thanks." Mike crossed the room to the glass.
Jane and Greg walked over to him.
"Hello people," Mike said carelessly putting the
glass to his lips. "I didn't expect this tonight."
"It was a surprise," Don said.
"It's fun though, isn't it?" Jane's arm was in Greg's.
"Yeah. Lots of fun. Have another drink. It gets
funnier the longer it lasts."
"Why aren't you drinking champagne?"
"I don't like the kind of hangover it leaves. Any
thing exciting going on here?"
"Just what you see." Mike rested his elbow on
the bar, and turned to survey the room. His face
was dead pan,
"Dancing, drinking, conversation, and there's a
couple sneaking off to the library. Not much excite
ment there. Anybody have some dice?"
"Get some from Don." Mike jerked his head, and
walked over to Don. Jane had said nothing. She had
just looked wonderingly at Mike, and quietly sipped
her wine. She watched him over to Don who was at
the phonograph changing records.
"What do we do now?" Greg asked.
"Don't care. Wanna talk?" Jane said.
"Let's go out to the dining room. There's too much
noise in here."
"I'd rather stay. We can go over near the window."
Greg followed Jane to the window. Jane stretched
herself along the window seat. Greg pulled the leather
chair so the arm touched the window seat.
"Well, what do you want to talk about?" Greg
took a pipe from his pocket, and filled it with tobacco.

Contributors
(Continued from page two.)
BILL NELSON also makes his first appearance
this issue. He has written quite a bit of poetry, and
we are counting on him. He is a freshman, rooms
in Middle Kenyon and lives in Chicago.
R. T. S. LOWELL, Associate Editor of HIKA, con
tributes again to the month's symposium of Kenyon
poets.
PETER TAYLOR'S story is a model of good prose.
He is a junior transfer and a resident of Douglass
House.
ALLAN SPALDING makes his third poetic appearance in HIKA by contributing two poems to the
symposium of poets.
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"Let's talk about Mike."
"Sure. What about him?"
"What do you think of him, Greg?"
"That's a funny question to ask me. He's one of
my best friends. He's a swell guy."
"I know that. I'm marrying him. But, what about
him? You've been with him, you know him much
better than I do. What's he like?"
"Well, I'd say he has all the virtues of a healthy
young American, and some of the faults. He's damned
independent."
"You mean, selfish?" Jane was looking over Greg's
shoulder at Mike. He was sitting on the floor rolling"
the dice. There were three boys and a girl playing
with him.
"He wants his own way. And fights for it. That
comes from being alone in the world, I guess."
"But you're not that way, Greg."
"Only because I don't know what I want. He does.
He wants you, and now he's going to get you."
"You think he really wants me?"
"Yes. You can give him the most important thing
he doesn't have. Love. Not physically so much. More
as a playmate, a companion. Someone to humor him
when he's down. Laugh with him when he's up. You'll
have to watch out for that. His moods change rapidly.
If you don't follow them, well. . ."
"You mean he might stop loving me."
"Stop wanting you. He's like that. He loves in
tensely, and hates the same way. There seems to be
a very slight barrier between the two."
"Say Greg," a chap from the bar yelled, "come
here somebody's trying to swipe your drink."
"What do you want me for. You two fight it out
for yourselves." Mike turned away from his game to
lcok at Jane and Greg. Don gave him another scotch
and soda, and he turned back to the game.
"Greg, tell me. Do you think we'll be happy to
gether?"
"Yes," Greg said that slowly, "you're intelligent
enough and brave enough to endure his bad moods.
And when he's happy, anyone could get along with
him."
"Oh," she said.
Greg did not want to ask her any questions. He
did not want to seem curious. So they fell into a long
silence which was not noticeable 'in the volume of
sound raised by the music, the gamblers, and the con
versationalists. Mike kept playing and drinking. He
would win, and he would lose. The dead expression
on his face never changed.
Greg took the pipe from his mouth, and blew some
smoke at the ceiling. "I don't think Mike's having a
very good time. You better go over and humor him."
Jane twitched her shoulders.
"I suppose I should." She rolled to her feet very
j slowly, and straightened her hair. She walked to
i where Mike was sitting. She stood behind him for a
few minutes. He knew she was there. He did not turn
around.
March, 1939
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"Having much luck, Mike?" Jane said.
"So-so. Want to get me a drink?" He handed her
the empty glass. She took it over to the bar.
"Don, how many has he had?"
"Oh, not many. Anyway, this is a party. Here,
have some more champagne." Jane took the drink
back to Mike.
"Thanks," he said without turning around. Then
after a pause. "Do you want to play, hon?"
"I never was very lucky at dice, I don't. . ."
"Comon, here's five bucks. Join the circle."
"I'd rather not, Mike. I like just watching you
play."
"Okeh. As you like." Mike said that as if he
meant: "If that's the way you take it, the hell with
you." Jane felt the sting of his words. Jane con
tinued standing behind him, sipping her champagne.
Mike lost three bucks on one throw.
"Now's a good time to quit, Mike. Let's do some
thing else."
"Never quit a loser," Mike said. "What do you
want to do?"
"Oh, I don't know. Dance, or talk, or . . . anything
you want."
"I'll finish this game. Get me another drink, then
go over and talk to Greg. He looks lonesome." Jane
got his glass refilled, and went back to her position
cn the window seat. She took a fresh bottle of champagne with her.
"This is to keep the inner spirits up," she said, put
ting the bottle where she could reach it easily. Greg
had not moved. He was still sitting in the leather
chair, smoking.
"You're not having much fun," Jane said.
"Ape you?" he asked, looking away from her, at
Mike.
"Not very. Mike asked me to play dice with him.
I didn't want to."
"Mike's drinking a lot this evening."
"What do you mean by that?"
"He's not having a very good time either."
"Well, I asked him to dance, or talk ... or anything."
"He wanted to be alone with you tonight. He didn't
want to come to this party."
"But he usually does. And this, well, this is a
kind of send off party for both of us. Why shouldn't
he like it."
"He didn't want to come. That's all."
"Well, dapimit, I can't tell what he wants to do if
he doesn't tell me. Can I? Can I?"
"I suppose not. But you will after you know him
better. Or. . ."
"Let's get out of here for a while," Jane suggested.
"Let's go for a drive, or a walk, or something."
"Don't have my car here, and it's freezing outside.'
"I'll get Mike's. He won't mind."
"He said he was going to sell his car this afternoon.
HIKA for

"I didn't know. He didn't mention anything about
it last night."
"If you really want to go, I'll borrow Don's."
"Yes, I do."
"Get your coat, then." Greg walked over to the
bar. For some reason the crap game had broken up,
Mike was sitting on a chair near the bar.
"Say, Don. Lend me the keys to your car for a
while, will you? I want to take a ride around."
"Not running out on the party, are you?" Mike
asked. Mike always seemed to mean something else
by everything he said. This time he was insinuating
that anyone who ran out on the party was a louse.
"No. Not at all. Jane wanted to go for a short
drive, and. . ." Mike opened his mouth to say some
thing, but he only burped, a long low burp. Then he
shut his mouth suddenly, and stared stupidly at space.
His glass slipped slowly from his relaxed fingers, and
rolled on the floor.
Greg reached over and caught
him just as he crumpled.
"Drunk," said Don unemotionally." He must have
been awfully tired this evening. He usually can hold
a lot more." Jane came over to them carrying Greg's
coat. Her coat was already on.
"What's the matter with Mike?" she asked.
"He can stay here tonight," Don said. "He'll be
all right in the morning."
"Fine. And I won't need your keys, thanks," said
Greg.
"Mike drunk?" Jane asked.
"Yes."
"Then I'd better go home."
"I'll call a taxi, and go with you." Greg went out
to the hall to phone.
"I'm damn sorry this happened," Don said, "He
usually can hold a lot more. I don't know what was
the matter. He must have been awfully tired."
"He'll get a lot of rest tonight," Jane said, turning
away. "And thanks for the swell party, Don. We'll
call you up as soon as we're ready for a real housewarming." She walked out to the hall. The rest of
the crowd was still drinking, and laughing. Two of
the boys detached themselves from the crowd to carry
Mike upstairs.
"Poor Mike," one of the girls said, "got dead drunk
at his own send off party."
"That's the thing a man should do," her escort
said. They both laughed. Grace was the only one
who noticed that Jane was leaving. She followed her
to the hall.
"Leaving?" she said. Stay around for a while. The
party's just beginning to develop."
"No, I better go. Greg's taking me home."
"Oh. Well, I better get back to Bill. I saw him
wandering toward the john. Poor boy is so drunk it
Would be better for both of us if he passed out. But
1 don't want him to get hurt. So long, Jane. See
you tomorrow sometime."
"Bye, Grace. Say good-bye to rest of the crowd
for me, will you?"
March, 1939
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"Sure." Greg came over to Jane. He had his
coat and hat on.
"Cab'll be here in a couple of minutes. We better
go out front." They walked to the front entrance and
waited inside. Then the cab came. Don came down
the stairs just as they were starting out the door.
"Sorry to tear away, Don. But. . ."
"That's okeh," Don said, and walked back to the
party.
"Swell party. Thanks," Greg yelled after him.
Don waved his hand without turning around.
"Gee, it's cold," Jane said once they were seated
in the cab. "This leather seat is freezing me." She
was sitting very close to Greg. He put his arm
around her shoulders, and drew her closer to him.
She did not mind.
"That makes it a lot warmer," she said. She snug
gled up to him. It was not a very long ride to where
Jane lived. It didn't seem to be long. Jane dozed on
Greg's shoulder. Greg was thinking of things; of him
self, and of Jane there in his arms, and of Mike back
at Don's dead drunk. He bent his head a little to
kiss Jane's forehead. It was warm. She snuggled
closer to him. Greg thought of Mike. Mike wanted
Jane because he was lonely. Despite his friends, he
was lonely. And he thought of Jane. She was lonely,
too.
And then the cab stopped in front of Jane's house.
Greg had to shake her to make her realize the ride
was over.
"That was too short," she said straightening up.
"Do you want to come in for a while. The family's
all asleep."
"I'd like to," Greg said, "but I can't keep the taxi
waiting." He got out, and helped Jane out. They
walked up to the front door. Greg's hand tight upon
her arm. She fumbled a moment in her purse for the
key. She gave it to him, and silently watched him put
it in the lock, and swing the door open. Then he gave
the key back to her. She turned to him.
"Kiss me, Greg." Greg automatically slid his arms
around her and kissed her. For that moment he meant
that kiss.
"Are you sure you don't want to come in for a
while? There's some stuff in the refrigerator, and . .
"Thanks a lot, Jane. I better not."
"You're right," Jane sighed, you know people so
well, Greg." Greg laughed, and squeezed her gloved
hand.
"Everyone but myself. Good night, Jane."
"Night, Greg. Call some. . .No, I guess you better
not. Good night." Jane slipped through the door,
and closed it silently behind her. Greg walked quickly
back to the cab. The drive to his apartment was cold,
and unpleasant. He tipped the cabbie more than his
due, and quietly went up in the elevator. His apart
ment was dark. It was warm. There were embers
in the fireplace. Greg threw off his coat and hat.
Alone. He sat down in the chair before the fireplace.
And there he fell asleep.
HIKA for
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