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i)R€,\ll1Hl1nqs . . 

The contents of this issue complete a pattern begun with the 
Spring 1969 issue. We now print, as a complement to the writings 
of elementary school children, selections from the entries for 
the 1969 NCTE Achievement Awards which resulted in the choice of 
Minnesota's winners and runners-up by a group of our high school 
and college colleagues under the direction of Anna Lee Stensland; 
and a selection of essays in literary criticism by English majors 
in the state's colleges chosen by the group attending the Four
teenth Annual Conference, held last February at Concordia College, 
under the direction of Jeanine Moravec. Just as we made no 
changes_ in the copy of the elementary school children, we re
strained ourselves from correcting any except the most obvious 
typographical errors in the copy of the high school and college 
writers. It is personally satisfying to read what our students 
are writing, and it is also instructive for us as English teach
ers to see what the levels of technical competence are of some of 
the most conscientious and devoted English students in our 
schools. 

The section reserved to high school writers is deliberately 
divided into two parts. The first part is designed to give a 
sense of the range of subjects that our students choose to take 
up - a few subjects may have been set as assignments (one, in 
fact, by the NCTE program), but in any case most if not all 
represent the students' own choice of their best work in differ
ent genres. The second part is designed to give a sense of the 
ingenuity that our students show in developing rhetorical systems 
to deal with a common subject, autobiography--a subject that can 
be moved dangerously close to the commonplace considering how 
often it is made an assignment. This is another kind of test 
of the creative imagination, a test of considerable rigor, and 
we therefore value in particular the information it can give us 
about the ways in which our students can learn to look at a 
blackbird (eight as it happens in this issue, not thirteen). 

Our own experience in teaching composition has been that 
arrangement is the most productive field for our services as 
English teachers. We can't always give our students all the 
facts to work with, assuming that we even entertain such mega
lomaniac ambitions, but we can demonstrate arrangements. In this 
area, at least, we can measure our degree of success by the 
observable performance. (Are you there, behaviorists?) Our 
experience thus far this year in helping to teach an eleventh
grade class in composition has been reassuring about students' 

3 



ability to work with a choice of arrangements, and eye-opening 
about their need to break away from rhetorical discipline peri
odically into writing that they regard as freed from form. We 
think, though, that of this latter kind of writing those pieces 
that give them the most satisfaction have arisen out of a sense 
of form, and indeed display such form demonstrably. Yet it would 
spoil some of the fun to point out that like Moliere•sbourgeois 
gentilhomme they have actually ''been talking .prose" all their 
lives. So we keep on talking about discipline and freedom, and 
they keep on talking about exercises and creative writing. Our 
dialects are different, but we're still talking the same language, 
we suppose. 

Robert Zoellner has reported to a Minnesotan at the NCTE 
Convention in Washington, D.C., that he has another long article 
on his behavioral approach to writing coming out in the December 
issue of College English. We'd like to hear from our readers 
(are you there, readers?) about their reactions to Zoellner's 
first article in CE in January 1969, perhaps even to the two 
articles on Zoellnerism that appeared in~~:!._ in the last issue. 

We were pleased to learn that two articles from the Winter 
1969 issue of M E J, Ruth Danielson's "To Whom It May Concern; 
Keep This N r:-Boy Running" and Jennifer Obst 's "Allan Silli
toe's Lonely Hero" are considered "substantive contributions to 
education" and are being processed by NCTE/ERIC, the Educational 
Resources Information Center on the Teaching of English. Donald 
K. Smith's article "Speaking, Writing, and the Arts of Inquiry," 
which appeared in~~:!._, vol. III (1967), will be reprinted in 
a book of readings edited by Gene L. Pich~, tentatively entitled 
New Perspectives and New Rhetorics: Selected Readings for Teach
ers of Composition:-scneduled for publication in 1970 byttoIT:-
Rinehart and Winston. 

Our Winter issue will be focused on films: uses in the 
classroom, problems of film making and film criticizing. We 
invite all you English teachers of composition to diversify your 
Christmas portfolio of getting and spending with a little compos
ing: write something for ME J. (Are you there, writers?) The 
satisfactiol'15a writer can have-are beautifully expressed in Mary 
Stolz's essay on her craft. Who are we, therefore, to sound 
our notes of editorial crankiness before her essay, and before 
the Christmas season? We wish you all a good holiday and lay 
no burdens on you. 
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A Writer Talks About Writing 
An address to the College of Education, 

University of Minnesota (October, 1969) 

BY MARY STOLZ 

author of Ready ~r Not, A Wond'erful, Terrible Time, 

The Bully of Barkham Street, and others 

Like all childrens book writers, I wonder from time to time 
where I would be without librarians and teachers ... so let me 
begin with my thanks for your invitation. It is a privilege, a 
pleasure, to be with you. 

Josephine W. Johnson, in her glorious book, The Inland 
Island, says: "Prayed to God for that desire which°"will never 
coiiieagain. The desire to be a great writer at all costs. It 
will not come again. I am too old and the price is too high. 

• I can't give up all the rest of myself -- my crowded self. All 
the undisciplined, poorly organized pack of women and children 
who live inside me. Self-indulgent, easily tired, short of 
intra-span; longing to clean house, read books, paint pictures, 
walk in the field, walk in the fileds, eat in the fields ... 
die in the fields. And some of them.·want to .save the. world; 
clean up the cities and rivers, tear down the P·entagon." 

When I first read it, I thought, but that's .. about me. Re
flection informed me, of course, that it's about many writers. 
There are few great ones, but most of us must think that if -
just if -- why then -- But in me, as in Mrs. Johnson, there are 
too many other women with too many other concerns and interests, 
and I can always tell myself that but for this, I might have 
made it onto the lists of greatness. This is comforting, and a 
way never to know. To this day, I am not sure whether I'd 
rather write than read, read than write, walk in the woods than 
do either. And to tear down the Pentagon, I'd give up all the 
rest. 

This is preamble, to explain why although I am a childrens 
book writer and here to talk about children's books, I never am 
able to talk just about children's books. 

As an old-style liberal integrationist, there are times now 
when I feel a little out of step. When I talk with young Negroes, 
most of whom, but not all, prefer to be called Blacks, I often 
feel a little out of line. Because I have written books with 
Negroes in them, and as most of my books are written not with an 
overall outside view but from within the characters, I 

5 



necessarily have undertaken to know -- not The Black Experience 
-- but, in each instance, a black experience. But because I am 
an integrationist, irreversibly dedicated to the philosophy of 
Martin ~uther King, Jr., I must think of all of it as human 
experience. 

Let me say that I do not come freshly to this human concern 
that I did not in 1954 suddenly realize that some inequity 

existed here. When I was in school, we wrote a great deal of 
verse that we called poetry, and much of mine was even then 
preoccupied with what I termed, and I guess it was a good enough 
word, the "awfulness" of responding to people because of the 
color of their skin, the tilt of their eyes, the sound of their 
names. That was in the sixth and seventh grades, which was long 
and long ago. 

I felt it then, I feel it now, and I feel, further, that 
unless everyone begins not just to think about but really to 
know and reject the awfulness of this kind of attitude, it is 
simply going to be a question of by what instrument we ultimate
ly destroy ourselves. Through racism, overpopulation, war, or 
our apparent determination to pollute this world beyond the 
point of cleansing. The human species seems to have some inher
ent self-eliminating drive, and with so many ways to bring the 
thing off, I suppose we shall end by destroying the planet, and 
not only ourselves, but all the other, innocent, lives on it, 
from algae to mountain lions. 

Still, we haven't done it, so we have yet to deal with what 
is here, and as the total picture is too vastly bewildering for 
any one mind to wrestle with, we must each concentrate on a de
tail of the whole. My detail in this enormous, uglY, beautiful, 
terrifying tapestry is childrens books. 

I am deeply deeply exercised about many other matters and 
fire off letters weekly to the TIMES, to the President, to my 
congressmen, about the war, the reckless building and testing of 
thermonuclear weapons, the mindless destruction of wildlife and 
wildlands. Like many others, I contemplate the disastrous lack 
of insight, hindsight, foresight, common sense or honor in the 
alloting of public funds, and wonder why we don't rise up, all 
of us, and demand a halt to the lying and evading and· cheating 
and rationalizing that confront us in nearly every area of pub
lic and private life. For example -- Federal Aid to Education 
was cut by over 80%. The Model Cities program died. Head Start, 
the Job Corps, Welfare, the School Lunch, Day Care Center and 
medical research programs are moribund. In other words, most 
programs that could help and dignify the lives of the young, the 
aged, the poor, the culturally and socially despoiled. 

The Administration and the Secretary of the Treasury tell 
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us we are "fighting inflation" by this type of retrenchment. 
They ask 1:1s. t.o curtai 1 personal spending, even running newspaper 
~nd tel~v1s1on ~dvert~sements to the effect that consumer "greed" 
1.s causing the inflation that all of us know is the direct result 
of monstrous government spending on arms and space. 

Yet the Western White House and the house in Key Biscayne 
are built and maintained, mostly on public funds, and no shout 
of rag~ goes up in the country. George Washington laid it down 
as a dictum that American presidents were not to live like royal
t~, but those of our ancestors who wanted a king are clearly not 
with~u~ descendants. Because who springs for this regal style 
of living? The people, the public whose opinion the President 
says he wi~l in no way be affected by, and whose cities, homes, 
schools, highways, hospitals, savings, are crumbling away. 

And the war goes on. Young men die, old men talk and some 
of them profit. But the war goes on. 

Yes, Mr. Nixon says he wfll not be affected by public opin
ion, will in no way listen to those of us who use our constitu
tional right to protest this war. Insofar as he is able he 
threatens and harasses the growing Peace Movement and i~ all 
sounds more like, "l'etat, c'est moi," than, "Lib;rty and just
ice for al 1." 

If I seem not to be speaking yet of childrens books, I am 
speaking of the children's world, and, more for the children 
than for myself or people my age, I march in peace parades, 
stand in peace vigils, support the Sierra Club, write to my 
congressmen and the NEW YORK TIMES. 

But that inescapable voice we all have within us keeps 
repeating. . useless, use less. 

Where I am not plagued by this voice is in the area of my 
books for children. I've been writing them for twenty years and 
I've never written a word to the children that I felt was dis
honest. Which brings me back to one of my initial points. Fre
quently, over the years, I have written of Negro characters 
with the conviction that I was presenting them as fully as I 
could any white character. That conviction remains unchanged, 
for me, but lately it's been challenged. I do not mean only in 
the widespread manner in which we're all being told by young 
black ~en and women that no one can understand them except one 
of their own. I've been challenged personally as to my right to 
put Negroes in my books. 

Once by a young artist, who was amiable in a professional 
way but told my husband and me that he could never be friends 
with any white person, and that he felt my using Blacks in my 
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books was opportunism. Once by John Steptoe, who is a marvel
ously gifted artist and writer. He is nineteen years old. His 
first book, Stevie, is one any child of the ghetto would take 
into his heart.But so would any white child. Or an adult of 
any color. Because it is a beautiful story, classically simple, ' 
dealing with'deep human emotions -- jealousy, rue, loneliness. 
When LIFE reprinted the book, they said that Stevie was a book 
of another culture -- the black culture -- with no balance in
tended. "The story," said John Steptoe, "is not directed at 
white children. 11 Maybe not. But white children wi 11 read it 
and respond to it, because jealousy and rue and loneliness are 
not emotions experienced only in the ghetto or only by the 
Blacks. They are human emotions, and whether or not he'll admit 
it -- he won't -- John Steptoe has written a book for all people. 

My third critic was even younger. She is, she told me, ten 
years old, and while it was not an entirely angry letter, what 
she was saying was that I'm on her turf and I'd better get off. 

If you are poor, have you never wondered what it would be 
like to ~e rich? If you're well-to-do, haven't you speculated 
about being poor? Have you never asked yourself.whether you 
wouldn't rather have been a boy than a girl? 

. Mo~t chi~dren, a~d ~ lot of grown-ups, ask themselves ques
tions like this. It is in the nature of human beings to wonder 
what it would feel like, being someone, or something, else. 

As a child, I often watched my cat and tried to be the cat 
To feel fur, and whiskers, and claws that could take me up a tr;e 
I looked at birds and dreamed of what it would be like to fly, so. 
free, so full of grace, so unafraid of falling off a limb. r was 
a terribly thin girl, and I can still remember wishing I were like 
other girls in my class, who had bosoms and beaux while I still 
looked like a pencil. Moreover, it often seemed to me, at that 
age, that boys had the best of things. 

The book she was speaking of,~ Wonderful, Terrible Time, 
concerns itself with two colored girls, about the age of~ 
correspondent, during one summer, and in particular their exper
iences at an integrated camp in the country. 

1 
My wondering and dreaming were not limited to those who 

seemed more fortunate. I remember walking to school one morning 
~hen I was about_your age, Carolyn, and seeing an old man pick
ing

1
over refuse in a garbage pai~. It was very cold, and the 

mans hands were shaky, and he didn't have sufficient clothes on. 
T almost stopped walking, the feeling was so strong of pity and 
J1orror that an old old man should have to be looking this way __ 
for what? I didn't know, of course. But I was not too young 

This is her letter: 

"Mrs. Stolz -- I liked your book to page 158-59. No 
colored person in their right mind would ask another if she or 
he would like to be white. If they did the other would surely 
say they wouldn't. I don't think anyone who isn't colored should 
write about colored because they don't know a thing about them. 
Carolyn Flint, 10 years old. 11 

She did not give me a return address. But as I always 
reply to children's letters, I replied to hers, all in my head 
until now: 

"Dear Carolyn: Obviously you are a reader. You take time 
to write to writers, and you yourself write well indeed. I am .': 
sorry you did not give me an opportunity to answer you, because • , 
I should have liked to. 

Your first point. In the section of the book that you refe 
to, one girl asks the other, rather idly; whether she ever wonde·: 
if she'd like to be white, and later ponders the question hersel1 
In both cases the answer is "no, 11 for the good reason that 
neither would'want to be anyone other than herself. 

I 
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or too self-involved (though I was both young and self-invol~ed) 
,10t to wonder as I continued on to school what it would be like 
to be that old and poor that I'd be looking for whatever I needed 
in a garbage pail. 

Haven't Y?U ever looked at your grandmother, say, and asked 
your~elf what it would be like, to be sixty rather than ten, 
knowi~g ?f course that it can never happen to you? This sort of 
~uest1on1ng and wondering is part of being human. It is what, 
in the end, makes a human being, the capacity -- not to be some
:me else, but to ~ut ?nese~f, however inadequately and briefly, 
into someone else s situation. It is what makes literature and 
drama and dreams . 

I never wanted so much to fly, or to have bosoms and beaux 
when I had n7i ther, that I would have traded places with a bird 
Jr_a_b~xom girl. And much as I envied boys certain freedoms and 
~b1lit1es, often as I asked myself what life would have been like 
if I'd been born a boy instead of a girl, I never actually would 
have agreed to be a boy. 

But you say that no colored person would ask such 
And I say, are you sure? 

a questioni Becaus7, like everyone else, I felt the tremendous impor-
tance of being, of my own self. My young niece said to me not 

'J 
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long ~go, throwing her arms wide and almost caroling, "I am the 
,r?st important person in the world! 11 "Did you work that out for 
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yourself?" I asked her. "No," she said, "my science teacher 
told me." And I thought, good for the science teacher. He's 
helping them to put first things first. 

I have never met a person who would, really given-the chance 
agree to give up being himself in order to be anyone else. Which' 
is as it should be. 

But I think there are very few children who haven't wonder
ed, What if my mother had married a different man? Who would 
I be then? Myself? Half of myself? Then whicllhalf? None of 
myself? Then who'd have it? 

Human bei~g~,_of any a~e, never entirely give up theorizing 
about the possibility of things, of themselves, being different. 
"If I were older," the children say to themselves, and "If I 
were young," the grown-ups, the old people, speculate. 

If.!_ were young today, I would go in the Peace Corps, I 
would join Vista, I would wander the world before I settled down. 
I know that I would be on the barricades with the student dis
senters, though I am not sure to which splinter I'd be offering 
my loyalties. 

And I know that if I were young I would often wonder what 
it would be like to be black, with the sense of goals and desti
ny that a young black person must have today. I would choose 
in the end, to be myself, because I am myself and the answer is 
always that simple. But it wouldn't prevent me from envying 
sometimes the purpose and the pride that being young and black 
in our time can give. 

And now, your second point. You say, "No one who isn't 
colored should write about colored because they don't know a 
thing about them." 

Don't you see that, followed logically, this would result 
in no one's ever writing at all? A writer is one single human 
being, of one sex, one color, one shape, one heart and one mind. 
You' 11 see that this is limiting. And if he were to try to 
w:ite onl~ ab~ut what he knows -- or hopes he knows -- namely, 
himself, it simply would not work. Even an autobiography of • 
the narrowest, most concentrated order cannot contain just the 
one being. He's in the world, and he thinks and feels and acts 
and is reacted t~ and all of that involves other human beings; 
none of whom he is. 

To take just childrens books: 

Charles Dodgson called himself Lewis Carroll, but by either 
name he was a mathematician and a writer. He was not an eight-

year-old girl named Alice who fell down a rabbit hole. Nor was 
he a walrus, a red queen, a caterpillar or a white knight. 

Antoine St. Exupery was a mail pilot in Africa and South 
America. He was not a little prince who reeled among the stars 
enlarging -his acquaintance. 

E. B. White was never a mouse named Stuart, nor a spider 
named Charlotte. And Hans Christian Anderson was not a little 
mermaid who melted into foam. 

And if in this great company I may immodestly name myself, 
I have never been a fat twelve-year-old boy bully, an eighty
year-old blind man, a seventeen-year-old blonde sexpot, nor two 
little girls from Harlem. 

And yet -- what is a writer? Logically, anatomically, he 
can only be himself. But he denies this and proceeds to be any
one or anything he has the desire, the capability, the under
standing, the determination, the temerity, or the brass to be. 

Therefore the mail pilot was a little prince who encountered 
such wonders and recounted them in such a way that children, and 
grown-ups, read his adventures with wistfulness and laughter and 
even tears. When we read of Alice's adventures in Wonderland and 
behind the Looking Glass, we don't doubt for a moment who she is. 
She's that girl who fell down the rabbit hole and shoved through 
the mirror and met all those peculiar characters. What does a 
forty-year-old bachelor mathematician have to do with that? 
Charlotte is a spider with a great heart and a friend who happens 
to be a pig. She is not a farmer up in Maine who writes for the 
NEW YORKER. Hans Christian Anderson? Well, I'm not sure about 
him. He must, at least, have known a mermaid. But Sue Ellen 
and Mady, the two little girls from Harlem, are not this house
wife at this typewriter. They are themselves, which is why so 
many children, including you write to me about them. Not because 
I am myself, but because I know them. 

Writers and readers are the most fortunate people in the 
world, because they don't have to be just themselves. They can 
be anyone they write or read about, and the field is unconfined. 

The thought cannot help but occur to me that in the direc
tion of the readers and writers lies the whole hope of the world. 
If each of us was not just himself or herself, which is, of 
course, the first thing to be, but was, beyond that, everyone 
else in the world, of every age and sex and color and mentality 
and nationality, why then we could arrive at the place of under
standing. I'll go further. I think we should be every plant 
and lizard and lion and river on earth, because then we might 
get a sense of how valuable is the world that cannot speak to us. 
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The world is sick, but it's worth saving. And if we could 
read one another the way we read books, with the same willing
ness to be and to feel, for a time, someone or something other 
than ourselves, it is my belief, and not mine alone, that we 
could save it." 

That was the end of my letter to Carolyn that I will never 
get to send to her, but am grateful to have been able to say to 
you. 

I believe what I've been saying. I think that if there is 
one thing we can learn from this indefensibly expensive moon 
venturing we' re doing, it's that this is a very small planet 
we're on. So small that we'd better stop thinking in terms of 
black and white, and start thinking about how to keep the thing 
habitable. 

And now, the coda: 

The letter from Carolyn arrived months ago. A couple of 
weeks ago I received a letter from Karen Welch, of Brooklyn. 
I shall read it to you. 

"Dear Mrs. Stolz -- I am a student at Stephen Decatur 
Junior High School 35, and I have read your book, A Won
derful, Terrible Time. I thought I would write you~ 
letter and tell you what I think of your book. 

I think that the two black girls were very realistic. 
Most of the things they do I've done, when I was about 
seven or eight years old. Like going on a Freedom March. 
But I didn't go on a Freedom March, I went on an Orange 
March because I wanted an orange. 

I really enjoyed this story because it was really 
together. It was everything that a little black girl 
would say and do. 

I think there are no two girls in the world who were 
closer related than your characters Mady Guthrie and 
Sue Ellen Forrest. 

This was the first time I've seen a white writer 
express the true feelings of a black person. This is 
what I found most interesting about this book. 

The way you wrote this book seems as if you lived 
with black people all your life. 

I really enjoyed this book and hope in the future 
you can write even better. 

Very truly yours, 
Karen Welch." 

What I want to say is, I think I've been writing all these 
years just to get that letter. 
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th€ Ranqe 0~ WRltln(j: 

Eight Young Minnesota Writers 
* * * * * 

The writing that follows was 
selected from the entries of 

Minnesota's eight NCTE Achievement 
Award winners. 

* * * * * 

IMPROMPTU COMMENT ON A SET TOPIC: 
A "living" character is not necessarily true to life. 

By Timothy G. Carlson 
North High School, Minneapolis 

Sponsor: Richard Jenks 

The context in which the term "living" is used will_ neces
sarily, in itself, determine whether or no~ a character is true 
to life. In light of this, I must agree with t?,e.s~at~ment as 
it stands. The quotation marks about the word living allow 
for variation as_ to the interpretation of the word and, thus, as 
to the analysis of a character. 

When "living" is defined as merely b~ing alive_ in a story, 
or taking on the characteristics of life in the action of a t~le, 
a "living" character may not be true to life at all. Pecos Bill, 
Paul Bunyan, John Henry and many other characters from folklore, 
though alive in their tales and adventures'. were not a~ways true 
to life. This type of "living" character is one that 1~ purposely 
made to be humorous, unbelieveab le or heroic; and certainly not 
true to life. 

In many of the plays stories and novels of the authors from 
the schools of Realism, L~cal Color Writing, ~n~ similar}:01:1ps

11 displaying the "slice of life" approach to writing, the llv~ng 
character is one made to represent a real person and ~o ac~ in 
the manner of an actual human being in a particular situation. 
Steinbeck in Sweet Thursday, Cannerry Row, Grapes o~ W:at?, ~n~ .

11 many of his other books miraculously recreated realistic living 
characters in the sense of making them appear as down-to-earth, 
believeable people (If there is such a thing) .. The play Death 
of a Saleman by Arthur Miller sought to emphas~se the t:ue-to
life "living" character. The motion pictures industry_ is turning 
increasingly to the "realistic character" approach to its 
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materials. 

The line drawn between those characters which are true to life and those which are not, however, is extremely thin.' This will always be the case because, though there are the extreme cases either way, which few will argue about, the decision as to whether a character is realistic or is unbelieveable lies in the judgement of the person reading the material. Obviously no one sees a literary work in the same manner as someone else and a character too unreal to one may be very down-to-earth to another The entire process o.f establishing the validity of "living" char~ acters is really irrelevant in most cases anyway. Many people I know or read about in the newspaper are certainly "living" characters; but true to life? The question which needs an answer to determine the meaning of a "living" character and of "true to life," is "What is life?" Perhaps when that is answered we may all be able to tell whether or not we, ourselves, have been acting realistically "true to life. 11 

* * * 

ON NON-VIOLENT PROTEST 

By Nancy Freeman 
Burnsville High School 

Sponsor: William A. Chalmers 

Of the many current dilem?Uls with which we are beset, perhaps the most fashionable is that of communication. Self-styled prophets of doom bemoan our inability to effectively reach one another. Gaps are opening up everywhere -- the generation gap, the credibility gap, the equality gap (in the sexes as well as the race). 

Married couples, businessmen, hippies, even total strangers participate in group ''happenings" designed to reveal the inner man. Whether that inner man is sufficiently prepared to withstand such psychological probings is a question worthy of further study. Such considerations, however, are better left to' a trained expert and so I will content myself with analyzing a more human aspect of the communication crisis, if I may call it such. 

Obviously it would do no good for an individual to shed his pretenses (and defenses) if the society continues to act on the assumption that he is as false as the normal individual. Indeed, his attempts to be honest may be deeply resented by a people who feel the need to be abstruse. The honest man must tread· lightly or he is likely to antagonize his goal of communication. Few ages have looked upon their critics with respect unless those critics have adhered to what society considers fundamental values. 
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It would seem reasonable t6 asswne then that any significant degree of openness must be brought about gradually, in steps carefully designed to agree with existing patterns of thought as much as possible. Under this theory, happenings would not be the ideal way to approach the problem since they involve few directly and are controversial to many. 

The basic premise of this article is that non-violent protest would be more likely to achieve the end result of communication. By non-violent protest is meant the training of the populace, directly and indirectly, at home and school, in the appreciation of others. Efforts in this direction are already employed by schools, but with li tt1e effectiveness. School children study the people of foreign lands with the idea that "we appear as strange to them as they to us." This does_ little to alleviate that strangeness or.the attitude behind it. More emphasis should be placed on the basic rightness of any culture and the basic dignity of any individual, regardless of differences which may exist between us. Children must be taught (it is too late when they are g:rowri) that we need not understand someone to accept him. 

It is only through unequivocal acceptance that meaningful communication may take place; it is only through meaningful communication that misunderstanding may be eliminated. This is our task if we are to survive and prosper in the advanced world we know. All other difficulties hinge on this one. If we fail, there· can be no second chance. If we succeed we shall have contributed more to mankind than any previous benefactors -- we shall have given mankind the hope of peace. 

* • * * 

MAN IN HIS UNIVERSE 

By Gary Hromadko 
Albert Lea High School 

Sponsor: Paul M. Goodnature 

Man is affected in his intellectual, emotional, and spirit-t' ual beings by aspects of the Universe. Each must deal with different problems and in different ways than the other two, but all have the same basis on which to work; that basis is the limitedness of man's comprehension, and the small fund of knowledge with which he may operate. 

Man, the intellectual, must wrestle with the apparent ordering of the Universe by natural laws. He tries to solve problems in the micro- and macro-cosmic scales, from the mysteries of high energy particle physics to questions concerning the propagation of light and the life cycles of galactic communities. It 
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is not surprising that conflict should arise in the study of the Universe; consider the problem of determining the physical nature of the System. Three major theories have been proposed regarding its origin and continued existence, all of which have positive and negative features·depending upon one's interpretation of the limited amount of data currently available. Further, each theory leaves one or both of the questions: "What existed prior. to the Universe?", if indeed anything, and "How old is the Uni verse?", open to speculation. 
The emotional affect manifests itself in an inner conflict, one in which man is uplifted and depressed in succession by the very nature of his position in the Universe. This self recognizes the poetic Universe, and in this sense it may be constantly occupied .. A beauty exists in the fact of belonging to such a system, in being able to observe the precision of motion and light, the contrast of power and delicacy, color and order in celestial communities and their bizarre counterparts in unstable super-novae. The ancients made a contribution to the overall emotional affect in the names they ascribed to certain of the more prominent features in the night sky - Antares in Scorpius, Rigel in Orion, the constellation Andromeda - each full of the myth which appeals to one's sense of adventure (both past and future) even though the original bases for the appellations have long since been contradicted by fact. Depression occurs when' man realizes that he is such a small part of a total wonderful, creation. The infinity of space, the apparent irrel-' evance of time, and the consistency of the entire System are obvious causes of an ailment whose cure is sought by the meta- , physicians. 

The go(,1-'makers, the transcendentalists, and all of the many , and varied philosophical cliques have attempted to remedy the ~ ailment, to satisfy the gnawing curiosity about the true nature of the Universe in all of its ramifications - truth, beauty, the meaning of existence. Man's inability to comprehend is a fundamental problem, just as those mentioned above, which the metaphysician seeks to eliminate or avoid. Whatever knowledge.may have been gained concerning a particular concept is subject to possible dispulsion, as the ever present and omnipotent force in philosophy takes control of man's Universe - that force is /I faith in an ideal or belief. 

The Universe, the inconquerable deep in which man - the philosopher, the poet, the discoverer - is constantly probing and extending himself. Throughout history this has been true, ,and so forever. Generations will pass like colored sand through ,,an hourglass, and man will still be probing, pondering. The elements of the System are other stystems - infinitely great and small. Neu.trans, photons, mesons, planets, stars, galaxies.' And among them all there exists a confusing system named man. 
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THREE POEMS 

By Mary Johnson 
Crosby-Ironton High School Sponsor: Robert C. Nielsen 

Hopelessness, her emptiness Is within me, 
Eating my soul, 
Sucking my breath, 
Making me as empty as her. And in the rain 
I am so lost and lonely 
I can do nothing--not even cry, Not even raise this blade to my wrist. 
Shallow echoes in my head--And then I hear 
The mournful, 
Low and desolate 
Wail of the whistle as the freight train Moves through the rain 
The simple longing throws me, Sobbing, in depths of depression. The human condition is misery. 

The edges of the dawn cracked And splinters of the newborn sun Pierced the gray morning. A breeze rattled in the branches Of treei shellacked 
By layers of brittle ice. My tears fell freezing 
And I was helpless 
To stop them as the bitter wind Tore me apart--the caress Of a madman. 

Lonely, so lonely in the howling morning That I fell weeping in hills Of cruel and crusted snow But I took a fierce and f;ightening Pleasure in the numbing cold that kills And lives to kill again. 

I can no longer hear 
The desparate cries of those Around me. I depart. 
My blood chills, clogs, and slows 
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on its journey to my heart. 

Sleep, sleep, . And I fall deep and deeper still Into that dark and quiet pit. Falling slow, soon I know I will be free, falling Forever. 

There was some reason But, I~ can't - remember Quite. 
Was it just the season, Desolate November? Darkness, so not urge me on. I won't fight. 
I know I'm gone. Yet there was something I w:inted before this. It wasn't much. There's something I will miss. (The reassuring touch Of Spring?) 

No! No! 
Don't push me. 
I' 11 go. 

Sinking--

Swallowed--

Dead, but I was thinking And it somehow followed that-----

Bittersweet 

The time was Spring. We were young and alive. We rode on the wing Of the breeze that blew so gently, 
sweetly, And fluttered, playing with our hair. 

A flock of birds Sang and whispered in the trees, And as we watched Suddenly they started and flew 
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up! Rushing, 
Rising, Then in the air, floating and gone. 

My hand in yours 
As the darkness settled over us. The air was pure, The new grass and damp earth Cleared our minds 
That had been smothered By the long winter. But, free now, we opened our eyes To the green growing world And to each other. 

Another Spring, 
And I remember you. Bittersweet, 
The memories are now. I pause at the smell of lilacs, The sight of birds flying and the.sound of their songs in the swaying trees. Voices in the darkness are laughing, carefree. 

My pain, too, is bittersweet. 

* * * 
DOES THE AMERICAN SCHOOL SYSTEM NEED CHANGING? 

By Jan Karlik 
Edina High School Sponsor: Rolland J. Ring 

George Gissing once wrote, "Education is a thing of which 
only the few are capable; teach as you will only a small per
centage will profit by your most zealous energy." Unfortunately, 
some educators don't realize this. For several years, the 
American school system has been undergoing intense scrutiny. 
Some administrators seem to feel that in view of our changing 
society and increasing factual knowledge, the schools and teach
ing methods are outdated. Some believe that it is now necessary 
and desirable to change the structure of the school system and 
to innovate .with new teaching techniques and equipment. 

A number of programs have been tried in order to modernize 
the school system. Some rely heavily on expensive electronic 
gadgetry, such as individual electric typewriters and cathode 
ray tubes connected to a computer. Others are aimed at reorgan
ization. Modular scheduling and the ungraded primary are 
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examples of structural revisions. All the programs involve ex
panded facilities and a considerable dollar outlay. Special 
classrooms and resource centers must be built. The school build
ing itself must be designed to accommodate the students with free 
time. 

The underlying purpose of many of the systems, including 
modular scheduling, is the motivation of the underachiever. It 
is assumed that the underachiever will learn more easily if he 
isn't held down in a normal classroom. However, when the system 
is tried, it is the underachiever who can't cope with the added 
freedom. Reluctant learners may have to be put in traditional 
one hour classes because of lack of self-discipline. In many 
schools with modular scheduling, there is an increasing tendency 
to schedule all the mods of all students, and thereby eliminate 
free time. Then the system leads to increased regimentation and 
the corresponding loss.of flexibility for which it was designed. 

The biggest deterrent to the new systems is not the trouble 
with scheduling but the lack of improvement in students' per
formance. In spite of the moderness of the new system, studies 
show that the teacher, not the equipment, has the most effect on 
students' scholastic achievement. A good teacher is able to hold 
the students' attention and explain the text understandably, 
whereas a poor teacher loses attention and respect because he 
doesn't know the material or can't get his points across. The 
quality of any school depends upon the quality of its teachers. 

The school system shouldn't be changed unless an alteration 
can be shown to be beneficial. The traditional school system is 
not outdated just because it has been in use for some time. It 
is senseless to make a costly change resulting in no improvement 
in learning. The student who wants to learn will learn under 
any circumstances. The student who isn't interested in learning 
won't learn through any application of pressure or supplied mo
tivation. 

* * * 

I CRY IN THE DAYTIME 

By Barbara Maki, Cloquet High School 
Sponsor: Mrs. Ruth M. Anderson 

Mother said he wouldn't last the moment she laid eyes on 
him. And he couldn't have lasted, not in our church, not in a 
million years. There wasn't a chance in the world for him. We 
had gone through so many pastors already; they had all left for 
greener pastures or died on us. We had been hopeless for such 
a long time--bankrupt in fact, both spiritually and financially. 
There were Sundays when hardly anyone came at all, except the one 
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or two obstinate families who would not let the old church die 
and who came, Sunday after Sunday. And now Mr. Schwartz, only' 
an old man, had come to shepherd and save our diseased and dying 
flock. He could have never saved us. Someone should have told 
him. 

But he lasted a long time for an old man. We went downhill, 
but he never admitted it. "It' 11 work out " he used to say. 
"God will help us." But God never did, no~ even in the end. 
Mr. Schwartz died and the church wasn't saved. Not once did God 
step in to help. 

• 
In confirmation class, Mr. Schwartz would tell us--oh may

be tw~ce a day-~"Turn the other sheek." And with his acce~t, he 
made it sound like the kind of sheik who lives in a desert and 
who wears long, flowing robes. We always laughed so hard at him 
And he ~as ~om~cal in a sad sort of way. But there was a weary • 
pathos in his impeccable black suit--shiny at the seams from 
we~r. From th 7 back, he appeared to be a thin-shouldered, anemic 
ch~ld, dec~ed in mo~rning. But then you'd see his wispy, gray 
hair and his pathetic, conc~ve chest, and he could be nothing 
b~t an_old, old man. Sometimes there was a lone white hair on 
his chin whe:e he_had forgotten to shave. His eyes were very 
bad. ~ven with bifocals he had to squint. And squinting had 
le~t his face a maze of wrinkles; his eyes were hooded in paper
thin, transparen~ l~yers of skin, and only the sharp, quick 
m?vements de7p w~thin the puffy sockets gave any impression·of 
hfe •. The liveliness of his glance contraste.d sharply with his 
shuf~ling step. I still see him sometimes, seeming to doze as 
he listened to the muted greetings proffered him. But he was 
alway~ listening, and his eyes were always alive. You could see 
that if you looked closely. And his answers were very quick, in 
spite of his oldness. 

I believe I saw his eyes in their entirety only a few times. 
Th~t_was wh7n he was astonished. Then his eyes would open sur
pris~ngly wide, and the loose skin around his mouth would tight
e~ with the O that his lips formed. I remember the time we told 
him about the flying saucers. They were to be for a snow-day 
party. He was so amazed--he had never heard of such things. 
And he wou~d not understand. Finally, we showed him one; and 
then he said he understood, just to please us. It was so impor
tant for him to understand--and so very hard. 

I don't.know ~hy it's so; but when someone is kind and help
less and bel~eves ~n people and in God, you hurt that person, 
perhaps not intentionally, but you hurt him just the same. And 
we hurt Mr. Schwartz, all of us. Perhaps some of us hurt him 
more than others, but each wound, no matter how trivial, must 
have scarred him deeply inside. Though he was careful never to 
let us see his disappointments, each blow must have bowed his 
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shoulders a little more. When Bruce quit school at seventeen, 
Mr. Schwartz did not speak of how Bruce had shaken his faith. 
And when he overheard the ladies talking about Bruce's jail 
sentence, I doubt if anyone guessed the pain his poor heart must 
have endured over that lost impenitent youth. He only talked of ' 
how Bruce was hurting himself. Still, he was not the same after. 
wards. Defeat did not sit well on his fragile shoulders. 

Even when we skipped church, he noticed, every time. The 
Sunday after, he would ask us why we had been absent, and we 
would give him one excuse or another. He never gave up chiding 
us for our little frailties. It was as though he had to worry 
about the small failures in order to be able to bear the bigger 
sins that he had to excuse and forgive. The time he had to 
straighten out the spat in the Women's Fellowship seemed to take 
away some of the pain he must have felt when the Stevensons were > 
divorced. They had made such a wonderful pair, and they had 
almost saved their marriage. At first their two small children 
had kept them together. Their relationship, though had gone 
downhill until Mr. Schwartz. He had almost solved their problems. 
For a while, under his gentle counsel, they had been almost 
happy. But they had had to solve their real problem alone; 
Mr. Schwartz couldn't do that for them. And they were both so 
very very human. Thus in the end, as in all things, each had 
failed the other, and even though it was only in small ways, 
the little misunderstandings grew to enormous proportions in 
their eyes, and their marriage had ended in a final bitter quar
rel. The divorce was a tremendous blow to Mr. Schwartz; he had 
given so much of himself--and he had failed. So, whe.n he managed 
to calm the ruffled ladies in the Fellowship meeting, it was a 
sort of balm for him. Mrs. Niemi really became quite red and 
comical when Mrs. Kangas insisted on using the electric mixer. 
And Mr. Schwartz got so excited. Though it was only an argument 
about a large wooden potato masher, it was important to him. But 
not one of us could have seen how in the end, the crushing fail
ures would erase all the small victories and how his heart would 
give way at last. But his faith came through; it must have. He 
couldn't have let that fail. His was such a pure, noble faith. 
God couldn't have let such a faith die. 

Well, anyway, he died in the end from a cerebral hemorrhage .• 
He mu~t have worried a great deal about all of us. I was with 
him that night makirig up a confirmat:ion class I had missed. 
That's the first and the last time! ever heard him swear. He 
was deeply absorbed in the lesson, and the phone rang, inter
rupting his train of thought. As he got up to answer the phone, 
a look of pain contorted his features, and his hand involuntarily 
reached up to push something heavy away from his chest. And then 
he swore, such a bothered, "Damn!" After I left, he died. They 
said it was a quick death. 
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At the funeral, the church was packed--the first time it 
had been full in many years. That day, we heard three sermons 
each from a different minister. But I missed the thick German' 
accent ai:id ~he untidy wisps of hair which seemed to• fringe upon 
the.pulpit its elf. That grey casket could not have kept such a 
frail soul. He must have gone very quickly to heaven. 

But the ch~r~h_is still here. It's still bankrupt. And 
1:1ow we have~ visiting pastor, a tall, ascetic-looking fellow 
in velvet-trimmed robes. He is strong--he doesn't bother over 
little things ~ike a cross word or an excuse of going fishing. 
He seems to ~hink that the little things take care of themselves. 
But they don t, and there is no one left to share the small hurt 
that comes with each of them. So now, we can only turn the 
other "sheek." It would have been important to him. 

April 14 

* * * 

STORY 

By Clay Oglesbee, Osseo High School 
Sponsor: John W. Wheeler 

Before I pull the trigger I'll write down a few things to 
te~l why I did it. That's what you're supposed to do: I mean, 
write when you do it. 

. I don't ~ant people to think I was sick or I was queer or 
like_that. Listen, I know what smiling and crying are. Dancing! 
Dancing on a beach like Zorba. I know about that. I know how to 
s~latter myself on life. How to rub my nose through its dry
field smell and kiss a girl. I like love and blue skies (with
out any clo~ds ~tall). I !ike to see kites and puppies rolling 
over on their big barely hairy bellies. I've sweat while I 
worked, though maybe not enough, if I'm honest. But I'm not 
some weak guy giving up because it's too sad or he's not good 
enough. The thing is that things get to me. 

I know that life is good and bad. I don't cry all the time. 
I know people can love me. The reason I'm doing this is because 
there are things wrong with the world, to tell the truth. Like 
there are white people spitting on Negroes. And people are 
starving--15,000 every day. And people are killing each other, 
and that's not good, honestly, I don't like coffins. 

All these social injustices tear me apart. All these 
people putting each other down--me, I don't like it. So, I'm 
doing this like a protest. Like maybe when I was 45 I was going 
to jump off a cliff because it's free and not dying in some bed. 
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But I can't wait, and things are lousy, in my opinion. That's why I'm doing it. Because they are, and .not because my nose is big ... 

Apri 1 15 

Whew! She loves me! 

* * * 

STORY 

By Sam Stern, St. Louis Park High School 
Sponsor: Mrs. Sharon Warner 

Jonathon Wilcox Braddington stepped out of the elevator onto the fifty-third floor of the Empire State Building and turned right. He seemed unnaturally thin, as though he was suffering from some internal illness. Carrying an over-stuffed briefcase he walked briskly to the end of the hall and paused to read the' gold leaf on the door: 

BRADDINGTON LUXURY TOURS 
TOURS TO ANYWHERE IN THE WORLD WITH AN AIRPORT 

GROUP TOURS ONLY 

"Good morning, Mr. Braddington .. You received a call earlier this morning from a Mrs. Carver in San Diego. She was rather upset but refused to talk to anybody but the 'boss man'. I left her telephone number on your desk." 

"Thanks, Doris. I' 11 take care of it right away. It probably has something to do with that damn Olympic Airways that I hired to fly the San Diego group to Japan. Last I heard, they hadn't notified the group as to what time they were taking off. And here it is with'only four days before they are scheduled to leave." 

"Olympic? Isn't that a new client? Haven't heard of them before." 

Looking at her, Braddington could not help but feel guilty. She had been with him since he had formed the company seven years previously. She had always been efficiency personified. He shuddered when he thought of how he was about to let her down. 

"Mr. Braddington? ! " 

''Huh?'' 

"I said, isn't Olympic Airways a new carrier? I've never 
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heard of them." 

"Yea, they're new. Uh, lower rates." He was mumbling. 

"Is something wrong?" 

"No, Dor. I'll be in my office. Send in my mail when it comes, and_ .. when Mike gets here send him in to see me. 11 

Braddington entered the walnut stained, oak paneled room walked
11

over to the mahogany desk and picked up the paper on his desk. Operator, get me area code 714, 829-2138. Make it a perso~-to-person ~all for Mrs. William Carver ... Mr Jonathon Braddington ... 549-3344 ... Thank-you. I'll wait ... Hello, Mrs. Carver? ... Yes, I'm in New York ... No, I haven't called Olympic yet but-- ... Your schedule? ... This morning by certified mail? ... Good, good. Is there anything else I can do? ... Yes, I received the money order. Thank-you, Mrs. Carver. It's been a pleasure doing business with you ... Uh, huh ... Good-bye, Mrs. Carver." 

"Th~nk God," he whispered to himself while putting down the receiver. They had gotten the letters with the schedule. That was the last trip to have been sent a "schedule". 

Braddington Luxury Tours had 15 tours "scheduled" to leave the country on Saturday, March 29. Braddington opened the brief~ase and pulled out the list of tours that were supposed to ·1eave in four days. He looked over the list noting·the number of people and price being paid for each tour. 

FROM TO 
# @$ =TOTAL Baltimore, Md. London, Paris, Rome 253 450 $113,850 Boston, Mass. Tokyo 251 425 $106,675 Chicago, I 11. Rome, Tel Aviv 250 400 $100,000 Cincinatti, Ohio London, Munich 250 400 $100,000 Cleveland, Ohio Rio de Janero 248 275 $ 68,200 Denver, Col. Copenhagen, Stockholm 252 300 $ 75,600 Detroit, Mich. Rio de Janero, Buenos Aires 248 325 $ 80,600 Los Angeles, Cal. London, Paris, Rome 255 450 $114,750 Los Angeles, Cal. Rome, Tel Aviv 252 400 $100,800 Minneapolis, Minn. Madrid, Malaga 251 250 $ 62,750 New York, N.Y. Copenhagen, Stockholm 249 300 $ 74,700 New York, N.Y. Paris 250 300 $ 75,000 New York, N.Y. London, Paris, Rome 253 450 $113,850 San Diego, Cal Tokyo 252 425 $107,100 San Francisco Tel Aviv 248 350 $ 86,800 

TOTALS 3762 $1,380,675 
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There was a knock on the door and the second major control
ling interest in Braddington Luxury Tours entered carrying the 
morning newspaper under one arm arid a package bearing a "To Jon" 
label under the other. "For you," said Mike as he put the pack
age down on the mahogany desk. "Brought all the way from Pango 
Pango. A genuine out-rigger canoe carved in coconut shell by a 
South Seas' blind man who is the sole support of his wife and 
six daughters." 

"You always did have a flare for novelties. Welcome home. 
How was the trip?" 

"Fabulous. Kathy loved it, only she was constantly 
ing about the kids. Can't say that I blame her, though. 
nice to have kids to worry about every once in a while. 
Jon. Just for kicks why don't you get married and--" 

worry
It's 

Say, 

"Lay off, Mike. We've been through that enough times 
before." 

"Okay, but you can't blame a guy for trying to get· his 
partner settled down. How was the skiing in Switzerland?" 

"Gorgeous. I plan on going there again next year. Oh, by 
the way I'm leaving town Friday. I've got some business to take 
care of in Stockholm." 

"Funny you should mention Sweden. It was one of the things 
I had to talk to you about. Take a look at this." Jon took the 
paper from Mike. "Peru is threatening to break diplomatic rel a- 1 

tions with us if we enforce the Hickenlooper Amendment next 
month. If they do, that June tour to Lima for those Machu 
Pichu-bound archeologists is off. That's number one. Number 
two is that Sweden announced yesterday that it was rescinding 
its extradition agreement with the U.S .. Something which grew 
out of an incident involving a Vietnam war deserter. As a re-

.sult, relations are quite shaky with Stockholm right now. Now, 
what was it that you wanted me in here for?" 

"Just to see how the trip was. You've been gone for three 
weeks and I was gone for a week before you left. Thanks for the , 
present. It's just what I've always wanted." 

After Mike left, Braddington worked for an hour and a half 
before informing Doris that he was leaving for a docto~ appoint
ment ("No, Dor, nothing serious."). She informed him that the 
mail had not yet arrived and he left the office. 

Mrs. William Carver, as head of the San Diego Homemakers 
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Association, was first to arrive at Lindbergh's Field on the 
morning of Saturday, March·· 29. She turned to her husband with 
her hand extended. William Carver handed her the letter that 
they had received in the mail four days before. Mrs. Carver read 
it over quickly and said,- "We go to gate 348, Dear. The others 
should start arriving in about an hour;" 

They rented a push-cart for their luggage for fifty cents 
and walked down the yellow concourse to gate 348. At the gate, 
passengers on Western flight #546 to Minneapolis were checking in 
and receiving their seating assignments. The bulletin board be
hind the ticket counter and the closed circuit television mounted 
overhead showed that flight 546 was scheduled to take off in 
forty-five minutes. 

Mrs. Carver rechecked her letter with the schedule then 
stormed up to the ticket counter dragging a somewhat co~fused 
Mr. Carver behind her. "My name is Mrs;· William Carver. I'm 
head of the San Diego Homemakers Associa.tion, and I demand to 
know what is going on. I've got some 250 women coming in half 
an hour to check in their luggage at that gate. How do you 
people expect us to check in our baggage for Tokyo with these ... 

The man behind was no longer listening to Mrs. Carver. He 
had looked over the letter she had been waving in front of his 
nose and was now calling the airport manager. The manager ar
rived and took the letter that Mrs: Ca:iver ·was waving in front 
of his rtose at 'the same ·time she was jabbering some senseless 
gibberish about Tokyo and a Homemakers Association. 

"We 11? ! We 11? ! " demanded Mrs . Carver. 

"I'm sorry, Ma'am, but you've been duped." 

"What are you talking about. What do you mean I've been 
duped?!" 

"There is no such animal as Olympic Airways." Turning to 
the man behind the ticket counter, the manager said, "Have Air
port Security put me in touch with New York. I think the answer 
lies in Braddington Luxury Tours." 

"That's right, officers. Jon Braddington handled all the 
details of the tours scheduled to leave today. That's the way 
it usually is. Jon takes spring and summer and I take fall 
and winter. Having just finished with the winter tours, I spent 
three weeks in the South Seas resting up. That must be when 
Jon redid all the scheduling, because everthing was in order 
when I left. 11 
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Mike was holding a double scotch, turning it thoughtfully, 
Doris was sobbing and shaking her head in disbelief. There were 
two detectives and a police officer in the room. They began to 
question Doris about Braddington's activities since returning 
from Switzerland. Everything came out--the call from San Diego, 
the worried look on Braddington's face when Olympic Airways was 
mentioned, the doctor appointment, the flight to Stockholm-
everything. 

After much checking and intense investigation, the police 
managed to come up with the following information: 

As was company policy, money orders, not checks, were due 
from the tour groups two weeks before their scheduled departure. 
Braddington had scheduled all the groups to leave on the same 
day. He had sent them fake flight information using fictitious 
airlines which supposedly had been chartered. When the money 
orders came in, he flew to Switzerland under the pretenses of a 
skiing trip and deposited the 15 money orders worth $1,380,675 
into a numbered Swiss account. 

He purchased a ticket to Rio de Janero using a John Doe, 
but when the Swedish government rescinded its extradition agree
ment with the U.S. he cashed in the ticket and bought a one-way 
ticket to Stockholm using his real name. The next day, Tuesday, 
he went to the doctor and was given a thorough examination. It 
showed that the cancer which had been growing inside his body 
for the past year would allow him three more months of life. 

Finally, on Friday, he boarded the plane for Stockholm 
where his only problem would be how to spend approximately 
$460,225 a month for the next three months. 
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th€ autOBIO(jRaph1cal ~ORm: 

Eight Young Lives 
The selections that follow are the 

eight autobiographies of Minnesota's NCTE 
Achievement Awards runners'-up. An autobiography 

and an impromptu critical essay on a set 
topic are required of every candidate. 

* * * * * 
THE STORY OF MY LIFE 

By Tim Bardell, Edina High School 
Sponsor: John Sheldon 

Perhaps you are wondering 
Why I am writing a poem 
instead of the typical prose. 

I can cite no particular reason 
But that I can more easily communicate 
The disorder of my life in patterned lines. 

I was born in Minneapolis 
Near Robbinsdale, Minnesota, 
And I lived there with my family 
Until I was three. 

My father had just bought his own business; 
My mother helped him at his place of work· 
My sister was (and is) a precocious child; 
My brother was near death from raging asthma. 

And until I learned to read at five 
I sat where I was placed 
And remained motionless with my unknown thoughts. 

My grade-school education was entrusted to 
A Catholic parochial school, Our Lady of Grace. 
I learned my lessons well there; 
I was a willing mouth for food for thought. 

And when the tests came, the memories 
Glistened through the nerves to my pen, 
And the answers flowed out on my paper. 

29 



The first two years of high school life 
I spent at St. Thomas Academy, Mendota Heights. 
The wedding of blood and wine, of military and religion, 
Ended in divorce, and the state was given custody of the child. 
My junior year I started at Edina High 
And I hope to end my education there. 

You ask about my reading and I say to you: 
Until the day I die, I will be reading what has been written, 
And supplying in my mind's eye what has not. 

My earlier days I spent in book-born fantasies 
But now I write to make concrete what I feel, 
And the music I perform will set me free. 

For, you see, besides my crude attempts at elementary scrawling, 
I have in my possession a Hammond C-2 organ 
Which I ply for several hours to release my soul at night. 

If I could end this sordid tale I would, 
But to my friend's regret I have not died. 

* * * 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

By Lawrence Crawford, De La Salle High School 
Sponsor: James Elsenpeter 

I was born on July 14, 1952 in Rochester, Minnesota. At 
age four our family moved to La Crosse, Wisconsin, where I went 
to St. Wencelaus Parochial School for grades one and two. In 
1960 our family came to Minneapolis, and here I finished grade 
school at Incarnation Parochial School. There I was a drummer 
for two years in the school band, and student council president 
the last year. I am now a junior it .De La Salle High School in 
Minneapolis. 

Out of school I read, play drums, and occasionally do some· 
model railroading. For the past year my reading interes:ts were 
primarily in existentialism and Russian literature. My, reading 
and i~terest in the latter subject has led me to become a co
leader of a Russian Literature course at school. This discus
sion course was founded outside of regular junior classes with 
a small group of students, who are also responsible for setting 
the course as a regular offering next year. 

I am in my third year of Russian language courses in high 
school, and I find it very interesting. This summer I attended 
a two-week Russian language camp in northern Minnesota. Earlier 
I ha.d thoughts of working toward a career in engineering, but 
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my i~teres~ in the Russian language, literature, and history, 
comb~ne~ with a few talks with a teaching relative, may lead me 
to aim into one of_those areas. One aspect of any career will 
be tr~vel; our ~amily has taken many long trips camping, criss
crossing the United States. In any case, I am planning to go 
to the University of Minnesota or the College of St. Thomas 
after graduation from high school. 

* * * 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

By Margaret Fowler, Ortonville High School 
Sponsor: Dale Hannewan 

My life is very normal and ordinary. I go to high school 
and conform much like any other teenager. I shall try to avoid 
a year by year account of my life and instead explain what in
fluences affect my life and interests. 

My parents are extremely generous people and they have 
7acrificed to give me a great deal. They have also been inflex
ible about what I am to be in return - a good student, reasona
bly help~ul, ~nd eternally grateful. Much unhappiness could have 
been avoided if I had learned earlier that at least outward con
fo~ity isn't difficult and a peaceful home life helps make life 
a little more bearable. 

At the age of fourteen, l wised up or grew up - whatever 
the case may be. I began to study and found I enjoyed it. I 
successfully carved a new image around scho.ol, one of a quiet 
scholarly type who was able to take responsibility. This last 
year has been another year of change. I was elected junior 
class president and given a lot of work to do. This has forced 
me to meet and work with people outside my comfortable world and 
opened the door (I hope) to a fuller life. 

The forces that influence my life are mainly an interest in 
art and a passion for sports. I hope someday to be an artist 
and try to paint or have a project going almost all the time. I 
feel, sometimes, that there are so many beautiful things to 
express in the world that everyone whould try. I enjoy individ
ual sports and most of my summer days are spent either at the 
beach or on the tennis court or flat in bed - exhausted. I love 
to read and have read at leasttwo books a week from early child
hood. Most of my theories and notions about living are from 
bo~ks. My taste isn't discriminating, I enjoy just about every
thing from Dostoevsky to Mademoiselle. 

My every-day life is ordinary and I am happiest when I am 
in a situation I can control. My home is normal and fairly 
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happy. Both of ,my parents teach school so sc~ool is an ~nteg:al 
part of my life. I feel .that right now I'm kind of. marking. time 
and preparing .for ,the time when life starts to get interesting. 
I suspect, I have a long wait. • 

* * * 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

By Debbie Krehbiel, Mountain Lake High School 
Sponsor: Jerry E. Logue 

On November 10, 1952, life began for me or perhaps life?sim
ply continued for me, or only switched locations: Who knows •. I 
was born to a young couple. My father was st~d~i~g t~ be a min
ister at a college in Bluffton, Ohio. My acti ':'i ties in ~luffton 
can .be described in a few words. I spent my time screaming, gag
ging, and turning my parents into total wrecks. 

When r was two we moved for my father had graduated from 
college and would now study at a seminary in Chicago. It was 
here that I became a tomboy. Instead of bothering my parents as 
before, I decided it was more fun to beat up little boys. At 
this time I met my new brother, Thomas. Tommy made m: ex~remely 
jealous. so one day I tryed to bite a chunk out of his finger. 
That was me in Chicago, the bully. 

My father consented to begin a new Mennonite church in_ 
Markham, Illinois and so when I was four, we_m?ved once agai~ •. It was here that I played nun, became an official boy ~y an ini
tiation, and put on dozens of puppet shows. But most important 
of all it was here that I started school. In Markham, two o~her 
brothers joined our family Timo~hy and Jo~n. It seemed destined 
that I should be the only girl in the family. 

Pennsylvania was the next state to be my home. When I was 
eight, we packed up our belongings and tr~veled east. I lov:d 
Pennsylvania. For the first ~ime i~ my ~ife there were multitudes of trees to climb and fields in which to run. I spent_the 
summers picking beans, peas, corn, and apples •. I_spent my time finding secret places, wading in creeks, and picking bluebells• 
Suddenly, I found myself in junior high school, and no longer 
desiring to be a boy. 

During the eighth grade I moved. ~is time our family w~s 
going to Mountain Lake, Minnesota. In M~nnesota'. I entere~ high 
school. I have become quite interested in the di~ferent tields 
of English. I greatly-enjoy poetry especi~l~Y. M1~lay and 
Whitman. I entered the original oratory divisio~ in_the rece~t 
speech contest and received first place at the district. During the district one-act play festivals, I was named "Best Actress 
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of the Year." 
To me the word future has an exciting sound. I want to be 

an English teacher in America and abroad. I want to work in an 
orphanage and perhaps become a• journalist. But most of all I 
want to do what God wants me to do. Most of all I want to help 
people. 

Some day I will die. I will leave as simply and mysteriously as I came. But I know that when I die, I will be born some
where else. 

* * * 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

By Ruth Mooney, Roosevelt High School, Minneapolis 
Sponsor: Patricia Ryan 

I was born and raised in the conservative, midwestern city 
of Minneapolis, Minnesota. At the age of six I traveled with my 
family to Europe, living and going to school in Zurich, Switzer
land for about four months. 

As I grew older I became very interested in drama. All during grade school, I would meet with groups of my friends to write and produce plays. In ninth grade I performed in a school play, 
and that summer I took a dramatics course for high school stuuents 
at the University of Minnesota. 

I have always been an avid reader, spending hours at a time 
curled up with a book. Recently however, changing interests 
have caused me to spend more time in sewing, church activities, 
and volunteer jobs. For example, the summer after•ninth grade 
was spent working with Headstart. Now I am helping at a mission 
in one of the poverty-stricken areas of Minneapolis. 

Just before Christmas of 1967 our family left for the unknown 
(to us) island of New Zealand, stopping briefly in Hawaii, Fiji, 
Tahiti, and Australia. My sister and I attended a public girls' 
school with about 900 students in Wellington, New Zealand. We 
found it an exciting experience to encounter a completely new 
range of ideas and opinions. While learning what they thought of the United States, we formed an opinion of their government. We 
also became quite at home in their authoritarian type of school 
system. New Zealand provided a wonderful chance to see new 
things and meet new people. 

As for the future, I am undecided. Most certainly I will 
attend college, but further than that I have no plans. I would 
like to work with children in some way, possibly becoming a 
social worker or mission worker. 
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SEVEN-SECOND STATISTIC 

By Valerie Murdoch, Cooper High School, New Hope 
Sponsor: Carol Peterson 

I. 
"Seven-second statistic," 
Quoth Uncle Sam. 
"One more," 
Sighed Chicago. 
A birth, significant 
As 99.44 percent 
And a mighty city's 
Bad breath. 
Tiny red creature 
With a big mouth, 
Screaming 
At white face-masks 
That murmured. 
"She's beautiful!" 
Purple shrieks yielded 
And the clock purred. 

II. 
Popsicle smiles 
For Mother Goose, 
And a special kiss 
For Santa Claus; 
Cherub nighthawk 
Plus now-I-lay-me, 
And a Band-aid 
On the knee. 
Naptime crayon art 
That Aunt Polly 
Said was bad, 
But Comet Cleanser 
Fixes all. 
Anyway, 
The pansies were nice. 

III. 
"Say good-bye 
To sand-pies, 
The bus is here." 
A blue-plaid dress 
And tight braids 
Marched onward. 
"Good morning, children,11 
Said Mrs. Broadwater. 
But she flunked 
That triangle player 

34 

To sandblocks, 
And Marcia Norcia 
Smiled like a dragon. 

IV. 

Dick and Jane 
Played with Spot, 
And Bruce fell asleep 
After recess. 
Naughty Danny even 
Threw a rock. 
But then Grandma 
Fell asleep forever, 
And Point Pleasant 
Heard a sad good-bye. 

V. 
Mrs. Bunker 
Had a box for poetry, 
So Larry wrote about a crook 
Who took a book, 
But Saddle-Shoes 
Wrote about sisters and dogs, 
Because she had three brothers 
And a goldfish. 
Even some cats. 
Wee Wisdom published "Peace" 
And Aunt Polly liked it. 
Mother smiled nicely. 

VI. 
A tipsy violin wobbled 
In semi-darkness 
And Mr. E. applauded. 
" .. Of course, I'm no critic .. " 
The Cray-pa'd Buddha was nice, 
Though. 
And the still-life squash. 
An echoing "Indian Love Call" 
Bounced, re-echoed, 
And breathed deeply. 
He trod on her 
Handkerchief anyway. 
But square-dancing was fun. 

VII. 
A "Sound of Music" dolly 
Curtsied and shed a tear; 
Autumn blazed madly. 
"Hurrah for everything!" 
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And the concertmistress played on. 
History sounded sour, 
But Math had a nice ring ... 
Anyway, all school symphonies 
Are rather singular. 

VIII. 
Bedecked with curls 
And lacy robes, 
She dabbed a dewy eye, 
And hearkened yet 
To nature's sweet, 
Alluring melody. 
Mendelssohn graced her 
Repertoire, 
Candles her flowery 
Chambers. 
Romance became the essence 
Of her charm. 
Amen. 

IX. 
Velvet ribbons, lace, 
And cameo rings, 
Cultivating dreams 
Of yesterday. 
But perfection rests 
On the ledge of tomorrow. 
Whisper education's 
Cause, 
And view the slaughterhouse, 
But paint the sky 
A bright pink. 
--One man's golden creation 
Interpreted on a cheap violin, 
Another's naively contemplated ... 
Wisdom lies in understanding. 

* * 
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ELLEN ROMSAAS 

By Ellen Romsaas, Roosevelt High School, Minneapolis 
Sponsor: Patricia Ryan . 

I am the only daughter of a furniture salesman and a regis
tered nurse and the sister of one older brother and two younger 
brothers. 

Tomboyish tendencies sprang from the experience of growing 
up with three brothers. There was no difference in our play 
clothes; I frequently beat them in games of marbles; and climb
ing trees was a favorite pastime. 

Our vacations are always taken as a family. We have seen 
the Black Hills and have traveled in Montana, as evidenced by 
souvenirs from Glacier and Yellowstone National Parks. The 
most energetic of our expeditions from Minneapolis was Our Trip 
West. 

Sports help make life exciting. I enjoy swimming, sailing, 
and snow skiing. Although sailing and skiing are quite seasonal 
in Minnesota, swimming is a sport in which I have participated 
all year round. I enjoyed synchronized swimming for two and one 
half years until an allergy developed from too frequent 'dunk
ings' in a bromine treated pool forced me to leave the team. 

For the mo~t part, I appreciate school. Drafting is my 
favorite subject. Besides my scheduled six hour school day, I 
come an hour early to school each day in order to learn Norwe
gian. My first hour class, directly after Norwegian, is Latin. 
Most of the time I succeed in keeping the two languages straight. 

My extra time is devoted to handwork. Articles such as 
samplers, tablecloths, a quilt, and an afgan, show my accomplish
ments in the fields of embroidery, needlepoint, and crocheting. 

Lately I have been giving my future considerable thought. 
I oelieve I would enjoy being a doctor. There are two main rea
sons for this decision. First of all, the intricateness of the 
human body fascinates me, and secondly, I have just recently 
realized what my own good health has meant to me. Then too, 
life is great, and I want everyone to be able to enjoy it to its 
fullest. 

* * * 
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HIGHLIGHTS OF A LIFE, 1952 -

By Morag Stalker, Albert Lea High School 
Sponsor: Paul M. Goodnature 

The earliest memory - from which, I am certain, a psychia
trist could infer a great deal - I have of my childhood is one 
of my third birthday party, at which the table was graced by a 
delicious ice-cream cake. It is an isolated memory. I could not 
say, for example, who was at th.e party, but I obviouslyreg~rded 
that ice-cream cake as one of the highlights of my early child
hood. I am sure this has affected me greatly - although I could 
not tell in what way. 

My childhood was a fairly normal one for someone born, as 
I am assured I was, into a doctor's family in the indus tria,l city 
of Dundee, Scotland. That is, I was not kidnapped, or anrthing 
similarly exciting, romantic, or terrifying, although - since my 
father's practice was conducted from our house - I did learn 
what the sound of a telephone bell was earlier than most children! 
The circumstances of there having been a doctor in the Stalker 
family for the past one hundred years led many family friends to 
say to me when I was still very young, "And of course you want to 
be a doctor, dear." This has had a profound effect on me - I 
have not yet decided what my career will be, but I am certain I 
do not wish to be a doctor! 

At the age of five I began to atte11d the High School of 
Dundee, and went there for the following ten years. I enjoyed my 
years there very much, in spite 'of moaning, as. all school pupils 
do, about the work and the food. I also found time for a wide 
variety of extra-curricular activities, including ballet and 
music lessons, participation in the Girl Guide movement, and in 
the Junior Red Cross Society. The first two have instilled in 
me a great love of dancing and of a wide range of music,_from 
modern "popular" songs and folk music to light opera and classic
al works. My participation in the Guide movement culminated in 
1967 in my being awarded the Queen's Guide Badge, the highest 
award to which a Guide can aspire. Another memorable event in 
my life came about through my Junior Red Cross work, when in . 
1966 I won a city-wide competition for first aid and home nursing. 
Although I am not extremely interested in sports, my activities 
also included swimming and playing tennis, both of which I still 
enjoy very much. 

I acquired a fairly broad knowledge of my homeland over the 
years by spending the majority of my vacations within Scotland. 
This did not become monotonous, however, in spite of what one 
might imagine from the siz~ of the country. Several sum~ers were 
spent at a small seaside resort on the West Coast where it was 
possible to swim, cycle, or relax on the beach for two weeks and 
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not become bored - what bliss! In other years there were visits 
to the Highlands, opportunities for walking, fishing, and enjoy
ing magnificent scenery. One year we extended our horizons and 
drove round England and down t,o London, satisfying my passion 
for history by exploring old churches, universities, and Roman 
ruins. Another summer we travelled leisurely in Ireland, and in 
yet another year I acquired my quota of culture - and blisters 
on my feet - by visiting Belgium and seeing many historical sites 
and art galleries. 

An event which I viewed with mixed emotions was my departure 
from Scotland to live in the United States. Sorrow at leaving 
my relatives and friends, my home and school, mingled with anti
cipation of a new life, new experiences, and different people to 
meet. The venture did not have a promising beginning, since our 
Atlantic crossing lasted for ten days of extremely stormy weather, 
and I discovered that I was not a good ocean traveller. I do not 
think I shall ever forget the rather numbed feeling I had when 
I first saw the stern of the cargo vessel on which we were tra
velling disappear for a few moments beneath the very high waves -
it was not an altogether pleasant experience! 

It has, however, been eighteen months since we came to live 
in Albert Lea, Minnesota, and if I have not become Americanized, 
at least I have settled down here. My future is uncertain - who 
at the age of sixteen knows definitely what will happen during 
the remainder of his life? My only hope, though it may be 
a hackneyed one, is that my life will be a happy one - since I 
do not believe I should_ make a good martyr - and that the world 
will last long enough for me to enjoy it. 
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Fourteenth Annual Conference 
of College English Majors 

Post World War II Poetry 

Rob.,rt Lowell's ."For the Union Dead'\A View from the Bridge· 

By Theresa Schauinger, College of St.· Catherine, St, J:aul 

Recollec·tirtg hfs childhood experiences in "91 Revere Street," 
Robert Lowe fl wrote,' 

On bright spring days, Mr. Newell, a submerged young 
man from Boston University, took us on botanical hikes·· 
th1·ough the Arboretum. He had an eye for inessentials-
read us Martha Washington's poems at the old State Hous'e, 
pointed out the roof of Brimmer School from the top 
of the Customs House, made us count the steps of the 
Bunker Hill Monument, and one rainy afternoon broke' 
all rules bi herding us into the South Boston Aquarium 
in order to give an unhealthy, eager,' little lecture 
on the sewage-consumption of the conger eel. 

The old South Boston Aquarium stands 
in a Sahara of snow now. Its broken windows are boarded. 

These two lines open Lowell's famous poem, "For the Union 
Dead," in which Lowell again surveys the Landscape of Boston. 
Somewhere in the heart of this city stands the boarded and 
weatherbeaten Aquarium, once a lively landmark, now a lonely, 
quiet sentinel. In the first three stanzas of the poem there is 
little hint of the other activities taking place in Boston; In
stead, Lowell suspends time and place as we view the old aquarium, 
and he projects around us a feeling of loss, or emptiness, cap
tured in the lonely images of a building surrounded by a "Sahara 
of snow" and its bronze weathervane cod that has lost its scales. 
The fish are gone. The tanks are dry. But the poet remembers 
them vividly. In his mind he peers into the fish tanks of the 
aquarium, watching the distortions of the water, and, 

my hand tingled 
to burst the bubbles 
drifting from the noses of cowed, compliant fish. 

In this last long line, we can almost feel the fish gliding si
lently by, leaving a floating stream of tiny bubbles. 

The poet is attracted to this form of life, but at the same 
time repulsed by it. The fish kingdom is an order of .nature that 
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is mysterious and beautiful, with the potential for growth; 
yet at the same time it is primitive, without intelligence, 
and when unleashed can be a destructive force. But the fish 
seen in this ta~k h~ve been haltered, trapped and isolated by 
man, suspended 1.n time andplaced out of their true element. As 
Lowell watches them there, gliding round and round their enclos
ure, they seem oblivious to anyother forms of life inactive 
and myopic. In wanting to "burst the bubbles" perhaps Lowell 
wished to release them from the state of suspension man has 
imposed on them, or to jar them from their seemingly continual 
obliviousness to their condition. Yet Lowell still sees in the 
fish life something inviting or comforting, as he sighs for 
the "dark d~wnwar~ and vegetating kingdom/ of the fish and rep
ti le." It is a silent world, a little eerie, a little unreal. 

. Sud~enly Lowell's hand draws back, and we jerk through time, 
eJected into the ~ctivity of the present Boston, the aquarium 
forgotten: n:ie city seems to be engaged in reshaping its past 
and changing its present features. Everywhere in the Boston 
Common there are signs of human activity and progress but no
wh~re is there the sign of one human person; there ar; only ma
chines, cropping up "tons of mush and grass/ to gouge their 
underworld garage." The evidence of progress is felt in the 
references to a tingling statehouse, luxuriating parking spaces 
and barbed and galvanized fencing. New landmarks are being ' 
erected._ But all the activity of this scene is essentially 
destructive, and the site is pocked with ugly excavations and 
splintered planks. 

In the midst of this confusion totters the quiet Civil War 
monument of "Colonel Shaw/ and his bell-cheeked Negro infantry." 
Lowell also recalled this ancient historic relief in his memories 
from "91 Revere Street," saying, 

There I'd loiter by the old iron fence and gape longing
ly across Charles Street at the historic Boston Common 
a now largely wrong-side-of-the-tracks park. In the ' 
Common there were mossy bronze reliefs of Union Soldiers 
and a captured German tank filled with smelly wads of ' 
newspaper. 

The monument is suspended or isolated much like the fish of 
the aquarium; Co~onel Shaw has been frozen in time into the stone. 
Bu~ the Colonel 1.s the only human, living or dead, to be seen in 
t~is busy Boston Square, and he is being encroached upon by 
dino:aur :teamshovels an? towering new buildings. This was once 
a quiet little park, ruled by a stern and lean statue, but it 
h~s been allowed to decay, and now it is being eaten up by 
girders of steel. 

While the monument stands frozen and silent in this activity, 
it is paradoxically the only unenclosed, ·unfrozen object in this 
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scene. It reaches, unfettered and uncluttered, to the sky;_ 
the machines around it burrow into the ground to make cavelike 
garages. The garage is an enclosure like the aquarium, but y~u 
cannot see into it as you could through the glass tanks. It is 
designed to guard and to cover. The monument was once erected 
by man to be unveiled, to speak for all. But now, for yome 
unspoken reason, it "sticks like a fishbone/ in the city's 
throat." 

The true monument is also unenclosed in another way, It 
can never be trapped or captured or even boarded up, be?aus~ 
it represents the soaring spiritual qua~ities of man, his mind 
and spirit. This is what Colonel Shaw in the mo~ument stands 
for;.he is a recognition and tribute to the spe?ie: man, and the greatness and dignity man is capable of achieving. But, 
ironically, there is not one man in this square. We know that 
men exist somewhere in the background through Lowell's occasion-
al hints of them in the lines of the poem: a glimpse of a car--
we know that there are people inside them driving back and forth; the words noting a t.v. -- we assume that people are inside their 
homes viewing them; and the mention of a photograph and a sa~e --. we register that people must be out in banks and stores, buying 
and selling, following routine. 

But what are the directions of the changing town and the 
changing people, and what do they mean? Obviously this urban 
society is now relegating to the past certain of its ~eatures, 
such as the historic monument, and the ·small countryside towns 
that Lowell mentions briefly. The aquarium once helped fulfill 
man's delight in exploring, in learning; the grassy park now 
being destroyed reflected man's love of the open and the. natural. 
the isolated rural town preserved man's respect for the past, and 
for the virtues of the simple life. And the monument stood as 
the ultimate-symbol of man's humanness. 

But now we can see what are signs of a new man, if we con
trast the old monument with what surrounds it. The garage houses man's car which he is dependent upon for travel, enclosed in a 
bubble-like shield as he goes about his daily business._ Parking 
spaces for the city are all-important. Looking back at the 
statue they surround Lowell reminds us, ironically, that "two ' • d d II months after marching through Boston/ half the regiment was ea• 
The soldiers walked, in the open, unfettered by gadgets and 
equipment, and they walked to their deaths for others. 

Looking farther, we see the photograph of a safe, presu~ably 
on a wall or in a window, with people somewhere not far behind 
it. Man has built another enclosure. Money has become a god 
to man, and he seals it and carefully protects it in the steel 
safe. If we look back to the monument, we see men who dared to 
give all they physically owned, and much more, for mankind. The 

42 

safe in the photograph is hailed as the "Rock of Ages." The 
soldiers' "Rock of Ages" was not physical like the safe, but 
rather the true, spiritual rock, and they looked to Him for pro
tection for their souls, not their bodies or belongings. 

If we look closer at the photograph, we see how Boston's 
man feels about war, the subject of the bronze relief. War has become a means to advertise safes. We don't see man looking to 
people who survived the Hiroshima blast; instead a silent photo
graph displays a hunk of metal. Before, as we see when we look 
back to Colonel Shaw, there has been courage in war, and despite 
the atrocities committed by men in war, it has still provided 
examples of true human greatness. But Lowell says, "There are 
no statues for the last war here." Man now erects sealed safes 
as monuments, and ignores the damning judgment that war imprints 
on his soul. 

Lowell turns from this gruesome image to a note of hope. 
"Space is nearer." Space is still free, unenclosed, a challenge, 
And the poet turns to his television set. This is a symbol of 
the new man, invented for learning, for communicating, for break-
ing down enclosures between people. And here, at last, are . 
people, children, signs of new life, with the potential for full manhood. But they are still enclosed, still cut off. Lowell 
is looking into his television set,now himself a part of the 
city he surveys. He looks into the screen as he once peered 
into the glass of the aquarium. And the helpless Negro school
children he sees are swimming there in a sea·of frustration. 
They open their mouths to cry for help, enclosed in unseen, 
suffo?ating ghettos, but like the fish separa~ed by glass, no one will hear them. If we look back once again to the focal 
point of the poem, the stately monument, we see another grim 
irony. With the exception of Colonel Shaw, these were all Negroes 
who died for their fellow men. Now man is choking the Negro, 
shutting them off from his society. But, as the monument reminds, in the oblivion of death, possessions are meaningless and all men 
are equal. Boston, however, no longer recognizes what the men of the monument have proven. 

Lowell makes the monument of Colonel Shaw and his men become 
increasingly human throughout the poem -- we can "almost hear the 
bronze Negroes breathe." The soldiers "doze over muskets and muse through their sideburns." We hear the tough ts of Shaw's father, 
and watch Shaw himself, as he sits imprisoned, and yet free. But 
Shaw is alone, an exile. The humans of today are imprisoned in 
tvs, or enclosed in cars, their goods securely locked in steel 
banks. Each individual has so completely enclosed himself from 
the actions and thoughts of true humanness that now the entire 
society is suspended. The city is no longer a community, as 
Shaw and his men came to be. No one gives of himself to others 
now, and for this reason no one has identity in this society. 
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Only the men of the monument have preserved their identity, and 
through them, the artist who shaped their image, and consummated 
their act in his expression. 

As Lowell closes his poem, he announces, "The Aquarium is 
gone. 11 The old aquarium building has been boarded up,. a: ~e saw 
but there is now a new one. Human beings are now a_pr~mitive 

· 1i·ke the fish· they are now the ones to be inside the species , b • 1 walls of the aquarium, an enclosure that they have. ui t ~p. 
around themselves. And they seem oblivious to their condition, 11 
as the fish once were to their human observers. 

we see the fish-like finned cars nosing around_the monument, 
and we sense their activity. But there is no humanity here, 
only a smell of grease. Man has g~ne ~nderground to garages: 
He moves through society enclosed in his car. He locks up_his 
possessions. He views the rest of his species through a little 
box, or through an image on a paper. The men ~f the monument, at the heart of this city, are indeed out of time and place. 
The words "For the Union Dead:" etched_in that st~ne, are a 
tribute to the men·of our nation who died for their fellow m~n, 
and who yet live on. Now these words carry yet ano~her meaning. 
"For the Union Dead" is also a cry for ~ presen~ Un~on, or society that while physically living, is dead in life,_mechan
ical, e~closed, unhuman. There are no humans here. This Boston 
is a ghost town. 
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The Expansion of Sensibility in the Poems.of Theodore Raethke 

By Dennis Doroff, St. John's University, Collegev1lle 

Theodore Roethke has left his readers a careful, though 
often excruciating, analysis of the process of expanding sensi
bilities. He summarizes the process in three short lines from 
one of his later poems, Meditations of an Old Woman: 

The self says, I am; 
The heart says, I am less; 
The spirit says, you are nothing. 

These lines seem to imply that, as being painfully expands its 
sensibilities, it paradoxically becomes more encroached upon by 
non-being. 

To facilitate treatment of Roethke's handling of this ex
pansion process, I have chosen three of his poems which together 
form a unit unusually representative. The first of the three is 
"The Lost Son." 

Heralded as the epitome of Roethke's first successful se
quence, "The Lost Son" relates the struggle of an unnamed child
protagonist to expand consciousness, as well as simply to survive. 
To explore this early struggle, Roethke has the protagonist, now 
a young adolescent, delve deep into his past in an attempt to 
discover a means to progress. •• This idea of regressing in order 
to progress was a favorite of Roethke. 

The poem begins, according to Roethke hims·elf, as "a ter
,rified running away--with alternate periods of hallucinatory 
waiting. . . . " The lost son is indeed fleeing. He cal ls on his 
little friends in nature, specifically the bird, the snai 1 and 
the worm, to aid him in this his ''hard time." He fishes in "an 
old wound," apparently the repository of his primitive uncon
scious. He never hesitates to enter his past even to primordial 
times. Images of fish, water, the womb, all recur in the poem. 

As the reader continues, he will notice that the poem deals 
with more than just a fleeing. There is also a searching in
volved. Looking everywhere, the child questions: 

Tell me: 
Which is the way I take; 
Out of what door do I go, 
Where and to whom? 

Nature answers only with puzzling responses, like: 
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Dark hollows said, lee to the wind. 

The first part of the poem ends with the protagonist becom
ing aware of his sexuality. To accomplish an intriguing descrip
tion of this fact, Roethke employs standard Freudian sexual sym
bols, such as mouse, cat, house, otter and eel, all pervaded by 
the universal symbol of water. 

Next the lost son carries the regressive search into the 
womb itself: "I feel the slime of a wet nest." There is a sym
bolic scene of begetting, and he begs to move on. "Nibble again, 
fish nerves," he says. 

The crisis of the poem follows shortly. The c~ild st~nds at 
the edge of a wood, reminiscent of Dante. Fill:d with anxiety, 
he feels guilt-producing sexual urges, feels reJec~ed by father 
and mother and relives his expulsion from union with th~ Eden
like natur~l world. The cows and briars, weeds and snake~, s~y 
to him "Die. 11 H,3 separates from nature. He feels cold in his 
new st~te of self-ness. His God becomes "Father Fear," whose 
look "drained the stones." 

There follows a serene passage filled with questions re~i~
iscent of those directed by God at the alienated Job, symb~l1z1ng 
the lost son's separated state. Realizing th: terr~r o~ hi~ new 
situation, he attempts a masturbatory sin. His act 7on implies 
an unwillingness to assume his new role .. The frant 7c act proves 
futile, however, and serves only to bring down on him a new wave 
of guilt. The weight of his situation becomes unbearable, and 
he falls rthrough a dark swirl." 

The next twenty lines or so sum .up the movement of the entire• 
poem, from darkness to light, from unconscious to conscious, fr~m 
exhaustion to renewed potency, to mention just a few: The setting 
is the greenhouse of Roethke's childhood days. All is dark •. The 
roses are breathing silently and the weeds are asleep. Morn7ng 
appears slowly, symbolizing, of course, illumination and begin-
ning rebirth. Then comes steam, bringing warm~h to ~h~ small 
plants. Finally, "Papa is coming!" The God-figu:e is no longer 
obscure or feared. Rather, he brings order and light._ The frost 
melts, and the flowers symbolize the lost son's rebirth as they 
turn toward the light, moving in a slow up-sway. 

The gradual rebirth culminates in_the ~ina~ lines. ,H:re the 
child takes time to meditate upon the 1llum1nat1on, restating 
it in terms of light moving slowly over a frozen field. He won
ders about the nature of the illumination: 

Was it light? 
Was it light within? 
Was it light within light? 
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He seems to wonder if it is a matter of rational understanding 
or one of mysticism. The poem implies that the illumination is 
one of mystic experience. At any rate, it is clear that the 
child, now an adolescent, only partly apprehends the illumination. 
The poem ends with the words, ."It wi 11 come again./ Be s ti 11. / 
Wait." 

The progress outlined in this first poem is one of being 
born and of becoming "something more." Yet this progress is dis
turbed by the agonies of self-assertion and of separating the 
self from its prenatal associations. The progress is not linear, 
but consists rather of an increased complexity of growing capaci
ties. 

When we next encounter the lost son, he is concerned with 
discovering a harmony between his self and nature, as well as 
with becoming aware of the approach of non-being--death. The 
poem is "Four for Sir John Davies." Its dominant image, as 
suggested indirectly by the title, is the dance. The dance 
begins as the symbol of 1i ving one's life in harmony with crea
tion. Roethke 's protagonist observes that the dance is "slow
ing in the mind of man." Despite this he vows "to sing and 
whistle romping with the bears." Approaching a mystic state in 
his dance, he momentarily surpasses natural existence and attempts 
to fling his shadow "at the moon." 

Alone he can dance only so far, however, and quite natural
ly the partner enters, an unmistakably sensual woman. The danc
ing madman finds himself perplexed. His world has become more 
complex with the introduction of this"I-thou" relationship. The 
couple delve into the intensity of physical experience and find 
there something beyond the flesh. They would shout to the horse, 
symbol of reason, that they live beyond their outer skin. De
spite such professed exuberance, however, the reader can sense 
an undercurrent of illusion. It all seems too easy. 

The situation becomes more clear. The couple dance on 
amidst the "lonely pastures of the dead," stretching into the 
past and into the future. The dance becomes a metaphor for 
sexual intercourse as the ghost of the protagonist's father ap
pears, an embodiment of his sexual guilt. As the lovers "take 
arms" against their own obscurity, each becomes the other, with 
explicit implications of creating the spiritual out of the physi
cal. 

In the final section of the poem the woman assumes the role 
of protecting the dancer from the dark powers of the psyche or 
soul, and of leading him to light and salvation, much like 
Dante's Beatrice. 

The entire action of the poem occurs against a background 
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of ''black and shapeless night." The lovers dance to shining 
light and mock the dark night, which remains ominously silent. 
They go even further. They recklessly dare the dark to "reach 
the white and warm" as they combine sexual ecstasy witl1 a mystic 
vision of a transcendent reality. 

The conclusion of "Four for Sir John Davies" is apparently 
unambiguous, but a careful reading reveals that the victory 
won via sexual love is at best tentative. The thought of death 
is not precluded by the performance of love; it is only post
poned, if that. With the inevitable failure of love, the old 
questions concerning non-being return, refusing to be disguised. 
Roethke must persuade himself of death. • 

This he does in the third and final poem under consideration: 

, 

"The Dying Man." Here the confrontation of non-being has the 1 
center of the stage. The poem begins with the words of the dying 
man. His speech seems to imply that death is the destruction of 
a conscious, individual self to perpetuate the universal self. 

Roethke's protagonist, hearing the words of the dying man, 
begins a meditation on the fact of death. He contemplates his 
life and loves, and unexpectedly the ghost of his father appears, 
perhaps again as the embodiment of his sexual guilt. Acknowledg
ing that "all sensual love's but dancing on the grave," the n,ow
adult lost son clearly implies that love must move quickly to 
higher levels if it is to save rather than destroy. A wall en
ters to separate the protagonist from his father's ghost, and, 
alone, the protagonist feels his darkness becoming light. He 
has come to stand in the place of "papa," an impressiye accom
plishment if one recalls the time he fled in terror from Father 
Fear. Yet it is clear that this new light does not effectively 
dispel the black abyss at both ends of man's existence. There 
remains a "dazzling dark behind the sun." 

The protagonist looks to his father for courage to face the 
deep, dark pit of non-being. He admires his father quivering 
"like a bird in birdless air" and desires to emulate such courage. 

In the closing section of the poem, he treats for the last 
time the redemptive qualities of love and art. All such things 
he sees as being unable to do it all "in this last place of 
light.'-' Also he expresses horror at the vision of the dying man 
who saw eternity as the perpetuation of the universal self at 
the expense of the individual self, thereby equating eternity 
with non-being. 

Roethke concludes this third poem with three of his most 
famous lines: 
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he dares to live 
Who stops being a bird, yet beats his wings 
Against the immense immeasurable emptiness of things. 

These lines express the belief that only the man who confesses 
he cannot transcend the human condition, but continues to live 
as if he can, the man who accepts despair and in it finds faith-
only he can dare to live. 

In conclusion then, as I have tried to trace it Roethke, s 
prim~r~ ~o~cern ~eems t~ h~ve been the process of ex;anding 
sensibilities: its beginnings with an individual's birth its 
organic growth, its attainment of maturity and independen~e and 
finally, its confrontation with non-being. ' 
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f:xcellence Achieved: The Poetry of Richard Wilbur By Linda Miller, Col-lege of Saint Benedict, St. Joseph Richard Wilbur's translation of a p'.:lern by Baudelaire con

tains the recurring lines: "There, there is nothing else but 

grace and measure,/ Richness, quietness, arid _pleasu7e" (Things 

of This World, New York, 1956, p. 26). Though the lines de

scrlliean imagined world where Baudelaire's persona would enter

tain his love, they well describe Wilbur's own poetry. He is 

the man John Ciardi has called "our most melodic poet" (cf. 

Saturday Review, August 18, 195?, P:18). _Combini~g t~e c~nfines 

of rhyme and traditional form with intelligence, imagination and 

a natural .ear for sound, Richard Wilbur creates poems strikingly 

elegant and self-contained, infused with grace and measure, rich

ness, quietness and pleasure. 
Wilbur differs from the majority of post-World II poets in 

that he consistently remains within what Donald Hall terms "the 

orthodoxy" of modern poetry derived from T.S. Eliot and the new 

critics and which was dominant until about 1955. Characteristic 

of this orthodoxy was a poetry of "symmetry, intellect, irony, 

and wit" similar in form to that of the 16th and 17th centuries 

(Hall, Contemporary American Poetry, Maryland, 1962, p.17). 

Within this orthodoxy, Hall classes Wilbur in the delicate and 

witty tradition of Marvell and Herrick. Like Herrick, Richard 

Wilbur is concerned with craftsmanship, the art and discipline 

of poetry. While other modern poets have ventured in new di

rections -- to capture colloquial speech; to create a subjective, 

highly personal poetry; to expose the .poet himself by direct 

statement -- Wilbur has adhered to and achieved excellence with

in the dictates of tradition. 
The principles of technique he outlines in the essay "Genie 

in a Bottle" (Ciardi, Mid-Century American Poets, New York, 1950, 

pp. 1-17) are those principles followed in his poetry and his own 

statements serve as the best introduction to the technical as

pects of his art. On rhyme he states: "Aside from its obvious 

value in the finished poem as a part of poetic form and a height

ener of language, rhyme seems to me an invaluable aid in compo

sition. It creates difficulties which the utterance must sur

mount by increased resourcefulness" (p.6). Concerning the struct

ure of the total poem, he believes art to be a window, an inter

mediate link between the eye and the world: "The use of strict 

poetic forms, traditional or invented, is like the use of fram

ing and composition in painting: both serve to limit the work 

of art, and to declare its a7tificiality: they say, 'This i: 

not the world but a pattern imposed upon the world or found in 

it"' (p. 7). Form then, like rhyme, disciplines the poet and de

mands great care in the use of words. As will be evident in 

later examples, Wilbur incorporates these beliefs in his work. 50. 

Almost without exception his poems have a definite rhyme schem( 

meter and stan·za form. From his first volume published in 194i 

to his latest in 1961, the style is consistent. The discipline 

imposed by this style has resulted in an increasing mastery of 

technique. 

A sense of achieved excellence surrounds Richard Wilbur's 

poetry. The perfect meshing of all parts results from both his 

care as a craftsman and a natural feeling for language. The 

words he chooses are the right words and that they contribute 

uniquely to the total effect, both sound and meaning, is not 

accidental. The first stanza of "Cigales" illustrates the sup

port language gives to meaning: 
You know those windless summer evenings, swollen to stasis 

by too-sub~tantial melodies, rich as a 
running-down record, ground round 
to full quiet. 

Completely sensitive to meaning, the sound of this passage begins 

lightly but becomes weighted and slowed by the long vowel sounds, 

the alliteration of s, the repetition in "ground round" until 

finally it slows to a stop. In the opening lines of "Castles 

and Distances" the sound and meaning are inseparable in the words 

chosen to create the cold water from which the walrus rises: From blackhearted water colder 
Than Cain's blood, and aching with ice·, from a gunmetal bay 

No one would dream of drowning in, rises 
The walrus 

This meshing of sound to sense with the use of assonance and_ 

alliteration is consistent to the point of being characteristic 

of Wilbur's work. Consider the inner rhyme and harmony of the 

following lines from "Bell Speech": 
Great Paul, great pail of sound, still dip and draw 

Dark speech from the deep and quiet steeple well, 
Bring dark for doctrine, do but dim and quell 
All voice in yours, while earth will give you breath. 

The excellence of these passages is rtot accidental; Richard 

Wilbur is concerned with care and clearness in the choice of 

words. His poetic intelligence is evidenced in his knowledge of 

language and his ability to make full use of the connotations and 

derivations of words. John Ciardi cites ("Our Most Melodic 

Poet," SR, August 18, 1956, p. 18) the use of the word "settle

ment" in the following lines from "Year's End": Now winter downs the dying of the year, 
And night is all a settlement of snow. 
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The word may mean either 'the act of settling' or 'a small vil-lage' and here the combination of both meanings extends the. image. , 
, The title of Frederick E. Faderty's essay on Richard Wilbur "Well-Open Eyes" (Edward Hungerford, Poets in Progress, North- ' western University Press, 1967, pp. 59-72),names the quality which makes Wilbur a poet unique beyond his mastery of style: he has a way of seeing what is really present in the world. As an acute observer of the natural world he sees deeply into objects and experiences. No subject is too insignificant; Wilbur discovers poetry in the ordinary potato, a hole in the floor, the toad. The commonplace objects that we bypass daily are the starting points for his reflections on the larger issues of death, eternity, freedom. In the seemingly insignificant he perceives life and basic deep connection between all things. In "Drift-wood" the warped relics are traced from their beginnings in greenwoods, .through service in wars as masts or oars on ships, through shipwrecks and long sailing on the water to their final destiny of the beach, battered and flung by waves, but saving "in spite of it all their dense/ Ingenerate grain." "The Death of a Toad" is a reflection of the small animal who, having his leg clipped off by the lawnmower, does not simply die but hops to the shade where he dies "toward some,deep monotone", return-ing to the place of his genesis, the "seas and cooling shores" of "lost Amphibia's emperies." Similarly, the potato, when cut open, reveals "the taste of first stones, the hands of dead slaves,/ Waters men drank in the earliest frightful woods,/ Flint chips and peat, and the cinders of buried camps " ("The Potato"). It is the things of the natural worl.d that speak to this poet, lead him to journey back to beginnings, to discover relationships and ultimately to perceive a basic order in the universe. There is a harmony in the world that unites the essence of driftwood, the toad, the potato, a natural interplay evident by the minute world present in his poem "A Grasshopper": 

-

But for a brief 
Moment, a poised minute, 
He paused on the chicory-leaf; Yet within it 

The sprung perch 
Had time to absorb the shock, Narrow its pitch and lurch, Cease to rock. 

A quiet spread 
Over the neighbor ground; No flower swayed its head 
For yards around; 
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The wind shrank 
Away with a swallowed hiss· Caught in a widening, blank Parenthesis,, 

Cry upon cry 
Faltered and faded out; 
Everything seemed to die. Oh, without doubt 

Peace like a plague 
Had gone to the world's verge But that an aimless, vague ' Grasshopper-urge 

Leapt him aloft 
Giving the leaf'a kick 
Starting the grasses' ~oft Chafe and ti ck, 

So that the sleeping 
Crickets resumed their chimes And all things wakened keepi~g Their several times. ' 

In gay release 
The whole field did what 1·t d" p f 1d, eace ul now that its peace Lay busily hid. 

This sense of order underlies most f w· ' -~ peacefulness and tone of accepta o ~lb~r s_po~ms giving them He is an. affirmative nee O w at is in the world. he finds good Ther/~=t ! /o~ef~~ and positive' extolling what uberant joy, ~nd a calm c~l:b~nt_1s p~et~, but quiet not exthe Tab le" he says "I take th. a ionldo life. In "A Voice Under - is wor for better or for worse." To avoid the impression th t R" h d sweetly cheerful and optimistic a th ic ar ~ilbuts poetry is too should be mentioned. The Beatitifu e opposite ~1de_to his art published-in 1947 cont""'"" , 1 Changes, his first volume bitter. "Mined C~untry~1:~d a"rr1es S of w:ir poems both sad and the destruction brought by war ir;t "~ow in Alsace" both depict mines "Danger is sunk in the • n ountry" because of land Ingenuity's covered with flow~::t~re;~ ~~~ woo~s hare sly,/ • sace t e snow falls on: 
What shellbursts scattered and deranged Entangled railings, crevassed lawn. 
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As if it did not know they'd changed, 
Snow smoothly clasps . the roofs of homes 
Fear-gutted, trustless and estranged. 

"To an American Poet Just Dead" quietly criticizes th~ apa~hy ~f suburban life. Indifferent to the _fact that the poet s voice is stilled, that he has "gone from this rotten/ Taxa~le ~orld to a higher standard of living," life in the suburbs with 1 ts l~wn sprinklers and Sunday fathers" continues unconcernedly. Wilbur 
asks: 

Will the sprays weep wide for·you their chaplet tears? 
For you will the deep-freeze units-_melt and mourn? 
For you will Studebakers shred their gears 
And sound from each garage a muted horn? 

They won't. In summer sunk and stupefied 
The suburbs deepen in their sleep of death, 
And though they sleep the sounder since you died 
Its just as well that now you save your breath. 

Criticism of the faults of Wilbur's poetry_ is fairly consistent. He is accused of too much intellectualizing, of an over-concern with style and sound, of attempting to capture a moment without a deep self-involvement. in the ~oem. He ~ro~uces lovely, melodic poetry, excellent for_itS detailed description and sudden insight, but calling for l~tt-le deep resp~nse f~om the reader. Horace Gregory, writing ~n_Saturday ~ ( Por-
t · t " s R March 14 1953 p. 13) cites as the ·dange.r of rai , , • • . d b h p d Wilbur, s -poetry that too many poems are affl~cte. . Y. w a~ OUil. calls "the .magazine touch." Theodore Holmes, ~ritic.1s111 1~.. . Poetry states: ."If Mr. W~lbur_would f~shion his poems_ from Stffh stuff of the heart as a. hved-in experience~ and not ~l!llply the virtuosity of and intellectual mastery att~11;ed over it,_ then they would afford the reader a basis for givmg a P~~anent meaning" e'Wi lbur •.s Newc Book: Two-Views," Poetry, Apr11, 1962 
p. 38). 

This lack of what Holmes terms a "lived-~n experience" 'is especially evident in comparing W,j,lbur with his contemporary poets who have departed from Donald Hall 1s·ortho~oxy, poets such as Lowe 11, . Ginsburg, Roethke, Brother Antoninus, Anne Sexton, Sylvia Plath, whose work contains th_e inte1;se person.~~ experiences from which it springs. . Modern poet:)' in gen~ral is subjective. It is more concerned with re-creat1ng_exper1ence than it is with ideas. The poems of Brother Antoninus.are not about his "Dark Night of the Soul" (The Hazards of Holiness, New York, 1962, p.6); they:are part of it. ·Roethke's poems do not merely describe a journey in search of self; they are part of that journey. The struggles and quests of modern poets take place within their poems. Here the poet is at the heart of the 
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poem, inseparable from it, trying as M.L. Rosenthal says of Robert Lowell "to catch himself in the process of becoming himself" (The New Poets, New York, 1967, p. 28). However many times this type of poem is read, the central experience that prompted the poet's creation is alive; the poet as well as the poem is in.contact with the reader. This allows two possible responses by the reader. He may either witness what happens within the poem (what happens as separate from the working together of all parts of the poem) or by affirmation of the central experience he may participate. If his own experience allows the recognition that there may exist a 'dark night of the soul' like Brother Antoninus', that there may be an intense longing for self-knowledge like Roethke's, then the reader can share what happens at the heart of the poem. 

The absence of this possibility for participation distinguishes Wilbur from his contemporaries. What exists in Wilbur's work is not the experience that prompted the poem but Wilbur's intellectualization of it. He explains and describes what he has seen or known in the role of an interpreter between his-own experience of the world and the reader. By his own statement: "One does not use poetry for its major purposes, as a means of organizing oneself and the world, until one's world somehow gets out of hand. A general cataclysm is not required; the disorder must be personal and may be wholly so, but poetry, to be vital, does seem to need a periodic acquaintance with the threat of Chaos" (quoted directly from Wilbur by Stanley Kunitz, ed., 'lwentieth Century Authors, First Supplement; p. 1080). This actual acquaintance with Chaos is not a part of Richard Wilbur's poetry. What is found, assuming that the acquaintance has occurred, is the aftermath -- the organizing and ordering of the world which follows the turmoil. The personal disorder remains personal and the reader shares only its result. This approach to poetry is in keeping with Wilbur's philosophy of art. To return to his belief mentioned earlier that art is a window rather than a door, he states: "If art is a window, than the poem is something intermediate in character, limited, synecdochic, a partial vision of a part of the world. It is the means of a dynamic_ relation between the eye within and the world without. If art is conceived to be a door, then that dynamic relation is destroyed. The artist no longer perceives a wall between him and the world; the world becomes an extension of himself, and is deprived of its reality" (Ciardi, Mid-Century American Poets, p. 7). This statement must be considered when judging Wilbur's work. He has not followed the route of other modern poets and to the reader who views art as a door rather than a window, his poetry may seem restricted and detached, But within the limits created by his philosophy of art, the style he has chosen and the tradition in which he writes, Richard Wilbur has achieved an excellence. 
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R Recurrent Themes in the Poetry of John Berryman 

By Timothy Blackburn, St. John's University, Collegeville 

Live with John Berryman. Live with John and Henry and Mr. 
Bones. Live with the Dream Songs, now grown to a robust three 
hundred ninety-five. The shock will be quite immediate, but the 
full effect does not begin to lull and startle and move to mad
ness without those testy squabbles and hardships incurred in 
living with another being. What does this being, this Berryman 
being, consist of? The answer is to be found by examining the
matic elements in the body of this being, this sometime beast. 

A question was once posed to Berryman by the poet Howard 
Nemerov: Had Berryman's work essentially changed in character 
or style since he began writing? Berryman replied, with 
emphasis, "Of course!" As far as his readers are concerned, he 
need not have replied. From his pre-World War II poems through 
the 1948 Dispossessed through his highly succes 7ful lon~ poe~ 
"Homage to Mistress Bradstreet" through the Pulitzer Prize win
ning 77 Dream Songs up to his newly released His Toy, His Dream, 
His Rest, Berryman's poetry has evolved, changed and continued 
~move on in character and style. Thematically, however, this 
change is not so obvious. The tension between form and theme 
being what it is -- a fragile yet substantial sine~ non -
this basic dynamism of formal elements with a steadiness of 
content presents a significant topic to be analysed before the 
actual themes. 

The first topic, then, is form. The clearest explanation 
of this change in form is a shift from simplicity to complexity, 
though it should not be assumed that early Berryman, Yeats dis
ciple that he was, used a simple technical method. The terms 
are relative. Here is an example from an early poem, "The 
Traveller," that is characteristic: 

They pointed me out on the highway, and they said 
'That man has a curious way of holding his head.' 
They pointed me out on the beach; they said 'That man 
Will never become as we are, try as he can.' 
They pointed me out at the station, and the_ guard 
Looked at me twice, thrice, thoughtfully & hard. 

The contrast between this and the later poetry is made apparent 
by quoting six lines from one of the !!_ Dream Songs: 

Ha ha, fifth column, quisling, genocide, 
he held his hands & laught from side to side 
a loverly time. 
The berries & the rods left him alone less. 
Thro' a race of water once I went: happiness. 
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I'll walk into the sky. (44) 

Here there is something happenning boiling in the 1 • 
self The fo h b ' ' anguage 1 t-

: rm as ecome highly organic -- springing from the 
poetic substance and has become hyper-conscious of langua 
Language becomes an end in this poetry. ge. 

This !or~al quality is significant to the themes for two 
reasons: 1t 1s the most obvious feature of the poetry; and the 
lush mesh of language can leave an impression of vagueness Th 
Massachusetts Review bluntly stated the 77 Dreams • e 
11t·till t· --- ~ are 

. 1 a mg examples of 7000 types of ambiguity. 11 Now if you 
l1~e you~ w~ose-woods-these-ares and do-I-dare-to-eat-a-peaches 
this a~b1gu1ty c~n be a p~oblem. However, the obscurity and 
confu71on are quite conscious. Berryman writes of our time 
01;1r d1s~evelled, ri~ped, torn world. He uses "patterns of irra
tional imagery to display the frightening dream of the public 
world." It i 7 a public world, composed of private lives; lives 
whose very privacy becomes a mockery to themselves. 

All the world_ like a woolen lover 
once did seem on Henry's side. 
Then came a departure. 
Thereafter nothing fell out as it might or ought. 
I don't see how Henry, pried 
open for all the world to see, survived. (1) 

:his_public world is a modern smooth speedy technopolis Yet it 
17 ri~dled_with con!usions. Says Peter Davison, Berrym~n "deals 
with 1ns~n1ty, hospitals, injections, and ravings as though the 
were ordinary facts of life; perhaps they are. 11 y 

But the p~rticular presence found in Berryman's description 
of this world 1s that of man. Though he uses less visual image
ry than most are accustomed to, some human form is invariably 
seen in the mess. 

I am, outside. Incredible panic rules. 
Pe?ple are bl?wing and beating each other without mercy. 
Drinks are boiling. Iced 
drinks are ~oiling. The worse anyone feels, the worse 
treated he 1s. Fools elect fools. 
A harmless man at an intersection said under his breath: 
"Christ!" ' 

(46) 

These people, the 7e harmles 7 men at intersections, they are the 
problem. But ultimately this drifts from a problem of people 
to a problem of self. As Mr. Bones states in Dream Song 40: 

I'm scared a only one thing, which is me, 
from othering I don't take nothin see, 
for any hound dog's sake. ' 
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Linked thematically with death is its close relation time. 
Berryman's earlier work shows a marked introspection on the na-. 
ture of time, on the fading ephemeral quality of all things. In 
the "Spinning Heart" the pace of time is breathed and felt: 

No time for shame, 
Whippoorwill calling, excrement falling, time 
Rushes like a madman forward. 

This is the youthful violence of the discovery that all is flux, 
everything passes. But he is not without a lyrical feeling of 
finesse and wisdom-like distance. In perhaps his most antholo
gized poem, "Winter Landscape," Berryman has three men on top 
of a hill, returning from hunting, 

Returning to the drifted snow, the rink 
Lively with children, to the older men, 
The long companions they can never reach. 

These playing skating children 

Are not aware that in the sandy time 
To come, the evil waste of history 
Outstretched, they will be seen upon the brow 
Of that same hill: when all their company, 
Will have been irrecoverably lost ... 

The 77 Dream Songs have a sense of time. sneaking from them, 
sneaking because it emanates from the middle.aged near-resigna
tion of Henry and Mr. Bones, and of course Mr. Berryman. But 
resignation, it must be remembered, does not imply lack of vi
tality. And his vitality is as intense as a gleaming steel dag
ger. This is perhaps the greatest strength of Berryman writing 
of that thing that all poets must write of. 

To write of time and to write of death is to at some time 
write also of War. War. That phenomenon of human folly, of 
human nature, that has conceived and given birth to so much 
poetic effort is to be found scattered in the poetry of John 
Berryman. Berryman was one of a handful of poets who felt, per
ceived and gave voice to the imminent lumbering presence of a 
dreadful giant--World War II. Much of it is typical. '_'The 
animals ran, the Eagle soared and dropt." And some of 1 t has 
the unique stamp in tone and thought of the Berryman to be. 

On Outer Drive there was an accident: 
a stupid well-intentioned man turned sharp 
Right and abruptly he became an angel 
Fingering an unfamiliar harp, 
Or screamed in hell, or was nothing at all. 
Do not imagine this is unimportant. 

The near tragic, somewhat cynical sense of wit has begun to take 
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form. Berryman writes of war in the Dream Songs also, but it is 
not with the sense of immediacy he felt in 1938 and 1939. Rather, 
he will use war imagery to talk of this life that is often an un
declared war, its fights and fears equal to that of any far east 
battles. War is present, but is in much broader perspective and 
outlook. "Unfortunate but inescapable." And softly yet some
times madly we cross the ''bivouacs of fear," knowing nobody I s in
nocent, knowing "it's late for gratitude." 

And love. How can love be omitted as a theme? Berryman 
does not omit it; he merely gives it varied treatment. It is 
not without accident that the word "wives" appears in and out of 
the Dream Songs. First, and simply, there is lust and there is 
1ove-:-r:iist1Sthat high wild jump you feel when you see her, 
sitting with her husband and four others eating chicken paprika, 
and you want to fall at her little feet and say: 

You are the hottest one for years of night 
Henry's dazed eyes 
have enjoyed, Brilliance. (4) 

But you can't fall at her feet, can't say those words. Lust is, 
but in the end it always becomes an isn't. Lust isn't. Love is, 
or at least was. Wives past and present, children haunting as 
only children and children I s love can, and a given society, or 
world, that is inept and confused, all this is the reason love 
simply is, or maybe was. 

Love. 

Bitter Henry, full of the death of iove, 
Cawdor-uneasy, disambitious, mourning 
the whole implausible necessary thing. 
He dropped his voice & sybilled of 
the death of the death of love. 
I ought to get going. (48) 

James Dickey has called John Berryman "very nearly a great 
poet." And he just may be. This brief sketch of thematic ele
ments recurring in Berryman's poetry perhaps is misleading; ul
timately, his richly combined organic form will be the test of 
both his themes and greatness. Quite simply, if increasing lux
ury of intensity with each reading is. any criterion, Berryman is 
well on the road to that town ·of a select few who qualify as 
American poets. John and Henry, that is. 

these fierce & airy occupations, and love, 
raved away so many of Henry's years 
it is. a wonder that, with in each hand 
one of his own mad books and all, 
ancient fires for eyes, his head full 
& his heart full, he_' s making ready to move on. (77) 
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Simple as this may sound, the reader of the_ Dream Songs may 
wonder at Mr. Bones' pretentiousness. Who is this "me" he 
speaks of? The Dream s6ngs have at least three basic personae: 
an unnamed man, presuma ly The Poet; Henry; and Mr. Bones. Yet 
these characters are constantly shifting into one another, merg
ing, disappearing and emerging again only to begin the cycle 
anew. Henry alone changes from just plain Henry into gentle 
friendly Henry Pussy-cat, Henry Hankovitch, and Ethan Allen. 
This is the problem of self, of identity, in full-blown terms. 
One of the songs gives a confession: 

I am obliged to perform in complete darkness 
operations of great delicacy 
on myself. (67) 

The quest is desperate. One of Berryman's fellow poets states 
that "order, decision, wisdom, beauty are not often to be found, 
for the search here is for the self and for the selves within 
the self." 

Berryman's search for this self or selves is complicated 
(and his poetry thus enriched) by the dimension of not only who 
am I but also how can I live, .knowing what I am, that is, a very 
sensitive man, how can I in this condition live in this public 
absurd world? It is indeed a miserable condition to be in, when, 
unsure of your who, but at least somewhat certain of your.what, 
the world won't allow that kind of what. 

One law which is a strongly recurring theme in Berryman is 
that unalterable law of·nature: death. One critic has comment
ed: Berryman "approaches death, in rhetoric and idea, with the 
unflinching courage of one who can imagine worse things." 
Death is present, but often is spoken of in soft submissive 
terms. There is something of a wisdom in this method. 

Hard on the land wears the strong sea 
and empty grows every bed. (1) 

Yet it is not without ·a fight one goes down, or at least not 
without the desire for a fight. Berryman exhibits the other side 
of the. death question, or more accurately, of the deat!J fact. 
There is the dignified soft and submissive, but there is also· 
the "roiling & babbling &, braining." 

Berryman cannot really be s·aid to have a single view or consider
ation about "our 'pointed task." Rather, he is like an explorer 
facing an impassable hug.e object. He is fascinated and defeated 
but always looking and examining every aspect of the object, 
screaming at its immobility, always hungering for that new twist 
of its perversity, always ready to lunge through it. 
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Towards the Improvement of English 
Teacher Education In Minnesota: 
Chapters in a Continuing History 

CHAPTER ill :The Founding of the 
Minnesota Conference of English Education 

BY GRAHAMS. FREAR, St. Olaf College, Northfield 

Somewhere between Britain's Summerhill School directed by 
A.S. Neil's c7edo of love, and the arbitrary, tightly clocked, 
compartm7ntalized and still too typical American and British 
schools is an on-going educational venture supported by the 
accrued wisdom and experience of numerous concerned profession
als who_draw educational content and processes from a variety 
of ~ertinent sources. English educators can draw support from 
a wide range of talent from Frye to Bruner, Richards to Burke, 
R?berts t? Fader,_Conant to Cole, Socrates to Chomsky, if you 
will. Being applied to that continuum from childhood to adult
hood is the consummate knowledge of almost countless researchers 
i~novators,_theo 7ist:, seer 7, saints, and even a few salutary ' 
sinner:. Direction in English education is being drawn from 
such ?iverse sources as ethno-linguistics, game theory, group 
dynamics, psychotherapy, literary criticism, cultural anthropol
o~, comparat~ve ~hi~ology, mixed media studies,creativity stu
dies, psycholinguistics, and rhetorical theory. 

The ever·greater need for an articulate and aware people 
can n? longer be denigrated by inept educational processes, 
archaic assumptions, or hazy objectives. Man's need for sensi
tive response to his environment and to other men can no longer 
be forfeited by materialistic ends achieved by mundane means. 
English education with its essence drawn from that most essen
tial of all human phenomena--language--is in a unique position 
to accomodate man's needs at a most critical time in history. 

Seven years ago, after a hectic six-hundred mile drive in 
shifts, several Minnesota colleagues and I joined numerous other 
concerned professionals at the charter Conference on English 
Education at Indiana University. April, 1970, will mark the 
eig~th national conference on English Education with its great
ly increased membership and proliferation of topics and concerns 
that indicate not only the validity of previous conferences but 
an increasing impact on the profession. 

In 1961, the widely publicized report The National Interest 
and the Teaching of English clearly indicated that all was not 
well with English teaching despite continuing impact of the 
~CTE and its many affiliates. _Certainly all was not well in 
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English education despite enormous consequent investments of 
tim 7, 7nergy, and money. It is significant that now we mark the 
beg1nn1ng or another concerted effort in English education with 
the founding of the Minnesota affiliate of the Conference on 
English Education. Membership shares a common interest in a 
difficult to define discipline and a common concern with the 
training and continuing development of young professionals who 
wi 11 follow us into classrooms, graduate seminars, and: research 
projects in years to come. 

Time has come to pool our talents, concerns, and aspirations 
to refute past failures, refine present successes irt processes 
and materials, and help develop new, more viable procedures for 
the most basic of all disciplines--English teaching. Our charge ' 
is greate.r today because it is addressed to a far greater 
urgency in the affairs of men. 

David Russell, in the preface to the first reports of the 
Conference on English Education said, 

In one sense English education ranges from the 
kindergartener learning a nursery rhyme to the 
doctoral candidate studying variant spellings in 
Elizabethan folios. In a much narrower meaning 
it refers to courses and activities which help 
to prepare the prospective teacher of English for 
his work in schools and colleges. It is with the 
more limited conception that the conference herein 
reported deals. A preliminary inquiry by the 
National Council of Teachers of English revealed 
that some 1,150 persons throughout the United States 
have a part of their academic assignment responsi
bility for students in "methods" courses in the• 
teaching of English ... Although the Council has always 
been concerned with English education in the broad 
sense, the Executive Committee felt that the time 
had come for a study of problems specifically 
focused on the preparation of teachers of English. 

Such is our position today where along with Wisconsin, New York, 
and Illinois, Minnesota founds the fourth state affiliate of the 
Conference of English Education. Its concerns will range from 
the single methods course to the entire underlying program that 1 

leads to competent undergraduate training programs and beyond. 
It will be responsible for breaking existing barriers too fre
quently imposed between so-called academic and professional 
courses and providing in a variety of schema the most viable 
training programs possible. It will be responsible for helping 
turn what President Rand of St. Olaf College recently called 
"talented amateurs" into responsive and responsible profession
als. The Minnesota conference must enable the coordination of 
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our various talents and material resources in light of the 
nature of our discipline and our responsibility to its future 
practitioners. 

A wise educator-scholar with whom I have been privileged to 
talk a~ len?th at several national CEE meetings, George Henry of. 
the Uni vers1 ty of Delaware, said of method that it was 11 ... a 
liberating intellectual experience. Method is here conceived as 
the form of the art of teaching." We must within a liberal tra
dition,. a: best as it can be preserved and strengthened, assist 
the tra1n1ng of teachers of English in that art. 

We must examine the probable consequences of continuing to 
help produce adequate teachers under existing conditions and 
pursue the possibility of producing excellent teachers under 
better conditions. As we fail or succeed the profession falters 
or advances. Good teachers, perhaps, are born, but excellent 
teachers derive from inherent capabilities, training, and mean
ingful experience. The former we can capitalize upon only by 
strengthening the latter. 

In an era of man on the moon, ICBM, acid rock alienated 
youth, the sit-in and the cop-out, we are hard put'at best to do 
our ~est by students many of whom will teach by the precepts we 
pr?v1de. James Moffett in his provocative book, Teaching a 
Universe of Discourse, wrote, -

Now it is not hard to find a structure in English 
all_t~e particles-word, sentence, paragraph, com-' 
pos1t1on as a whole literary "form"-offer us struc
ture, a regress of increasingly larger contexts. 
But what are they sub-structures of? For the 
r 7gre:s is only theoretically infinite; our concep
tion 1s always finite. Some ultimate context or 
super-structure is exactly what English as a school 
subject has always lacked. 

Perhaps we could say the same for English education. What are 
its ideal sub-structures? What collateral content is most mean
i~gful? What training sequences and experiences are most pro
m1sin( What "ultimate c?ntext or super-structure" of English 
education should develop 1n our various training institutions to 
collectively enable us to our objective--to supply the best 
possible teachers of English for the classrooms of tomorrow? 

James Squire said during the fourth CEE conference, 

I say there is no more serious charge than that 
of resolving this discrepancy between what we know 
a~d_w~at we do. If we seriously assume the respon
s1b1l1ty of strengthening preservice programs in 
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English education we must discard the lesser things 
and see that the full force of our Dwight Burtons, 
Nick Hooks, Robert Pooleys, Walter Lobans and their 
counterparts on every campus is felt among our begin
ning teachers-out in the field-in the classroom; at 
a time when it will pay off richly in future divi
dends. The responsibility for looking critically 
at this problem is clearly one that the profession 
can no longer ignore. 

I would remind you of resolutions passed at the 1962 Con
ference on College Composition and Communication and the Aller
ton Park Conference of College English Chairmen on the methods 
of teaching English and the status of those involved in English 
education. We have our charge and it must be.met by the com
bined efforts of all those involved in the training of teachers-
professionals in college departments of English and departments 
of education, cooperating teachers, supervisors, and the long 
line of classroom teachers from whom candidates have learned 
much both positive and negative about their future profession. 
We must as colleagues in a common venture profitably share in 
what Daniel Fader calls the" ... freedom to experiment and 
freedom to criticize," that is typical ofany viable discipline. 
Our job is essentially too important to go our separate ways. 
The founding of the Minnesota Conference on English Education 
should provide a significant power structure to improve the most 
important link in English education - the teacher of English. 

* * * 

Graham Frear is assistant professor of English 
and Education at St. Olaf College, and is in charge 
of the English Education program. As newly elect 7d 
Vice Chairman of the Minnesota Conference on English 
Education, he was prepared to deliver an inaugura~ 
address, but instead presents it to MCTE members 1n 
the printed forin that appears above. 

The other officers of the MCEE are: Chairman
Gene L. Piche, associate professor of Secondary Edu
cation, Speech, Communication and Theater Arts, 
University of Minnesota; Secretary-Treasurer -
Leonard s. Golen, chairman of Department of·English, 
Central High School, Duluth; .and Executive Committee 
Members at Large - Naomi C. Chase, professor of 
Elementary Education, University of Minnesota; 
James Elsenpeter, chairman of Department of English, 
De La Salle High School, Minneapolis; and Ruth Lysne, 
chairman of Department of English, Faribault High 
School. 
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- roR ELEmEnL\Ry School R€a<)1nq 

Three by Cunningham 
Reviewed by TOM WAL TON 

f John F. Kennedy Elementary Schaal, Ely 

. Remarks from adults attending meetings about children's 
l1terat~re and_my own reading, rather than any great enthusiasm 
from children 1n ~he sch?ol, has led to a review of three works 
by the author Julia Cunningham. 

Dorp De~d (Pantheon, 1965) was the selection first brought 
to my attention. Comments from adults concerning the book were 
~favorable. _My ?wn :eaction to the book was a negative feel
ing when c?ns1der1ng 1t for classroom circulation. The book 
breathes violence; not group violence that we are exposed to 
today th:ough many media, but violent feelings and actions from 
adults directed at or surrounding a child. The credibility of 
~ orphanage that would send a child into the home of a recluse 
1s stretched further when it becomes obvious that Gill h 
b t t 1 • • y as 
~en sen o 1ve with and work for a man who is bent on homi-

c~d7. Appearances of the "Hunter" further confound the feasi
b1l1ty ?f the situation as this man confronts Gilly in a moment 
of_emo~1onal escape and exhibits a gun that he carries, but 
wh1c~ 1s unloaded. If this is a message about the conditio 
o~ circumstances in life that lead adults to a one way out ~~lu
t~on, ~he book would better be found on the adult shelves in 
l1brar1~s where people with more experiences could sort out 
the believable from the other degrees of fiction. 

Attempting to further explore Julia Cunningham's message 
led me to the card catalog and from there to the shelves and a 
book about Gilly as a younger boy entitled Onion Journey 
(Pantheon, 1967). This encounter brought contact with a boy's 
se~rch for_understanding. Since the theme centers around an 
onion and 1~s s~mbolism of life unfolding a layer at a time, I 

I w
onder,. again, ~f ~ Y?ung audience can grasp the concepts put 

there_w1thou~ aid 1n interpreting. The surface story hinges 
on this premise of life unfolding and confronts the child with 
the need to understand. 

One book remained on our shelves. I had my doubts about 
~ac~roon (Pantheon, 1962) and found them groundless. Here is 

?1rl'. a stor~, an id 7a accepted by boys as well as girls. 
~rika 1s a ~el1evable imp of a girl with a problem of feeling 
nwanted, with outrageous physical responses to inner conflict, 
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'and with a convincing ability to talk to the raccoon who seems 
so wise and who accompanies her through her troubles. Maybe it 
is well received by children because it so well follows the sur- j 

face hardness of children and shows the gradual weakening to 
allow them to identify with the experience. 

No doubt the reading of Macaroon would lead to encounters 
with the other books. I would recommend that emphasis be placed 1 
on the fact that the books are fictional, that Dorp Dead is not 
a suspense story in the sense of suspense/mystery stories as the 
children usually encounter them, and that there is an idea 
running under the surface in both Dorp Dead and Onion Journey. 

shakespeaRe on staqe 

A Review of J.L. Styan's 
"Shakespeare's Stagecraft" 

By GEORGE SOULE, Carleton College, Northfield 

When I first saw productions of Shakespeare's plays, I 
I would not recommend~ Dead for children who have insecure 
feelings about their relations with adults or for children who 
are not with their parents. 

f could hardly believe that what I saw on stage was really the 
same play I had studied in class. On stage, everything was so 
much livelier and usually funnier. But when I checked my copy 
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of the Works, I would usually find that, sure enough, the scenes 
and speeches that struck me in the theater were there in 
Shakespeare's text. 

Many people have told me the same story. The moral I draw 
is that we usually read Shakespeare in a woefully incomplete 
way, and as a result we teach his plays inadequately. Not that 
our usual concentration on theme and character is totally wrong. 
We should continue to ask if Brutus was right in killing Caesar, 
and we must puzzle about what kind of a man Hamlet is. But we 
should also try to give our students an idea of what the full 
experience of a Shakespearian play is like in the theater. 
Obviously, we can pack them off to the Guthrie ~r we can show 
one of the several good Shakespearian films.· But if we our
selves don't have any idea of how to read Shakespeare's scripts 
as notations for a performance, we won't be able to discuss 
what we've seen. 

Luckily, several recent booKs can help us to develop our 
talents. Bernard Beckerman's Shakespeare at the Globe (Macmil
lan paperback) is lucid on the nature of Shakespeare's stage, 
his acting company, and how the plays were probably acted. A 
more brilliant treatment of these matters, though a more specu
lative one, can be found in Styan's Shakespeare's Stagecraft. 
Styan contrasts the usual modern theatrical condition (action 
behind a proscenium, audience passive) with the involvement and 
intimacy of the Elizabethan theater. His is the first book that 
has made me feel what it must have been like to be there. Like 
Beckerman, he discredits some earlier critics who assumed that, 
because some sort of inner stage and balcony were available, 

l Shakespeare did in fact use them often. (One result of such 
theories appeared in the Guthrie production of Hamlet: our 
hero discussed whether he should kill the praying Claudius on a 
tiny platform tucked away high up in the wall at the back of 
tne stage.J Both Beckerman and Styan see much of the action 
taking place pretty far forward on the mammoth (43'X 27 1/2') 
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stage. Indeed, the actors probably played to the audience much 
of the time. 

Styan is particularly useful when he shows how Shakespeare 
uses various parts of this s_tage, how actors far downstage form 
visual contrasts with actors close to the back wall. For exam
ple, I had never really noticed the wounded soldier at the be
ginning of Macbeth until Styan illuninated that scene's theatri
cal effectiveness. The hags vanish, "the bleeding sergeant 
staggers his twenty or thirty feet down to the foot of the plat
form, where he falls. A trumpeted alarum is sounded and all 
heads turn upstage to the other door, ,from which the King and 
his sons, rich in regal armour, enter with their noblemen as , 
after battle. . . . Shakespeare has seen the advantage of his 
deep stage for the solo entrance of the sergeant, contrasted it 
with the splendid entrance of the King's procession, which in 
turn is at odds with the grimacing of the ancient women who have 
cast their shadow over the scene" (p.55). Styan's book is 
filled with other equally illuminating examples. I think he can 
teach us to improve our reading of Shakespeare, and our students 
will be the better for it. 

Styan's chapters on the sound of a Shakespearian play are 
valuable, though not so striking. His conclusion that 
Shakespeare's is a "total theater" depending on all sorts of 
effects is very important, and his illustrations of how the 
tones of specific plays are built from scene to scene are ex
tremely interesting. If we are to teach all of a Shakespearian 
play, we need more books like this one. 
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