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An Introduction to ltr ;Introdu~tion 

In l~eu •._of a tedious and possibly hs.rmfu.l essay on m.y 

developemen~ as a wri~er, I offer the fol1Qwing intro­
duction to my work-in-progress. In these thrae essays ?Jld 

the curtain-fa11 pole~cal e.ffirmatio~ of the English 
lan.a·u.age (spured by my reading of dire prophecies of im-

0· • /1. 

J:linent linguistic collapse)_, I he.ve tried to treat some 
of the ideas, beliefs, and hopes which are connected to 

-,my work.· I .. hope 4the reader find~ both the introduction 
end body of poems to his t~te. 

A note: I have kept the poems in their rough chrono­

logical order, since the sense of their developement 
might be interesting. 
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The Scatters-m 

• _Poetry today ranges from the sonnet, written by oo"th 
Berryman' _and little old ladies, to conc-rete verse. _·One of 
the more interesting types is scat1iergun free -verse,­
which claims usually 1io be the restat of an acute .organic 

I 

inside-self-outgrowing of the true form of the individual 
poem. TecJi..nica.lly then, how can those of us who are inter­
ested in the discussion of -poetry discuss these poems? 
The product of a painful sense of the poem ordering itself 
en route, 1ihey·resist attempts· at generalization ·fm.d/o·r 
analysis. ~s·the poem 2.t hand e "musiceJ. soore,"· mede up 
of "phrasal units," "breath units," or "rhythmic groupings?" 
All these tags have been used to e:cpl.$,- ·-and -sometimes 

' I to excuse, va.riatic~ of the scattergun poem. Sometimes 
a manifesto, such as Olson•s· (who calls his verse 11f'ield 
verse," in ;turn ctlled "projectivist" by M.L.Rosenthal, 
critic), doe~ es much to hinder as to help. Olson in 
particu.le.r has vague and cont~e.dictory elements in his 
discussion of "field verse." .,;,-J.Jazed in this, wl:e.t are 
we to do? 

First, we must try to close in on the feeling of this 
convention as opfosed to the convention of meter/line 
organization! (Confusing and difficult as it is, scatter~ 
_is, of course, a conventi.on.) Extreme scattergun is e:c­
tremely jerky, es if the author were trying to rest on 
word or short phrase. Thus you sense a hari1It.ering or r8.~het 
effect, perhaps a stutter effect. The various positions 
of the lines or line fra,:;ments, preswn.~bly sigl"'!ificant, 
force one to co~:tinu0usly interpret little bundles or 
:photon-ps.oketG of the poem. There are definite o.dv.:.;.nt:.:..geG 
here--necessury con~e::tra·tion on tn.e work being the most 
obvious. In addition, I think t~at this 91ens up new pos­
sibilities of tone or er.:otion ;·.'hi ch ordinary ty~O$I'~!.Jhy 
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distllows. A good example of this, actually from a novel, 
are the c~apter endings of Donleavy' s Dee.stly 13eati tudes 
of B~thazar B. Chapter seventeen, for example, ends thus: - -

\ 

Something born midges you··gently to go e.na ·aie. It 
al.l could be a flower you lifted once. Looked at. 
Held the stem. And then you turned your head away. 

To 
\"ieep 
~he night 

Till 
Day. 

This typography gains, I think, a poignancy which 
could not have been obtained otherwise. The main increase 
of the emotion is caused by the unusual. amount of attention 
to the words~ just the sort or hyper-interest the scatter­
gun method demands. It is interesting to note, though, that 
this unusual intensity of emotion is gained by playing of£ 
against normal prose typography. The following excerpt by 

Ro~helle Owens,.from Strawberries Mit Cre:::Iil, utilizes a 
simil2.r breakup of language into small parts, anq. scatters 
it much ·more than Donleavy•s bob and wheel, yet the com­
plete absorption in the technique weakens the work, since 
in itself the techniq_ue has ne.ny faults; 

they began producing 
blessed 

berries 
chicken & 

cattle 
aninal domestic2tion 

3000 b.c. 

out of the maglemosie.n 
bog 

cone fish-hooks 



_ Even in this short fragment we cen see the monotony 
which is the core of _this technique. This is indeed out 
of the mete~/l.ine tradition, but it seems to.me to be a 
trivial and \~purious innovation.when used ·thus, exclusively 
as the basis ,of organization. As a poetic possibility, the 
scattergun mode can't and shouldn't be ignored, yet as 
used in the Owens.poem, I find it anti-rhythmic, noisy, 
and much too obtrusive. A convention shou1d be a tool, 
bu.t scattergun is a-case of dynad.te, with all the uncer­
tainties and difficulties of explosives, and all the bore­
dom of continual. bombardment. Similarly, Robert Creeley 
has.taken the trick of ending on prepositions end conjunc­
tions, end.elevated thi_s trick to e. central place in his 
poetic. His trick is a triok, and a boring trick. In 
general scattergun is a trick, end a boring trick. What 
I expeot and hope will happen is·that the iuporte.nt writers 
will recognize it as such and add it to tLeir bag of tricks, 
using it when it can e.dd to a work, other.vise declinin~. 
There will always be those who thirJc the scatter3U-11_oode 
the proper, probably the only true lyric convention, just 
e.s there vlill tlways be those who try to w:a.ip un3ainly 
English into Huikus, yet these heve the moon's light, 
borrowed or the sun, the central English verse. T~ey 
build their house on a single stone, and that stone sand­
stone. Build on bedrock, die deep, sleep a;ainst the 
n.my years, I pray you, please. 
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Beowulf 1970 

In a century where anything goes technically, I think 
one of the' _stronger contenders is verse based on the num­
ber of stresses in a line. This mode of writing .resurfaced 
with Hopkins and has been solidly redeveloped since, with 
one especially interesting branch being imitations or re­
creations of Anglo-Saxon verseJ ~me very strict,_ some 
loose. A number of peopLe have written well-known works 
utilizin~ Anglo-Saxon formal requ.ire~ents, ei:iong them Found, 
Auden, end Richard Wilbur. Even these three authors have a 
wide range of usage. Pound's· justly femous Anglo-Saxon 
poe~ is his first cento, which retells part of the Aeneid 
in four stress 11nes, with considerable alliteration ~d 
frequent medial caesura. This handl.ing, 1albeit an unusual 
mix of.Old English and Classicel elements, is very success­
ful, partly I think, because the subject matter is distant , 
in time and place. Given a subject of this kind, the con-
sc_ious archaism seems appropriate, even desirable, and 
Pound does an excellent job, putting ~ost of the textural 
allusion on the rhythm, with less but definitely s0I:1e. on •• 
alliteration and caesura. Observe the first seven lines: 

And then went down to the ship, 
Set keel to breakers, forth on the godly sea, -end 

We set up mast and sail on th~t swart ship, 
Bore sheep eboard her, end our bodies also 
Heavy with weeping, and winds from sternward. 
Bore us out.ward with bellying canvas, 
Circe's this craft, the trim-coifed goddess. 

Fine work. 
\'/ilbur, by comparison, does a very clumsy job in his 

Anglo-Saxon imitation Junk. The point of the ~oeo is e.n 
ironic contrast between cr2.fts:i2.11.sbip, as exenplified in 
z.nd sug_;ested by the carefullj" con"lentional ) .. '1.glo-Saxon 
tode, and the junk which the poem ttlks about. A nifty 
ide2.; c.s v,e said in the 4t:.1 gr2.de, but he handles it lite 
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a beginning wrestler. ~he poem is devoid of technicel • 
subtlety in the use of the Anglo-Sa.~on convention. Cae-
suras are even indicated by spaces and staggered lines 
(see below), while the alliteration is x:addenly regular. 
Thus, while it has some appropriateness because of sub­
ject matter,·the_poem is essentially a conceived poem, 
and dies in the desert of mere conception. Below a·few 
lines: 

An e.xe angles 
from my neighbor's ashcan; 

It is hell's handiwork, 
the wood not hickory, 

The .flow of the grain 
not faithfully followed. 

The shivered shaft , 
rises from a shellheap 

Of plastic playthings, 
paper plates, 

And the sheer shards 
of shattered tmablers 

That were not annealed 
.for the ti~e needful. 

Auden, I think, has shown a remarkable development· 
in his use of A!~glo-Sa.~on conventions. In r.is Ase of 
Anxiety, it ws.s very like "-.Vil bur's, crude as e. granite 
ax~ and twice as painful. It even lecked much of the con-
ceptual ~~propriateness of Pound's e.nd ~ilbur's poems. In 
his new book, however, City Without ~=:a11s, in the poem City 
·,"Ji thout ·,Jtlls, Auden uses Angl.o-Ss.:rnn cor.ventions quite 
subtly. In the first sta...-1za ha ir..:dics.tes v,i th heavier 
alliteration and caesuras what he is doing, but after that 
he carefully weakens both caesura and alliteration, keeping 
them noticable but subdued. }.lthough I find the ~oem as a 
whole only fair, I thinlc it demonstr.:.tes 6 ... ~eat technic2.l • 
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virtuosity! and deserves careful study. Ag-~in, below sone 
lines: .. 

"Those fantastic forns, fang-sharp, 
bone bare, that in Byzentine painting 
were a shorthand for the Unbounded 
beyond -·the pale, unpolicied spaces 
where dragons dwelt and demons roe.med, 

"colonized only by ex-world.lings, 
p~nita.nt sophists end sodomites, 
are visual facts in the foreground now, 
rea1 structures in steel end glass: 
hermits, perforce, are al.1 today, 

"with numbered caves in enom.ous jails, 
hotels designed to deteriorate 
their glum already-corrupted guests, 
-factories in which the tunctionel 
Hobbesian Man is mass-produced." 

r~ost of the above commentary is a prefa~e to a .some- ·• 
,Y .. at more extended discussion of one of my own poems, the 
poem entitled lor Lly Grandfather. A copy is provided at 
the end of this essay, with stresses narked where I find 
t~ey fall. (There is also, of course, a co~y in the main 
body of the book.) 

Starting this poem, I had no particular formal re­
quirements in mind. Norr.'ltlly I write free ver3e, often 

.\·1ith a va.gv.e relationship to an iambic pent2meter line 
as reference point. What happened, I thir..k, was that line 
two was metrically somewhat embigu.ous. It e:c:1ibits the 
~henomenon of possible double foot groupin~,i.e., it 
could be e8.Sily" stressed in t\10 ways, ~ven below: 

Octbber hE!aded notth in-r;b the ,,vinter, 

Oct~"'.::>er heeded nottll into tile wir..ter 



Thus there was en embigu.ity: it ~ould be read either as 
primarilly·iambic, or givens. doubling up of the feet, 
as a more 1oose, more re1e.xec1 meter, with a sort _.of ana­

pestic feel._ This ambiguity matured in the next line,­
where cold and the first syllable of crying were he~vily 
stressed. It was -~t this ~oint that I real.ly modulated 
into a modified form of Anglo-Saxon foroal. requirements. 
The strong alliteration or line three was paralleled in 
line four in back and bedrooms. iihen I finished out line 
four uith two-more stressed words, the main pattern of 
the poem was set. Line four had four stresses, a aedial 
caesura, and strong a1li teration. ·-:I -wes -writing modified 
Anglo-Saxon. In line five I consolidated -my realization, 
adding to it my further realiz:a.tion that though based on 
a four stressed line, the poem el.so had. a very strong 
anapestic cast which would be useful for more unity. At 
this point the main problem technically beoane one of 
variation. Though anapestica.l, the poem mu.st not be truly 
anapestic, for I was sure that would result in very 
annoying sing-song monotony. There had to be much, but 
not too much substitution. Most of this suostituj;ion is 
iambic, though there is occs.sional use of three unstressed 
syllables instead of the normal tv,o. l3esicles .:.,~bsti tut ion, 
the first foot often was shortenad to n:e::·ely a stress, 
much as en iambic pentameter line will dro; the initiaJ. 
unstressed syllable. The final word of 2 line was often 

. m:lde feminine, adding to the rela~~ed, almost rambling 
feel of the netric. I also used so~e cl.li ter;;~tion, but 
sparingly, since I thinl{ the modern ear :cu~h more easily 
bothered by strong alliter~tion. I kept caesura infreQuent, 
we~k, and avoided medial caesura., for the same reason. 
Finally, I tied the po~o together as much es I •JOi.tld 

with repetition of key ,-.:ords, those words beir-g "dust," 
11gr;;!lldf~ther," "winter," "·;:2.ter,-u "n(lrth," "~~other," 
(lil~y "r" ,·wrcJ.s) 211cl otc.ars. This ,..:;;.s, a teci1l-::.i lue w~1ich 



I had never cons~iously used before, but I tbink it ~orks 
here. lli genartl it gives a feelin 6 of stasis, I think, 
since it generates the feeling that all the poem is always 
present. My.final coIIll!:ent about the poem is sil!lply that it 
tau&~t me a lot, about anapests, the four-stress line, 
alliteration, and key-word repetition. 

, 



For My Grandfather 
I / I ; 

fill.en my grandfather went away, 
O~t~ber h~~ded n&rth int~ the winter, 
and I we.s c6'ld of the ci-ying 

I / 
in back bedrooms, re,tless at the whispers, 
at the ftlssing of l~aves in the nbuths of the htuse. 

/ / . / / 
Away myself from the cooling house, 

✓ , / 
from the dusting of my mother, aw2y, 

/ / . / / 
far as grandfather, who 1eft me there,· 

✓ / I • 
who left wi 1;h his German into the n6rth, 

/ / / / / 
awey at the creek, rock-walking the gr~tte, 

I was qtiiet as s'unda.y in an e'6tumi town, 
may ~ stra.n~e with the h~e of the burning 1te.ves 

t 
1 t h / < as hey los t eir small summer to winter. 

• / / / / 
Even then, though my coat wore out that day, 

~ ( / / ~ 
thinner ti.s the wind blew back from the wl.llter, 
though the v,~ter hfu.t as it wit the r~l:s, 

/ /.. L. / 
even then I \-res childish and able to play, 

, / / 

only quiet in my ste,:;ping from r6ck to ro~k, 
wi~hing the dusting would stop, and the whispers, 

/ / • ,; 
and that my grandfather ~ere there. 
No0, ·in the dro~ght in the m{ddle of winter, 

/ / / , 
one of r:iy impermanent winters 

/ / / / 

only of weather end my gradual ege. 
; ,,. / ,· 

as the sun s,1ings down in a de~d-end nonth, 
with 0ater du"st in its dunes of s~ow, 

I • / / / 
twenty :more years ho.ve len_sthened the tho"t;.g.11t 

/ / / / 

of a playing child in sccky October. 
/ , .· ,/ 

Uy mother that d~y couldn't dust enough 
/ .,- / ., 

to stop the burning up by bre~th 
i ·' , .•' 

of ill our cow.bus ti ble selves, but gr~df 8.t::er, 
I • / 1:., •·, f.J.. guttur~:.l -cor.gue stifI v11i;h 1;he ·,·,·in~er, 
I . I / 

left us se~venty ye~rs ._.,hen he left, 
/ , ,, 

end proved by the sudden noi-·th o.: the hous~ 
/ _.· . 

ti12.t hi..u:ian fire is our .first housa, 
~-

/ / . 
the 1.·,~:.s~e 1.·1hich u::J~es ir.:~re:.::..sa. 



~he Iambic .Poot 

Jhaucer, Shakespeare, Milton, Pope, Eeats, :Browning, 
Frost, Yeats:_ this.list is at once a 1ist 0£ my ~evorite 
writers end a·list of writers w~o have used the iembic 
pentameter line. One of the reasons I en in fevor of 
metered poetry, aid pa.rticule..rly ~etered iambic poetry, 
is the impressive work done by these writers. It would be 
e.t least foolishness, and probably madness, to conde:C!.Il 

~,, umnetered poetry, not to Jaention the 1oss of the f'ine ·v,ork 
done in the mode. It would in fact be condeI!lllinJ myself, 
for I have done, and expect to do, unnetered work. Yet 
as a practicing writer I find that meter is personally 
more than one of the possibilities. Tone it is nr~ch 
more. For one thing, it links me to the writers listed 
above. Just as the ~hild, ~hile a separete biological 
entity, is one 9f a farr~ly, neighborhood, stats, ~ountry, 
culture, and race, I, in the se;arateness of my now time, 
live as a writer in relation to them, ~Y literary fathers. 

Juy affection for :wetered i~~bic poetry is buttre~sed 
by certain beliefs. ~irst of all, English is a ls.ng-J.e.ge 
based on stress. Second, rising rhythl!l is the charecter'!"9 
istic of the spoken lengua3e._ Third, there is a good 
re~on for orgs"'lization in lines. The reason, I tliinJ.:, 
is me.inly that dividing a work into lines makes the \·mrk 

easier to hendle, both in composition a."1.d ap~reciation. 
This mi6ht sotmd silly until we consider the position of 
e ,1ri ter end reader with none of these conve1::.tiontl helps. 
The ,.-.,ri ter especitlly is in a mess. \"t'hile the ie.zbic pen­
tameter msy bee frail bark, still it cui mean survival 
in the-wide o~ean of English when the se!=.S a.re l1e2.v:;::· A 
writer who has to invent his ovin mode of wri tin_; ~t the· 
level of metrical organization must Sfend half his ener~y 
in the ~ere creation of the nachine tools to ~::J:e to tools 
to ma.~e the ,.-,ork . .A r:rita:r, i10·.·1ever, ,-,;10 hs.s ~.t lcE.St the 

tools at lw.nd needn't spend so r.Lci.1 ~ii:.e just gattin3 to 



the sterting line. Su:ppose S~espeare had to invent 
blank verse and a1l the conventions of Eli~abetha.n dran.a 

• on which his work so heavily rests? Absurd. Eor all these 
reasons I think it's silly to run away from metered poetry, 
as silly as it is to cling to worn modes of operation in­
side the convention of meter. 

Given that we have a convention, the iambic penta­
meter line, what is the variant which will be most ~e­
ful today? I em here, of course, searohing for a theoret­
ical base for both lyric poems and :;erha.ps e. longer poem. 
I don't do this ·in a completely abstract way, naturally. 
In fa.ct the answer to my question is one which I have 
drawn from my own practice. I hope by verb3lizing it end 
talking about it to define my own attitude toward the 
use of iambic metered verse such that, in the future, my 
own practice might be better. In passing I night note , 
that I make n_o claim that my answer to the problem is the 
only answer or even a correct answer, except for myself. 

I thinJr that the form of ie.mbic oetered poetry in 
this time is a com9roraise between iambic tetrameter or 
pentameter and free verse. I ctll this ~ompromise free 
verse with an iambic base. What I mean by this phrase is 
this! The poem et first glance D~Y well look like a free 
verse poem. (Though not like a field verse poe1:1. Ey free 
verse poera is margined to the le~t, one line under en.­
other.) In fact._ however, the :poem is based on the ianbic 
foot, and here :md there in the poem there will be rest 

.lines that are plainly i9.Jllbic, though these rest lines 
may be dimeter or fourt::.:3:1ers or more. These rest lines 
ne·ed not be rn2.ny or obtzr.IBive. Like ell natters of tech­
nique they are subsumed by the poem as a whole. The lon3 
tradition in English of the if!J~bic foot will help ensure 
th~t the poem is read ~ith a co~sciousness of its ianbic 
be.se. The rGsul t of this kind of r.rri ti11g is et once that 

ple::1.sing sense of being in the open r:~1ich is chs.:ract~ris-



tic of £ree verse and the sense or secti..rity end ongoing 
resolution which you get w1 th rretered verse.- ~his -kind 
of technique is not my own invention, naturally. Arnold 
wrote very much as I describe, albeit more_regv1arly 1ihe.n 
what I have in mind. Work very much like this is common 
in the twentieth century, although I find most of it 
lacks the feeling of tension in the lines which free 

- verse with an iambic base can achieve. Eliot, perhaps, 
is the best example of a well-known writer who writes 
in this mode. 

To illustrate what I mean by free verse with an 
iambic base in r1y own writi_ng, observe the poem To One 
Skeleton in One Indian Mound, at the end of tm.s .essay. 
I have marked where I find the stresses fall. As you cen 
see, I think, the poem fulfills my criteria. The shortest 
line is line·eight, iambic dimeter, one of the rest lines. 
There ere e. couple of lines which are ten syllables, but 
neither are rest lines. An obvious rest line is line 
three, iembic tetrameter. Yet even though the poem con­
stantly strays from an iambic ideal, it constantly re­
turns, .Antaeus, to the earth. Peraaps a better oetephor 
of my sense of this ~oem is that of ropes stretched 
tight over a very jagged rook, touching it only in pl~ces, 
but enabled to be taut only by the resist8.D.ce of the rock. 
I hope to stretch man:,r more lines over that rock. 
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To One Skeleton in One Indian ~ound 
/ / / / 

Yesterd~y the sun like one more engine 
/ • / 

roared overhead, 
/ .· / / 

and ell we amateu.rs at spades 
cro~sed our bro~d bl~des in the h~at 
• / -✓ / / 

. in the hurry to dig up and hoz.rd, 
• / .' / 

but today ... 2.11 your awry bones 
• ! ; I ., I 
and a round sku11 full of cobwebbed th:; 1ug_lit 

uncl6ck ·my day, 
i . 

and the dig's quarrel of shovels 
*.. / . I 

disappears. Let the others save end save 
, / .; 

their bones against the ·dozers 
/ ,. . 

bulling their way here and there tomorrow 
to the tick. I;.y thin friend, 

I / .• 
I could outsit America, spinning 
a he~dful of those subtle th~eeds, 

/ •' , / / 
and in a jumble in the next tme:!s nound 

/ / ✓ / I 

crook oy head-house a thousand yee.rs 
,· ~ ~ / 

around tha nebulae of webs, 
.; ,.• , / / 

thinking on the spi4er•s work of stars. 
I 



On the Degener:::.tion of the Enjlish Ton.gue 

In the beginning TI1e.s St. Jo:m and tne gos~;el there:;f 
was good, and ?ood were ~is words of the Word. 3ut hera 
and there I now hear, ear to the ground, a_sair..:.St the hv.m­
:cing talk, to the thrumming book, .English dead, dead, dead, 
no way out, rotten on the vine, on the tree, foul in the 

mouth, ptomaine in the belly, dead. Yes, yes, I s~id, de~d, 
yes; I've walked down Lia.in and the mouths fuzzed round my 

tongue, my English, 2D.d dead were the walker-ttlkers, my 

English dead. Shakespeare trumpet-tongt.1ed, Keats honey­
tongued, but on Main the bad fruit, the numb food, flat, 
dead. 0 Christ, stretched. out in the hollow mount, why we, 
this Twentieth Century, why the civil men of the Civil 
Service, plodding the ~reek of our Germanic ~"'renohified, 
our criss-oross-pollin~ted ma.ny-nationed crumbling tongue? 
IJilton in his might loosed Latin, En3lished in our ears, , 
we he:.;e nothing shoring even .American, not the inflection 
• gainst our ruins, not t1.e Bible for bac1:bone. With T. V. 
hath no man made good spee~h. Not by cor.c;mercials 1 elo­
quence, and radio htlteth the Word in the woob. Oh throw 
me down four hundred years, break, bend, ~d send n:.e back 
to Eliza.beth 'Nhen we were young1· Chaucer had a chance, I 
none. Liy tears, my only English, must drown merchant ships 
and wash from my eye sight, that's n.ow s!irong rn:J ~ry is. 
Call out the na.ties, my muse, a.shamed o.f 1970. Po:pe: who 
now holds his chro~t~ edge? Brovming: Grrr! ,.~·here one as 

hel And yet there:· is that 12.st Romantic Yeats:. did he have 
a-dispensation that ne wrote at al.1 in this aniss one 
hundred years, in the dead-end 0£ .English, in the fintl 
G8tterd~~rwi3 of our unraveling ton31-te? 1:one 1mow. Vie but 

" know it dies,· we die, 0 stone, leaf, v1hy? 
Bl.it. Still--yet, yestarda.~r I hes.rd one s2.:r "it's 

costin. 5 me uphill," s.nd I, half-knovr'in.:; what ~le r..:e8..11.t, 
l~eard these i'our words in a. strG.n,;e \·10.y, and I don't 
tnow. Ho . .At the weed's ec.::;e, in ti1e ebb, I re:7le~ber tour. 



St::.ndin_g in t~:e 1:needGep, m::.1.rsh, and s·:ie.i-j~ 

mot, . the gren:narie .. n!3 grave, t:i1e wild du~~-:s 
• 

·t:h8el 2.b:mt :1-J 

.Al!D I think there's hope. The sh2.cl: '.3.nd tener:ent still i:ss 

a solic1 sl:eleton. H2clet l-:ne\·1 le.::1yer-t:;:.l1c and t}~e c::: .. "'lt o.f 

the h2..v1}:--hunt. Still tod3.y the 1:-..r:yer lies, lo.;ic-~:10:ps 

and v1heedles his v12vy into met2.p1.:or. ;n1ere be your 2.ssizes 

now? On Wall Street, kicl:ing like a 1:id .. And those te::!li_rii­

cs.l ter-i.a.s, beloved of the Dane, \';e' ve got 'era. For eve:,..y 

municip~,1 i ty of local tc?J.k of 1610, we' va ;ot ten tod2.y, 

flashflooded b:,- ·ne-;:1 tr;;:des. Gunshot, pit stop, read-out, 

out-put, ree..1-time, s:)ondees enou&1. to stool-: eny blasted 

pond. .And Eets.phor? 1here' s nore thrill ever, or &.Tl east E.Jl 

equal infinite. Let:. \·1ide Americe be your1 Harv:::.rd and yo~~ 

Ytle, \·-1ri t ers, e..~d you' 11 not v18.nt for words. Ask 2.r~d you· ... 

will find you have. Tell me, did the race die \'Jhen my 

grandfather became gr~ve for good, imnune to b~d puns? , 
not as long as I'm here, hira.saif rerr:ade new n9.n.. -·Is \'later 

lost fo:cever do·:.rn the :r·i ver? So it seems, aw2.y, awa;;r 2nd 

me2.nv1hile it rains. out of the sl:y on y,::;ur h02.d. :,·;11y there's 

no end to it, just as no end to folly s.nd the t3.:~: ·,·.1::i.y? 

I wsnt to tell you, our la..r1gt.i.aze is no thin;. !~othing. 

The tissue o.f tbe r.:::.~e, live s.nd de:..d 2..s tl:e:;, tcd:::l 2.s 

all days, coming hither and going he~ce, al\·1s.y. HJE _Ui? 

In the end 2..s in the beginnin;, now a..'11.d forevsr: All :.:en. 
St. Joli..n, lay the ·i·tord on me. 

WM 


