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 Let’s look at Robert Lowell, segue, who was also involved in the Vietnam War or 

not involved in the Vietnam War.  He began by not being involved in World War II, as far 

as that goes.  A Boston Brahman.  Old, old, old Boston family.  Direct descent of James 

Russell Lowell, the editor and writer who had such tremendous influence early on.  He’s 

also related to Amy Lowell, a poet — a contemporary poet, an imagist — or she started 

out as an imagist.  She gets into school books now.  She didn’t used to for a long time.  

I don’t think she’s particularly good.  Lowell thought she was an embarrassment.  Big in 

a scandal as of Mae West were a cousin.  Amy Lowell was a rather large woman.  Ezra 

Pound rather cruelly called her a hippo-poetess.  That’s kind of hard to say.  I say rather 

cruelly?  I think absolutely cruelly.  He also — Pound also denied that the poetry Amy 

Lowell wrote was imagism.  He said it’s Amy-gism.  But you can see there was no love 

lost with those two. 

 At any rate, a long and honorable history of New England leadership in Boston.  

And he disgraced his family, first of all, by converting to Roman Catholicism when he 

was in his early twenties and then by becoming a Conscientious Objector.  It’s a really 

convoluted story of how that happened.  In World War II — so he wound up doing some 

jail time which he wrote about.  So here’s this Lowell in jail. 

 He went to Harvard, of course, but left Harvard after two years to go down to 

Kenyon College to study with John Crowe Ransom.  Now, you remember that John 

Crowe Ransom was also one of Randall Jarrell’s teachers and also Alan Tate.  A 

tremendous influence on the so-called fugitive writers and writers in the ‘40s and ‘50s.  

Yeah, he spent a year as a C.O.  There’s a pretty good poem in here about that that I 
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didn’t assign you called “Memories of West Street and Lepke.”  Lepke was a gangster 

murderer, head of Murder Incorporated, who was also doing time at this New York jail 

and Lowell met him. 

 Life Studies, 1959.  I began the class by mentioning Allen Ginsberg.  Here he 

comes up again.  It’s always seemed strange to me that Robert Lowell, this patrician, 

Harvard educated, distinguished, conservative poet would have been influenced by 

Allen Ginsberg.  There were plenty of confessional poets around like Delmore Schwartz 

and John Berryman, and others.  And two of his own pupils, Sylvia Plath and Anne 

Sexton, Lowell taught, had in poetry workshops and also could give him plenty of 

examples of opening up to autobiography.  But he gave the credit to Ginsberg.  It says 

his subjects became more explicitly autobiographical and his language more open and 

direct.  He was stimulated by Ginsberg’s self-reevelations to write more openly than he 

had about his parents and grandparents, about the mental breakdowns he suffered in 

the 1950s, and about the difficulties of marriage, and so forth.  And Lowell was 

tremendously influenced, influential in this kind of writing. 

 It mentions the Vietnam War.  He was a very reluctant protestor in the war, but 

his dignified presence was always rather amazing at some of the protests.  I 

recommend to you two pieces of — they didn’t call it creative non-fiction then, but that’s 

exactly what it is — two pieces of new journalism which is not so new anymore: Miami 

in the Seige of Chicago and The Armies of the Night, two non-fiction books by Norman 

Mailer about the protests in ‘68 and ‘69 and the Vietnam War.  Miami in the Seige of 

Chicago refers to the two conventions, the Republican and the Democratic conventions.  
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The Armies of the Night is the march on Washington which includes the thugs trying to 

levitate the Pentagon.  And Lowell was there for all of that. 

 There’s a great scene in Miami in the Seige of Chicago, set in Chicago in August 

of ‘68 during the great demonstrations that were going on against the war, down on 

Michigan Avenue and in the parks.  I’m sure you all have seen film of that.  The whole 

world’s watching.  The whole world’s watching.  Well, you know, “Chicago” made a little 

song about it.  But Mailer talks about walking by a hotel room and seeing standing out 

on the balcony, looking down on Michigan Avenue, Robert Lowell and Gene McCarthy.  

Eugene McCarthy was a Senator who was the peace candidate, who beat Lyndon 

Johnson in New Hampshire in the primaries in 1968.  And apparently Lowell was 

reading one of his poems — one of McCarthy’s poems, and Mailer realized at that 

moment that McCarthy would never become President because he was more interested 

in writing a good poem than in being President.  And, you know, I think there’s 

something to be said for that.  But to do a little workshop of poetry while  all the gas and 

the clubs are going on in the streets is kind of interesting. 

 They have another quote from Mailer about him.  This was at the Pentagon in 

‘67.  It says, “Lowell gave off at times the unwilling haunted saintliness of a man who 

was repaying the moral debts of ten generations of ancestors.”  I mean, he’s kind of in 

the tradition of Hawthorne in that way.  He goes all the way back, you know, to all the 

puritan connections. 

 But I only asked you to read two poems which — one is an extraordinarily good 

introduction or example of the so-called confessional load that Robert Lowell got in on a 
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little late, but was one of the leaders.  “Skunk Hour,” on 2774.  This is from Life Studies, 

the book published in 1959.  Notice that it’s dedicated to Elizabeth Bishop.  She and 

Lowell were good friends who corresponded constantly and critiqued each other’s 

writing. 

 Talking about his summer house at Nautilus Island in Maine, off Castine, Maine 

— or he’s in Castine.  But at any rate, this is just — well, look how it goes.  He talks 

about the old lady who lives up there who buys all the property and lets the eyesores fall 

down.  Third stanza: 

  The season’s ill— 

  we’ve lost our summer millionaire, 

  who seemed to leap from an L. L. Bean 

  catalogue.   

The L. L. Bean catalogue is ubiquous now but it wasn’t so much exactly back then.  But 

I think that’s perfect.  Look at the light tone. 

  And now our fairy 

  decorator brightens his shop for fall; 

  his fishnet’s filled with orange cork, 

  orange, his cobbler’s bench and awl; 

  there is no money in his work, 

  he’d rather marry. 

I’m assuming that he’s really talking about a real man in this village as the summer 

season is ending and the weather is coming on.  Notice that the things this guy is 
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selling, the decorator is selling, are instruments of work, instruments of labor.  A 

cobbler’s bench and the awl.  Or fishermen’s nets.  And yet he’s filled these working 

nets with corks or probably Japanese glass balls.  You know, objects of labor have 

turned into things of decoration. 

 Well the poem begins to take kind of an odd turn when — we had the first person 

plural.  We’re talking about “our” summer millionaire.  But then we get a specific 

evening. 

  One dark night, 

  my Tudor Ford climbed the hill’s skull; 

  I [first person] watched for love-cars.  Lights turned down, 

  they lay together, hull to hull, 

  where the graveyard shelves on the town. . . . 

  My mind’s not right. 

Hello.  This strange image — we start with a light image about the eccentric old lady 

and then the eccentric decorator, and then he goes to lovers lane where he sees these 

cars laid together, hull to hull, like boats next to a graveyard.  Like coffins.  And then 

suddenly, “My might’s not right.” 

  A car radio bleats, 

  “Love, O careless Love. . . .”  I hear 

  my ill-spirit sob in each blood cell, 

  as if my hand were at its throat. . . . 

  I myself am hell; 
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  nobody’s here— 

    * * * 

  only skunks, that search 

  in the moonlight for a bite to eat. 

  They march on their soles up Main Street: 

  white stripes, moonstruck eyes’ red fire 

  under the chalk-dry and spar spire 

  of the Trinitarian Church. 

    * * * 

  I stand on top 

  of our back steps and breathe the rich air— 

  a mother skunk with her column of kittens swills the garbage pail. 

  She jabs her wedge-head in a cup 

  of sour cream, drops her ostrich tail, 

  and will not scare. 

 What a strange image at the end.  I stand on top of our back steps.  I once 

named this kind of poetry I stand in the backyard, burning trash meditations because 

often that seems to be what’s going on.  There’s an ordinary occupation in an ordinary 

place, and something — some kind of epipheny, perhaps, or some kind of knowledge is 

given to the speaker who feels like he has to talk about it.  I need to locate this.  If 

anybody can find it for me, I’d appreciate it.  But I swear not a month after I said I stand 

in the backyard, burning trash poetry, I picked up a magazine and there was a poem by 
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John Updike that began, “I stand in the backyard, burning trash.”  I promise that’s true.  

But I don’t have the energy to go and try to locate that thing anymore.  “My mind’s not 

right.”  That’s jarring.  That’s almost like a sour note and yet it’s exactly the truth.  One of 

his many breakdowns.  

 “For the Union Dead” is an answer to a poem by Allen Tate, one of his 

associates who also studied with John Crowe Ransom.  A little bit older than Lowell.  

But Allen Tate had written a long poem honoring the deaf of the Confederacy.  And 

Lowell sets his in Boston near the monument made for Colonel Shaw and his black 

regiments that died fighting in South Carolina, I believe it was.  Did you see that movie?  

It was called — I’ve got the data — “Glory” in 1989, Denzel Washington?  Matthew 

Broderick played Colonel Shaw.  And judging from the statue, Matthew Broderick 

looked like Colonel Shaw — or Colonel Shaw looked like him, however you want to do 

it.  Very young. 

 But, at any rate, they are building — or digging up the middle of Boston to put in 

this parking garage and he is watching through the fence.  You know how they put up 

viewing places around construction in cities?  Line 11. 

  . . . One morning last March, 

  I pressed against the new barbed and galvanized 

    * * * 

  fence on the Boston Common.  Behind their cage, 

  yellow dinosaur steamshovels were grunting 

  as they cropped up tons of mush and grass 
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  to gouge their underworld garage. 

Isn’t that a nice image?  Yellow dinosaur steamshovels.  That’s what they look like. 

  Parking spaces luxuriate like civic 

  sandpiles in the heart of Boston. 

  A girdle of orange, Puritan-pumpkin colored girders 

  braces the tingling Statehouse, 

    * * * 

  shaking over the excavations, as it faces Colonel Shaw 

  and his bell-cheeked Negro infantry 

  on St. Gaudens shaking Civil War relief, 

It’s a bas relief, raised long, a sculpture.  And he mentions that two months after they 

left Boston and went down to fight, half the regiment was dead. 

  Their monument sticks like a fishbone 

  in the city’s throat. 

  Its Colonel is as lean 

  as a compass-needle. 

And, of course, they died.  Line 41. 

  On a thousand small town New England greens, 

  the old white churches hold their air 

  of sparse, sincere rebellion; frayed flags 

  quilt the graveyards of the Grand Army of the Republic. 

Which, of course, is the old name for the Union Army. 
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  The stone statues of the abstract Union Soldier 

  grow slimmer and younger each year— 

  wasp-waisted, they doze over muskets 

  and muse through their sideburns . . . 

You’ve seen that all your life, little towns in the square, and there’s a statue of a Union 

soldier if you’re up north or the statue of a Confederate soldier if you’re in the 

courthouse square in a Southern country.  What tickles me is they are identical statues 

except for what’s inscribed on the thing beneath it.  After the war some enterprising 

person went all over the South and all over the North, and sold every little town a 

memorial with the little soldier.  You know, their little hats were the same and their 

bayonets.  Paint it blue, paint it gray. 

 Line 54: 

There are no statues for the last war here; 

of course would be World War II. 

  On Boylston Street, a commercial photograph 

  shows Hiroshima boiling 

    * * * 

  over a Mosler Safe, the “Rock of Ages” 

  That survived the blast. 

I have seen that ad.  It really exists.  It shows the wreckage, the smoldering wreckage, if 

it was Hiroshima, and this big safe.  You know, “Hey, we made it through the A-bombs.  

We must be good enough for your small town,” or whatever their idea was. 
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  .. . . Space is nearer. 

Remember, this is 1960 and the beginning of the so-called space race. 

  When I crouch to my television set, 

  the drained faces of Negro school-children rise like balloons. 

So he’s back to the same theme, in a way, because the unreconstructed South is still 

resisting social justice and integration in 1960.  I believe — I think I read somewhere 

that Lowell was specifically thinking about the integration of the New Orleans public 

schools which was not done with much grace.  There were — that was what was on the 

television at the time.  But the end of this sums up the ‘50s for me. 

  The Squarium is gone.  Everywhere, 

  giant finned cars nose forward liks fish; 

  a savage servility 

  slides by on grease. 

 Such a soul, such an ignoble place Boston has become.  Instead of this thing of 

idealism and Colonel Shaw and his noble cause, we have now our construction of 

parking lots and oil and grease.  And those cars were amazing.  They were absolutely 

amazing.  The SUV phenomenon is still amazing to me.  But, nevertheless, they’re not 

quite as ridiculous as some of those cars that looked like they could literally leave the 

earth if you could ignite their tails.  Have you ever seen these things?  I mean, the 

Cadillac, of all things, looked like a rocket.  Ford always had these big round taillights 

like jet engines.  The back of the 1959 Chevrolet, which would’ve been driving around in 

Boston at this time, looked like cat eyes.  I had one.  Hardtop. 
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 [Inaudible student response] 

That was supposed to be aerodynamic.  Well.  It did.  Buck Rogers.  Perfect. 

 Well, let’s look at Gwendolyn Brooks.  1917-2000.  I’m gonna check on that.  My 

notes say she died in 2001, but we will see.  You know, sometimes I don’t want to 

undermine your faith in the written word because most of your teachers undermine your 

faith in the written word anyway since we read theory that tells us that language does 

not really say what it means and that the author doesn’t know what he means in the first 

place, and that we certainly couldn’t understand it if we were attempting to understand 

it.  So we can just, you know, destroy all authenticity of any art that ever occurred 

anyway.  But I will further shake your credulity in words by telling you that the notes 

here about Gwendolyn Brooks seem to me to be extremely wrong.  

 I think this is true but overstated that she is from two different generations of 

African American writers.  She begins in the tradition of people like Langston Hughes 

and Countee Cullen, and she ends more in the tradition of Emaru Baraka or Rita Dove, 

or later more militant writers — Alice Walker — because she lives so long she spans 

these generations and because she began in 1945 with her first book.  In fact, as a 

young girl she met Langston Hughes who read her poetry, her juvenile poetry, and 

encouraged her. 

 But I think they have made a — overstated, saying “Brooks’s poetry, too, 

changed in both its focus and its technique.  Her subjects tend to be more explicitly 

political and to deal with questions of revolutionary violence and issues of African 

American identity.”  This is true.  But it also suggests in here somewhere that she no 
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longer — she no longer honored the idea of an integrated society or of audience.  

 But she read here in 1986 and her poetry was neither militant nor particularly 

political.  She certainly had just nearly a lily white audience here in southwest Missouri, 

and she was so gracious and so generous and so lovely.  She volunteered to go over to 

Phelps School, the school for the gifted, and talk to those kids and she was just really 

wonderful.  We filled up Ellis Recital Hall.  I don’t know why we didn’t have it in a bigger 

venue.  We had to put people up on the stage.  We violated the fire codes all over the 

place ‘cause they were, you know, in the aisles and this and that.  She was just — just 

great. 

 Anyway, she was born in Topeka but Gwendolyn Brooks is from Chicago.  She is 

a Chicago poet all the way.  Bronzeville an old name for South Chicago’s black area.  I 

don’t think you’ll ever forget the poem called “the mother.”  That shake you up?  I feel 

strange as a man commenting on poems about abortion.  I don’t know — I’m not really 

sure how much right males have to speak on the subject of that.  But this certainly 

creates in me, at least, an overwhelming empathy and I can imagine what it might do to 

you. 

 But let me read this.  I’m in the midst of the beginning of a visual migraine, and if 

I can’t do it I’ll quit.  But right now I think I can. 

  “the mother” 

  Abortions will not let you forget. 

  You remember the children you got that you did not get, 

  The damp small pulps with a little or with no hair, 
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  The singers and workers that never handled the air. 

  You will never neglect or beat 

  Them, or silence or buy with a sweet. 

  You will never wind up the sucking-thumb 

  Or scuttle off ghosts that come. 

  You will never leave them, controlling your luscious sigh, 

  Return for a snack of them, with gobbling mother-eye. 

     * * * 

  I have heard in the voices of the wind the voices of my dim killed children. 

  I have contracted.  I have eased 

  My dim dears at the breasts they could never suck. 

  I have said, Sweets, if I sinned, if I seized 

  Your luck 

  And your lives from your unfinished reach, 

  If I stole your births and your names, 

  Your straight baby tears and your games, 

  Your stilted or lovely loves, your tumults, your marriages, aches, and 

deaths, 

  If I poisoned the beginnings of your breaths, 

  Believe that even in my deliberateness I was not deliberate. 

  Though why should I whine, 

  Whine that the crime was other than mine?-- 
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  Since anyhow you are dead. 

  Or rather, or instead, 

  You were never made. 

    * * * 

  But that too, I am afraid, 

  Is faulty: oh, what shall I say, how is the truth to be said? 

  You were born, you had body, you died. 

  It is just that you never giggled or planned or cried. 

    * * * 

  Believe me, I loved you all. 

  Believe me, I knew you, though faintly, and I loved, I loved you 

  All. 

I don’t know that anybody needs to write another poem about that.  Seems to me that 

pretty much sums it up.  However you wish to take it. 

 Did you get a kick out of “a song in the front yard”?  I’m just wondering if this is a 

little girl of 13 or a grown woman in her twenties who is expressing these thoughts.   

  I’ve stayed in the front yard all my life. 

  I want a peek at the back 

  Where it’s rough and untended and hungry weed grows. 

  A girl gets sick of a rose. 

  I want to go in the back yard now 

  And maybe down the alley, 
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  To where the charity children play. 

  I want a good time today. 

I like it about the mother sneering and she says, 

  . . . I say it’s fine 

  How they don’t have to go in at quarter to nine. 

So obviously she does — I have a theory about that.  I can always determine how much 

children were loved by their parents by when they had to come in at night.  When did 

you have to come in?  Was there a time?  Was it when the streetlights came on or — 

 [Inaudible student response] 

When your dad yelled.  Did he have a time or did he just feel like it? 

 [Inaudible student response] 

You were not left out there with the other children who didn’t have to go in?  You never 

had to say, “But . . . but Scottie’s still playing, you know.  I can still see.”  And my mother 

would say, “Scottie’s mother doesn’t love him.”  You know, so hey.  The other key is 

how many crayons did you have on the first day of school?  Four?  Sixty-four?  You had 

the big fat ones that you had to hold in your fist?  Yeah.  I had eight.  But then I had to 

come in early, too, so it balances out, I guess.   Oh, I hate it when those kids would 

have those coliseums.  They’d break out and open up into ranked things, you know.  

They had sharpeners and colors like magenta and silver.  You know, what do you ever 

do with silver?  I’m sorry.  Why I was thinking of that.  Anyway, she’s thinking she’d like 

to be bad. 

 This thing gets anthologized all the time and particularly in reference to gang-
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bangers.  “We Real Cool” — 2782.  Who — what earlier poet does she seem to be 

influenced by in this poem? 

  THE POOL PLAYERS. 

 SEVEN AT THE GOLDEN SHOVEL. 

  We real cool.  We 

  Left school.  We 

   * * * 

  Lurk late.  We 

  Strike straight.  We 

   * * * 

  Sing sin.  We 

  Thin gin.  We 

   * * * 

  Jazz June.  We 

  Die soon. 

That sound like Langston Hughes?  Many of his poems are like that. 

 “The Bean Eaters” is like a painting.  It’s kind of like a little genre piece of these 

two old people together, eating beans “in their rented back room that is full of beads and 

receipts and dolls and cloths, tobacco crumbs, vases and fringes.” 

 I have not read “A Bronzeville Mother Loiters in Mississippi” for a long time and I 

would like to do a little research on it.  I’d forgotten it was in this section.  But the point of 

view is bizarre.  Apparently, the Mississippi mother who’s burned the bacon is white and 
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her husband is either a defendant or a lawyer in a trial of a white who has committed 

violence upon a black.  And in this case, it seemed to be a young person — but was 

acquitted.   

  Nothing could stop Mississippi. 

  He knew that.  Big Fella 

  Knew that. 

 I grew up with these trials, these amazing trials, where Billy Bob and Bobby Joe 

would, you know, be — they’d have overwhelming evidence of their guilt, but they’d 

have an all-white, all-male jury who would acquit, who would find there was insufficient 

evidence.  And it didn’t take ‘em more than 30 minutes usually to do it.  And, ‘course, 

Life magazine would publish these pictures.  Red Man seemed to be the tobacco of 

choice, with these guys with these huge jaws and these smirks on their faces.  In the 

last several years you may have noticed every now and then they’ll bring another guy to 

justice.  They just got the guy who — a year or so ago who bombed the little girls in 

Birmingham.  So little by little it comes around. 

 But Emmett Till — “The Last Quatrain of the Ballad of Emmett Till” on page 2786, 

that one I do know about.  Emmett Till was a 14-year-old African American lynched in 

Mississippi.  He was from Chicago and he was visiting relatives.  He did not know the 

ways of this place.  They said, more than the leering, apparently Till whistled at the wife 

of this little grocery store owner.  Lewis Buddy Norden has a tremendous novel called 

Wolf Whistle which is based on — have you read that?  It is a really, really good book.  

And Norden’s autobiography, Boy with Loaded Gun, talks about that.  He was, of 
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course, about 10 years old — he was about 12 years old when Emmett Till was lynched 

and it had a tremendous effect on Norden.  All of us. 

 She mentions “Emmett’s mother is a pretty-faced thing; the tint of pulled taffy.”  

His mother took his body and exhibited it in Chicago when it was days old, and he’d 

been in Mississippi for days.  He’d also been shot in the head and he’d also been 

beaten.  It was not pretty.  And there was quite a bit of controversy about whether she 

should have displayed her child in this disfigured shape, and she maintained that she 

wanted the world — like Jackie Kennedy said when they told her to get the blood off her 

skirt and change clothes after Dallas, that she wanted them to see what they’d done.  If 

you’ve ever seen the picture of Emmett Till’s body, you’ll never forget it.  After they killed 

him, they tied him in chains to a fan from a cotton gin and threw it in the Mississippi.  I 

don’t know how in the world the body was ever recovered, but it was. And they were 

acquitted.  The murderers were acquitted. 

 “The Blackstone Rangers” — it’s 1968.  Let me read you another poem from 

1960.  I happen to have my autographed copy of Gwendolyn Brooks here and I happen 

to know it was February 4th, 1986, when she read.  At the end of the reading — after the 

reading I was talking to Brooks and I said, “You didn’t read my favorite poem.”  And she 

said, “What’s that?” and I said “The Chicago Defender Sends a Man to Little Rock.”  

She said, “Oh, you liked that poem?”  And she said, “I don’t like it anymore,” and I’ll tell 

you about that when we get to the end.  She said, “I don’t like the ending anymore.”  It’s 

really awful to hear somebody tell you, you know, that they don’t like their poem 

anymore when you think it’s one of the best things you’ve — you know, that’s ever 
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come along.  It’d be like, you know, Bob Marley saying he didn’t like “No Woman, No 

Cry” anymore.  But I liked it.  I don’t know why I couldn’t think of any example.  It’d be 

like Clapton saying, “Yeah, I co-wrote ‘Leila’ and I’m sorry.”  You had to listen to it so 

long. 

 But, at any rate, she was such a lady.  She was so gracious.  Her handshake 

was — her skin was so soft.  I was just falling in love with this woman in her seventies.  

She said, “Oh, why do you like that poem?”  The Chicago Defender is a black 

newspaper in Chicago that sent this report down to Little Rock during the integration of 

Little Rock Central High School.  The 101st Airborne was sent by Eisenhower to enforce 

this integration after Governor Faubus — who I hope you have forgotten about; if you 

never learned about him it’s all right — had nationalized the Arkansas — I mean, had 

put the Arkansas National Guard there to stop these nine young people from entering 

the school.   

 And she said, “Well, why do you like that poem?”  I said — this is Fall, 1957.  I 

said, “Well, ‘cause I was there” and she said, “Oh.”  I said, “I’m from Little Rock.”  “How 

old were you in 1957?”  “Eleven.”  Okay.  It’s like all right.  In this case I can deal with it.  

But, you know, had I been my parents’ age, it might’ve been different. 

 I’m gonna read you this poem.  It’s about the universality of evil, is one way to 

look at it.  But you have to know that Little Rock, Arkansas, for 10, 20, probably still 

around the world was known as — because it happened there first — was symbolic of 

everything wrong with the American South, of everything wrong with America’s racism, 

Jim Crow-ism and all that other stuff, and people from Arkansas — well, you just didn’t 
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tell people you were from Little Rock if you were not in the State.   Fall 1957. 

  “The Chicago Defender Sends a Man to Little Rock” 

  In Little Rock the people bear 

  Babes and comb and part their hair 

  And watch the want-ads, put repair 

  To roof and latch.  While wheat toast burns 

  A woman waters multiferns. 

 

  Time upholds or overturns 

  The many, tight, and small concerns 

 

  In Little Rock the people sing 

  Sunday hymns like anything, 

  Through Sunday pomp and polishing. 

 

  And after testament and tunes, 

  Some softened Sunday afternoons 

  With lemon tea and Lorna Doones. 

 

  I forecast  

  And I believe 

  Come Christmas Little Rock will cleave, 
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  To Christmas tree and trifle, weave, 

  From laugh and tinsel, texture fast. 

 

  In Little Rock is baseball; Barcarolle. 

  That hotness in July . . . the uniformed figures raw and implacable 

  And not intellectual, 

  Batting the hotness or clawing the suffering dust 

  The Open Air Concert, or the special twilight green . . . . 

  When Beethoven is brutal or whispers to lady-like air 

  Blanket-sitters are solemn, as Johann troubles to lean 

  To tell them what to mean. . . . 

You got this?  People in Little Rock go to baseball games and they listen to concerts in 

the park. 

  There is love, too, in Little Rock.  Soft women softly 

  Opening themselves in kindness, 

  Or, pitying one’s blindness, 

  Awaiting one’s pleasure 

  In azure 

  Glory with anguished rose at the root. . . . 

  To wash away old semi-discomfitures. 

  They re-teach purple and unsullen blue, 

  The wispy soils go.  And uncertain 
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  Half-havings they have clarified to sures. 

 

  In Little Rock they know  

   Not answering the telphone Is a way of rejecting life, 

  That it is our business to be bothered, is our business 

  To cherish boors or boredom, be polite 

  To lies and love in many-faceted fuzziness 

 

  I scratch my head, massage the hate-I-had. 

  I blink across my prim and pencilled pad. 

  The saga I was sent for is not down. 

  Because there is a puzzle in this town 

  The biggest News I do not dare 

  Telegraph to the Editor’s chair: 

  “They’re like people everywhere.” 

  The angry editor would reply 

   in hundred harryngs of Why 

  And true, they’re hurling spittle, rock, 

  Garbage and fruit in Little Rock. 

  And I saw a coiling storm a-writhe 

  On bright madonnas.  
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