
I'.iiigues of Castro, wliicli arc ahoul as 
uplifting as the dis((uisitioiis ol Origeii. 

The ha rd historical t ruth is that the 
pursuit of power—with all tha t it means 
ill terms of wheel ing and dealing—has 
t r iumphed over religious i\ispiration, 
revolutionary fervor, or the vision ol 
statesmen. In politics statesmen are as 
lare as politicians are common. And, 
when the most powerful position in the 
free world might come to them through 
the har.sh realities of national politi(\s, 
v-̂ ho will now bother to speak to and foi-
generations not yet born? The Johnsons 
and the Walpoles win. After Walpole 's 
defeat it was not Pitt who secured tlie 
prizes, b u t Walpole 's disciples, ti'ained 
ill his techniques and nur tured in his arts 
of manipulat ion. All they wan ted was 
Walpole 's clothes. They kept (he war, 
a n d m a d e it global. 

J H E S E are sad thoughts under sad, 
sad clouds in a sadder landscape: bu t 
then 1967 is a sad prospect. Increasing 
war, elusive victory, race riot and tur
moil, an adolescent generation that is in
creasingly bewi ldered by a vision of life 
that contains satisfaction without hope, 
riches without magnanimit) ' , and 
achievement wi thout purpose. A^'hat a 
change in a few brief years. 

A few brief years, therein lies our solc^ 
hope: the hope that a .statesman will 
emerge who will raise the dialogue of 
politics, who will not be afraid to use the 
language either of scorn or magnanimity, 
fj'sten to the words of that William Pill 
to the House of Lords when h e p leaded 
in 177,5 for peace with the Arneiican 
colonists, which, of cour.se, their lord
ships rejected: 

. . . Yet, when I coii.sider the whole 
ease as it lies before me, I am not iimcli 
astonished, I am not surprised, that 
men who hate liberty should detest 
those who prize it; or tliat those who 
want virtue themselves should endeav
or to persecute those who possess it. 
. . . The whole of >onr political con
duct has been one continued series of 
weakness, temerity, despotism, ifino-
rance, futility, neiiligence, and the most 
notijrious servility, incapacity, and cor
ruption. On reconsideration I must 
allow you one merit, a strict attention 
to your own interest, in that view you 
appear sound statesmen and iioliti-
cians. You well know, if the present 
measure should prevail, that jou must 
instantly relinquish your places. Such 
then being your precarious situations, 
who .should wonder that you can put 
a negative on an>' measure which must 
annihilate your power, deprive you of 
yoiu- emoluments, and at once reduce 
you to that state of insignificance for 
which God and nature designed you. 

W o u l d that words such as these were 
hea rd again. W o u l d they not waken the 
Senate and reverberate across the na
tion? Words , words, we heed words as 
much as actions. —J. H. Pi.tiMn. 
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ONE THING AND ANOTHER 

When Poets Looped the Loop 

IT W A S a great t ime out there , those 
years when the literary life flour
ished so heartily, sometimes b u m p 

tiously, always excitingly, from the 
century 's turn to the fading out of the 
1920s. T h e Chicago Renaissance, proud 
Midwesterners called it with a slap-
h a p p y inexactness, because how could 
there b e a rebirth of something that until 
then had not existed in and around the 
prairie country's metropolis: a whole 
communi ty of people talking about 
l i terature and frequently creating it, 
poets singing, storytellers telling sto
ries in new forms, critics serving eagerly 
as midwives to fresh talent: an army 
with banners , which seemed quite sud
denly to spring fi'om all around those 
wide horizons. 

Well, yes, there had been some nota
ble individual literary talents in the Mid-
v.-est before this ferment got under way: 
E. W. Howe (The S/or;/ of a Coiiutni 
Toivn), H. B. Fuller (flic Cliff-Dicel-
Icrs), H a m h n Garland (Main-TraocUed 
Roads). They were worthy pioneers but 
lonely ones, who coidd not have fore
seen the explosion that was imminent. 
-Λη explosion and not, I repeat, a renais
sance. But we might as well stop qiiib 
bling about that , and at the same lime 
excuse the late Dale Kramer for going 
along with a gaudy tag and making it the 
title of his last book, Chicago Rciiais-
souce: The Literan/ Life in the Mi(hocsl 
1900-1930 (Appleton-Centiiry, $7.9.5). 

So, foi' the most part , were I lie stars ol 
Mr. Kramer's pageant . And what a host 
of meinories and pleasures, successes and 
failure their names evoke—Flo\d Dell, 
Theodore Dreiser, Edga r Lee Masters, 
\ ' achcl Ijindsay, Francis I lacket t , Har
riet Monroe, Ben Hecht , Arthur Davison 
Ficke, and, br inging up the end of llu^ 
piocession in a sort of postscri|-)t, such 
latter-day Chicagoans as fames T. l^u-
rell and Nelson Algren, who are impor
tant here chiefly as inheritors of those 
who went befoie. (Tha t is to say, I'ar-
rell could not have become the writer he 
is without the Dreiser influence.) There 
is danger , of course, in growing romantic 
about that Chicago dawn when a covey 
of rebels were raucously cult iug loose 
from the genteel tradition. There is e\'en 
more danger , I think, in underest l inaling 
it or in neglecting, in the American way, 
what is .still .so valuable, enjoyable, and 
instructive in our past . 

No doubt there was a naivete about 
those somewhat self-consciously defianl 
men and women, with their endless dis

cussion of art for art's sake vs. realism, 
their political manifestoes, their tortured 
adjustments to "pagan love" ("free love" 
seemed a shade too c r u d e ) , and their 
ferocious running fight with the Philis
tines, of whom pork-rich Chicago had 
more than its share. W h a t they unques
tionably h a d was a vitality, an (essential 
concern with l i terature as life, tha t does 
not seem to be exactly prevalent today. 
It ranged from Dreiserian despair to 
the childlike optimism of the poet Lind
say, who went forth among the farmers 
to preach "neighborhood democracx' and 
beauty ," lecit ing his ballads as h e went 
in return for lodging and food. H o w in
nocent, you seem to hear a Greenwich 
Village beatnik asking, can a guy get? 
Moreover, they fell in a n d out of love, 
nuide off with one another 's wives and 
husbands, by turns quar re led and gen
erously defended one another—and, un
like the modern Bohemians, went on 
working. 

Mr. Kramer was nei ther a l i teiary crit
ic nor a literary historian of the calibci' 
of Van \V\ck Brooks, bu t h e was a dili
gent chronicler and restorer. And so 
those who know the name ol I 'rancis 
Hacket t only as t he author of lleiinj ihe 
Eighth and Francis the First will find 
him he ie as the young Ir ishman who in 
1912, not long out of his teens, m a d e 
the Chicago Evening Post's l iterary 
pages dance with his wit, his hot-tonn-
pered insistence on the right of l i terature 

FRASER YOUNG'S 
LITERARY CRYPT No. 1225 

A cnjptognim is tvriting in cipher. 
Every letter is part of a code that re
mains constant thronfiliont the puzzle. 
Answer No. 1225 will he fonnd in the 
next issue. 

U OAMKOS OAZUAPII KH Κ WUXS 

CT UXTKXD'tl SUHAKIIA DC 

PFULF XAPRCOX RCCWH KOA 

HIRBALD. -NUFFDAXRAOM 

Anstver to Literary Crypt No. 1224 
Some people do not become thinkers 

simply because their memories are too 
good. 

—NIETZSCHE. 
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to be boin and appreciated. Here are the 
gallant Aiiss Monroe, who founded the 
invaluable and .still existing Poetry mag
azine, and another dauntles.s lady editor, 
Margaret Anderson, whose Little Re-
lieic was to introduce Joyce's Vly.sse.i to 
America. Sadness goes hand in hand 
with glory, as when Masters's Spoon 
River Anthology, his still-haunting mas
terpiece, came too late in his passion-
ridden life to allow time for further 
giowth. We smile at Sherwood Andei-
son's theatricality, and wince at iiis be
trayal by a yoimg writer whom he had 
befriended, Ernest Hemingway. The 
troubadour \vho \\'ent out to convert the 
fanners takes his own life. 

Was there something about Chicago, 
as it then was, that gave them their spe
cial exuberance, even those who wound 
lip in dark places? One must believe so, 
l"or that was the Chicago of Sandburg's 
poem, the muscular Tool-maker and 
Stacker of Wheat. It was still the gate
way to the frontier, and rang with the 
frontier's echoes. It roared with vulgari
ty and menace. It liicd. The aspiring 
writers who came to it, usually from 
>;mall towns, also had lived. Some of 
ll'.em had ridden the rails, worked with 
their hands, acquired a rough-and-ready 
socialism in hobo jungles. By the time 
they reached Chicago the\' had some
thing to .sing, say, or shout about, and 
that is what chiefly distinguishes them 
from their mild-voiced, more "lefined" 
counteiparts in our time. It is not to 
denigrate serious realists of our da)' to 
venture the notion that they SLifter b\' 
tomparison with Dreiser because the)' 
do not begin to know life as he knew it. 
Not always for I'easons of theii' own mak
ing, they are withdrawn and specialized, 
delicately self-searching and tiiesomeh' 
self-pitying. Our major poets now are 
surely more subtle than Lindsay, but are 
they more poetic than the Lindsa)' ol 
"General William Booth Enters Hea\ en ' 
whose bardie art restored poetry in his 
time to the people? "Booth beat boidh' 
on his big bass drum. . ." The music still 
resounds. 

It was the literar\· capital of America. 
II. L. Mencken said so, in 1920. But 
then, in a matter of a few years, it was 
not. New York glitter and the magnet ol 
money drew most of them away, and 
most of them never wrote so well again. 
There were exceptions — Ring Lardnei 
(whom Mr. Kramer imaccountably 
leaves unmentioned), the Dreiser of An 
American Tragedy, Hackett as a biogra
pher and critic. Others simply becanit; 
slick, like Ben Hecht, who turned into a 
roman candle heading off in all direc
tions. Chicago had shaped them andthen 
lost them, and itself was never again to 
be quite the same place without them. 
The aimy with banners had gone, but it 
made a mighty shovii before time caught 
up with it. —JOHX K. HUTCHEN-S. 
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Squalls in the Windy City 

Division Street: America, by Studs 
TerkeJ (Pantheon. 381 pp. $5.95), 
composed of tape-recorded talks 
nitli seventy Chicagoans, conveys 
the loneliness, aimlessness, and mal
aise that haunt contemporary Ameri
cans. Herbert Mitgang, author and 
critic, is currently editing Carl Scmd-
burg's letters. 

By HERBERT MITGA.NC 

NOBODY in Division Street: America 
would make the invitation list for 

a Truman Capote masked ball. They are 
not Beautiful People or People Who Can 
Do You Some Good. Studs Terkel, a 
Chicago radio interviewer [see Sii, TV 
AND RADIO, Dec, 24], created his book 
from tape-recorded talks with seventy 
people—landladies, cops. Golden Glov
ers, senior citizens, homeowners and 
homemakers, schoolteachers, salesmen, 
Negroes and other minorities, socialites, 
and members of the John Birch Society. 
Out of all this comes an interior sociologi
cal study, not necessarily valid and uni
versal for the types covered but effective 
in conveying the mumbled malafse that 
haunts many Americans at the Iwo-
Ihirds-ol-a-cenfury mark. 

All the interviews, running from one 
to se\en pages each, are with Chica
goans. including those who arrived from 
other pajts of the countr)' because this 
city was somehow their place of dreams. 
So these are, to begin with, regional 
people living in a Nelson Algren Ge-
lipuiia: "It's every man for himself in this 
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hired air. Yet once you've become part 
of this particular patch, you'll never love 
another. Like loving a woman with a 
broken nose, you may find lovelier love
lies. But never a lovely so real," 

Selection being the essential element 
of taped talks, the author's personal vi
sion of his city comes across clearly. 
Despite the vitality that runs through 
the book the loudest sounds are of 
loneliness, aimlessness, unhappiness. Lis
ten to the voices of the pseudonymous 
people: 

Lois Arthur, e;uly sixties, ex-domestic: 
"I'm praying and hoping for just one 
thing, that the white man does not get 
to the moon, if there's anybody up there. 
The> don't have to be colored, black, 
just different. I certainly hope that the 
white man don't get up there with his 
piejudices and spoil the moon . . . I like 
the Bomb, because it's not prejudiced." 

Jim Campaigne, twenty-five, neigh
borhood newspaper editor: "There is a 
frustration that is horrifying. In my com
munity as well as anywhere else. You 
can't pin it down to one thing. Some 
people worry about the big problems. 
You listen to the chatter of people in 
supermarkets, on trains, everywhere . . . 
I'm not gonna lose any sleep over the 
Bomb. It bothers me the same way the 
possibility of getting killed in an auto 
bothers me." 

Dennis Hart, twenty-six, cab-driver: 
"I am now a member of the John Birch 
Society. It is a great society, one I believe 
in and one I wordd fight lor . , . Martin 
Luther King scares nic because he's done 
destructive things in peaceful ways . . . 
To me the nltimate leader· would be 
General MacArthur." 

Elizabeth C^hapin, seventy-five, wid
ow: "I can't get this [newspaper photo
graph of a terrified Vietnamese woman 
and her child] out of my mind. That 
woman has the same right to live and the 
same right for her—shall we say freedom? 
—or at least her chances to live and not 
lie cowed clown, protecting her naked 
child, while soldiers go by. That picture 
has moved me a great deal. . . Don't you 
think at this time in our life, in our cul
ture, we should be able to do something 
beside shoot each other?" 

Jan Powers, twenty-four, magazine 
staff' member: "I don't notice the world. 
I'm very bored . . . \'ietnam? Isn't that a 
shame? (Laughs softly.) I saw a film on 
Vietnam, it showed the actual fighting. 
It looked ridiculous, just a bunch of kids. 
It was actually embarrassing to watch 
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