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obliterate the immenseness of the city. That this Chicago reminiscence comes
just before Sandburg relates his trip out to Kansas is significant for the
Chicago trip closes that part of the book which depicts events in their in-
dividual settings. Together with the hobo trip to Kanmsas, it forms a transition
in his understanding of his past. That the Chicago trip takes place when Sand-
burg was eighteen and the Kansas one when he waé nineteen gives tﬁis latter

chapter the status of a rite of passage.

From the moment Sandburg leaps into an open boxcar of a running train there
develops a sense of the openness of the Middle West and the unlimited future it
may represent.

From then on I stood at the open side door,
watched the running miles of the long corn
. . . .Crossing the long bridge over the
Mississippi River my eyes swept over it

with a sharp hunger.3

When he gets to Fort Madison on the other side of the river he says to him-—
self, "Now I am in Iowa, the Hawkeye State, my first time off the soil of

Illinois, the Sucker State."4

Sandburg works his way to Keokuk where he spends several days learning the
craft of the hobo. The Keokuk interlude culminates in an all<night ride in a
boxcar well into Missouri where he stops for two weeks at Bean Laﬁe to work on a
railroad section-gang. Then he hops another freight to Kansas City where he
walks all around "comparing it to Galesburg, Peoria, Keokuk, and Chicago."5 Five
years before William Allen White had arrived in Kansas City from the other direction.

Perhaps because he had come to make his fortune, White didn't notice until years

later the drabness of the failed boom town. When he looked back at this period

























































~ On Space and Spaciousnéss

Bernard F. Engel

It is often assumed that the Middle West has an ethos of space, that the
existence of land extending for a thousand miles unpent by mountain or sea must
inspire spaciousness of mind and spirit. One sees indications of such an ethos
even on the Atlantic coast, as in Cotton Mather's proud declaration that the
vine of Godliness has "sent its Boughs unto the Atlantic Sea Eastward, and its
Branches unto the Connecticut River Westward." By the time of the Revolution,

Paine and Franklin were taunting the British with impertinent questions about
how the rulers of a mere island could expect to control the populace of a continent.

Speculations on the importance of space were fortified by early nineteenth
century theories that climate and topography shape individuals and their culture--
mountgin people are tall and ébu]lient, flatlanders squat and torpid, those of us
reared in Oregon especially sexy (well--there has to be some accounting of my
magnetism). .

The underlying notion that grandeur lies in the geographical extent of America
appears throughout nineteenth century literature dealing with the Middle West. In
Henry Hirst's poem "The Coming of the Mammoth" the great beast, defying the Indians'
god, smashes through the forest, leaps the Mississippi, tops the summit of the
Rockies, and disappears in the Pacific, the marvel of his bulldozering progress over
so varied a topography implying unbounded possibility. In Henry Rowe Schoolcraft's
"Rise of the West," the Mississippi Valley's extent is in itself a guérantee that
great cities and civi]iiation will come. In Longfellow's "Song of Hiawatha," the

hero traverses leagues of forest, prairie, and mountain to seek out his errant father.
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Most famously, Whitman constantly declares marvelling confidence in the
material and spiritual resources of the West: A1 the pulses of the world . .
with this Western movement beat" ("Pioneers! O Pioneers!"). And Sandburg's "Chicago"
is an early twentieth century declaration that the power and vitality--though not the
sublimity--of earlier expectation have indeed been achieved.

No doubt the faith that geographical space leads to large-scale human development
was fortified by the steamboat and the railroad, inventions appearing just as pioneers
were filling up the Midwest. The sudden increage in man's ability to move through and
occupy great stretches of territory must have appeared to the emigrants to be evidence
of Divine will.

Today, only a handful of the hyper—entﬁusiastic seems to value exploration into
outer space. Perhaps Americans of the late twentieth century have given up the
old dream. And, indeed, the assumption that unbounded physical space brings spacious-
ness of mind and spirit should be reexamined. Paine and Franklin to the contrary,
insular England did come to control continents. Constricted Athens has contributed
rather more to civilization than, say; Stalin's Russia or the dictator-infested
pambas of southern South America. Fof that matter, the American South, perhaps be-
cause self-consciousness straitened its expansion, did not develop a space ethos
though the Georgian and Alabaman had as much room to thevwest as the Ohioan and the
Michiganian. And literary and social critics often have asserted that the "mind"
of the Middle West itself has exhibited not freedom from limitation but the most
barbed and confined of provincial immurements.

Nor has movement of people always resulted in expansion of spirif. The wanderings
of my mother's grandparents from Ireland to Minnesota and Kansas, of her parents to
Texas and Colorado before finally settling in California, of my father's parents to

Washington Territory--his mother from Ireland, his half-Irish, half-German father from
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Pennsylvania--seem to have represented no special urge to fulfillment but rather
a typical restless drifting through space they did not know what to do with, a
ricocheting from one mortgage to another that was hardly more volitional than
the travels of a tumbleweed.

My ancestors' ambulations have Teft no detectable benefits or impairments in
me. Much of my own wandering was at the expense of the frugal taxpayer, since the
Army in the early 1940s, not knowing what to do with a grossly nearsighted G. I.
who scorned "Timited service"--a category seemingly filled with bellyachers and
grifters--booted me about to sixteen different posts and stations in this country
before happenstance placed me in the Infantry (which promptly sent me to Europe as
a rifleman, since in the combat arm any body is useful that can sniff its way to the
‘latrine and feel its way to the pro station).

One might also observe that space has failed many:  ask all those prairie
wives whose lives are accuraté1y represented by Beret in Ole Rolvaag's Giants in the
Earth. Perhaps the truth is that Americans have failed to understand that what space
represents is neither a new garden of Eden nor "theIGreat American Desert" but simply
an opportunity. Like that famous tree that has bedeviled generations of philosophy
classes--if it falls where no ear can hear it, does it make a sound?--space may have
no resonance in our minds if we bring nothing to it. Bernard Duffey finds Sandburg's

poetry to show a land of "indeterminate space and time" (Centennial Review, Summer

1979). This feeling that there are no native marks and bounds is comparable to the
bé]ief shown in Frost's "The Gift OQutright," the idea that we must give ourselves to
this American land "vaguely realizing westward," that it is nothing ag long as it is
"unstoried, artless, unenhanced. "

The view that the American land was simply empty, that everything it would become

would be developed from or added to it, not found within it, has a long history.
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ing American art knows how enriching an appreciation of a painting can be

when it is connected to a poem treating a similar subject. Joseph Stella's
painterly homage to Broolkyn Bridge is certainly enhanced with a few choice
lines from Hart Crane's immemorial poem The Bridge, or one's observation of
Thomas Eakins' superb portrait of Walt Whitman is augmented with some lyrics

from the famous creator of Leaves of Grass. A reading of William Cullen

Bryant's lovely "To Cole, the Painter, Departing for Europe'' provides a

greater understanding for the inspiration behind Kindred Spirits, Asher B.

Durand's classic visual testimonial to the affinity between the poet Bryant

and the artist Cole on the sad occasion of Cole's death. Such experiences
leave one with questions about the theoretical construct which binds the
various art forms and which informs the interdisciplinary approach. Huddleston
and Noverr, with probing insights in the introduction, address these questions
and make a solid case for the reasons for the historical bond between American
poets aqd painters, many of whom, like Cole ana Bryant, have known each other

and admired each other's work.

In the introduction, Huddleston and Noverr suggest that, despite the real
differences between their art forms, the natural blending of artist and poet in
America emerged because of the tendency of many American artists to work with
the concrete, representative image, even in the Twentieth Century. Also, both
artist and poet are vitally concerned with exactness of detail, whether it be
in diction or visual imagery. Through the special discipline of their modes,
both can express the spiritual dimension of matter. A number of American

artists have written well on American themes which they were tracing in their






