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FROM VOUR PRESIDENT 

It was wonderful to see so many of our Society's members at last Ma^/'s 

For those of you who weren't able to attend, we broke with tradition for our 20th dnniversary meeting and 

gathered at the East Lansing Holiday Inn, where some of us were unceremoniously bounceo rrom tne bar on 

Thursday night because it was filled to capacity with college kids watching the Detroit Piston? on big screen TVi 

However, the lovely party Roger and Mary Bresnahan hosted after the conference ended on Saturda^/ mors 

than compensated for Friday night's humiliation ( I ' ve been kicked out of better places). The food served at Roger 

and Mary's was unbelievably delicious, especially that 20th anniversary cake! They were wonderrul hosts and 

we deeply appreciate al l the work they put into that special celebration. 

Another fond memory of last May's conference was that of meeting several younger professors and graduate 

students, new members of the Society who were reading papers for the very f i rst time. It 's always cACit ing and 

rewarding to help initiate a young person into the mysteries of our profession, and I'm hoping we as a Society can 

actively recruit more new members throughout the com ing year 

I had a unique opportunity to spread the word about the Society this summer when I participated in an NEH 

Summer Seminar on the American Playwright at Columbia. Several members of the group presented Daperson 

Midwestern playwrights, and I encouraged each of them to submit a proposal in February to the Conference 

Planning Committee. 

At our business meeting in May we discussed the need to recruit new members, since the Society is now 20 

years old and many of our founding members may be retir ing soon and may no longer be as active as they were 

formerly. Could each of you help with this recruitment effort during the academic year? Are there facuiiy 

members or graduate students at your institution whose research interests relate in some way tn Midwestern 

literature and culture? If each of us could identify one potential member, provide that person with information 

about the Society, encourage/assist him/her in developing a paper for our conference H C A I Ma/, and br ing that 
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person to the conference, we could have a very interesting and lively meeting ana also heio to insure tnat tne 

pioneer work that Dave and the founding members have done over the past 20 years will rnntinue through the 

21 st century, 

To Implement our recruitment program, I am suggesting to Dave that each current member who br ings a 

new member to the 21 st annual conference in May of 1991 be registered in a drawing to be held at the Friday 

night banquet. The new member and old member whose names are drawn will have their conference registration 

fees refunded. All Society members who bring new members to the conference will be introduced, along with 

their proteges, at the banquet and recognized for their service to the Society. 

I'm looking forward to seeing many of you at the MLA convention in December. To celebrate our 20th 

anniversary, the Society will be hosting a special program at the Newberry Library honoring Midwestern 

writers. Since the convention will be held In Chicago this year, a location central to many Society members' 

home Institutions, we hope that a large number of you will be able to attend. Until then, have a gxxl semester. 

Sincerely, 

MarciaNoe, President 
Society for the Study of Midwestern Literature 
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S o c i e t y f o r the Study of Midwestern L i t e r a t u r e 
B u s i n e s s Meeting Minutes 

S p r i n g 1990 

The S o c i e t y f o r t h e S t u d y o f M i d w e s t e r n L i t e r a t u r e b u s i n e s s 
m e e t i n g was h e l d a s p a r t o f t h e S o c i e t y ' s a n n u a l c o n f e r e n c e , The 
C u l t u r a l H e r i t a g e o f t h e M i d w e s t , a t t h e H o l i d a y I n n , E a s t 
L a n s i n g , on S a t u r d a y , May 12, 1990. M a r c i a Noe, P r e s i d e n t o f t h e 
S o c i e t y , p r e s i d e d . 

The f o l l o w i n g i s s u e s w e r e r a i s e d and c o n s i d e r e d by t h e 
membership: 

1. Members w e r e p o l l e d c o n c e r n i n g t h e i r p r e f e r e n c e s f o r f u t u r e 
SSML c o n f e r e n c e l o c a t i o n s i n E a s t L a n s i n g . Those p r e s e n t 
p r e f e r r e d a r e t u r n t o t h e K e l l o g g C e n t e r on campus a t M i c h i g a n 
S t a t e U n i v e r s i t y ; h o w e v e r , t h e membership d i d not w i s h t o t i e t h e 
hands o f t h o s e n e g o t i a t i n g f o r s p a c e and r a t e s f o r f u t u r e 
c o n f e r e n c e s by r e q u i r i n g u s age o f t h e K e l l o g g C e n t e r . I n t h e 
e v e n t t h a t t h o s e m a k i n g a r r a n g e m e n t s f o r f u t u r e c o n f e r e n c e s f e l t 
i t b e s t t o u s e t h e H o l i d a y I n n a g a i n , t h e membership r e q u e s t e d 
t h a t rooms w i t h s o l i d — r a t h e r t h a n h o l l o w , moveable p a r t i t i o n — 
w a l l s be s p e c i f i e d f o r f u t u r e m e e t i n g s . N o i s e t r a n s f e r h a s been 
a s i g n i f i c a n t p r o b l e m a t s e s s i o n s t h i s y e a r . 

T h o s e a t t e n d i n g a l s o e x p r e s s e d a p r e f e r e n c e t h a t f u t u r e SSML 
c o n f e r e n c e s be h e l d i n c o n j u n c t i o n w i t h t h e E a s t L a n s i n g A r t F a i r 
i f p o s s i b l e . 

2. D i s c u s s i o n a l s o a r o s e c o n c e r n i n g p o s s i b l e f u t u r e homes f o r 
t h e S o c i e t y and p o s s i b l e c o n f e r e n c e s i t e s away f r o m M i c h i g a n 
S t a t e U n i v e r s i t y and E a s t L a n s i n g . 

The m e m b e r s h i p r e c o g n i z e d t h e work l o a d and r e s p o n s i b i l i t y 
i n v o l v e d i n r u n n i n g t h e S o c i e t y and t h e a n n u a l c o n f e r e n c e , but 
e x p r e s s e d a p r e f e r e n c e t h a t t h e y r e m a i n a t E a s t L a n s i n g . 

I n t h e e v e n t t h a t t h e S o c i e t y a n d / o r t h e C o n f e r e n c e w e r e t o 
move, i t w a s f e l t t o be i m p o r t a n t t h a t t h e new s i t e be a m a j o r 
c i t y t o a l l o w c o n v e n i e n t , i n e x p e n s i v e a i r t r a v e l f o r t h e member-
s h i p . 

P o s s i b l e a l t e r n a t e s i t e s m e n t i o n e d i n c l u d e d C h i c a g o and 
T o l e d o . 

3. The p o s s i b i l i t y o f a s e c o n d — o r m i d - y e a r — c o n f e r e n c e a t a 
l o c a t i o n o t h e r t h a n E a s t L a n s i n g was r a i s e d . F u t u r e d i s c u s s i o n 
on t h i s t o p i c i s e x p e c t e d . 

The p o s s i b i l i t y o f a December 27, 1990, m e e t i n g a t t h e 
N e w b e r r y L i b r a r y i n C h i c a g o was r a i s e d . S h o u l d t h i s m e e t i n g t a k e 
p l a c e , an e f f o r t w i l l be made t o a t t r a c t p r e v i o u s a w a r d w i n n e r s , 
p a r t i c u l a r l y t h o s e who have won t h e Mark T w a i n Award. 
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4. A Membership Development Committee was e s t a b l i s h e d . Ronald 
Grosh w i l l c h a i r t h i s committee. Donald Pady and Robert Wharton 
w i l l a l s o s e r v e as committee members. The committee w i l l work to 
i n c r e a s e membership and to s e t up a data base of members. 

5. Robert Wharton suggested t h a t much more could be done to 
encourage S o c i e t y membership and c o n f e r e n c e p a r t i c i p a t i o n by 
T h e a t e r Departments and those i n t e r e s t e d i n drama. Hi s 
s u g g e s t i o n was r e f e r r e d to the new Membership Development 
Committee, headed by Ron Grosh. 

6. David Anderson's s u g g e s t i o n t h a t the S o c i e t y c o n s i d e r the 
p o s s i b i l i t y of w r i t i n g a D i c t i o n a r y or E n c y c l o p e d i a of Midwestern 
L i t e r a t u r e was e n t h u s i a s t i c a l l y supported by the membership. A 
committee was e s t a b l i s h e d to l e a d t h i s e f f o r t . P h i l i p G r e a s l e y 
w i l l c h a i r the committee. Bob B e s a c k e r , Ronald Grosh, Guy 
S z u b e r l a , and Robert Dunne w i l l s e r v e on the committee. The 
committee w i l l r e p o r t i t s p r o g r e s s through the N e w s l e t t e r and a t 
f u t u r e meetings. 

7. The membership were informed t h a t the S o c i e t y f o r the Study 
of Midwestern L i t e r a t u r e L i b r a r y i s now housed i n the M o r r i l l 
H a l l Reading Room on the Michigan S t a t e U n i v e r s i t y campus. At 
the t i m e the d e c i s i o n was made to p l a c e the c o l l e c t i o n t h e r e , the 
Michigan S t a t e U n i v e r s i t y A r t s & S c i e n c e s Dean made promises t h a t 
the S o c i e t y would have adequate space f o r i t s c o l l e c t i o n . - The 
a c q u i s i t i o n and r e c e i p t of the W i l l i a m Thomas c o l l e c t i o n make the 
M o r r i l l H a l l space no longer adequate. 

The membership expr e s s e d support f o r the S o c i e t y l e a d e r s h i p 
i n n e g o t i a t i n g f o r l a r g e r and b e t t e r space w h i l e r e t a i n i n g 
c o n t r o l over the c o l l e c t i o n by the S o c i e t y and e n s u r i n g t h a t the 
c o l l e c t i o n would be m a i n t a i n e d as a s e p a r a t e e n t i t y , not 
i n t e g r a t e d w i t h other l i b r a r y h o l d i n g s . 

8. The need was e x p r e s s e d f o r f u l l e r i n v o lvement i n S o c i e t y 
p l a n n i n g and d e c i s i o n - m a k i n g by S o c i e t y O f f i c e r s and Board. One 
i d e a f o r i n c r e a s i n g c o n t i n u i t y and involvement was movement to a 
system i n v o l v i n g a s u c c e s s i o n of ascending o f f i c e s , h e l d i n t u r n 
by i n d i v i d u a l s knowing t h a t i n i t i a l e l e c t i o n would mean a m u l t i -
year commitment of t h e i r time and e f f o r t . Another id e a mentioned 
was movement to a longer P r e s i d e n t i a l term of o f f i c e . 

A committee was e s t a b l i s h e d to examine the b y l a w s and r e p o r t 
p o s s i b l e c o u r s e s of a c t i o n to the membership. Roger Bresnahan 
w i l l c h a i r the committee. David Anderson, M a r c i a Noe, P h i l i p 
G r e a s l e y , and Marc Van Wormer w i l l a l s o s e r v e on t h i s committee. 

The committee i s to r e p o r t to the membership through the 
N e w s l e t t e r . 

9. Gwendolyn Brooks' g i f t to the S o c i e t y , making p o s s i b l e the 
Midwest H e r i t a g e P r i z e s and c a sh awards f o r the b e s t c r i t i c a l 
a r t i c l e and the b e s t p o e t r y or f i c t i o n s u b m i s s i o n of the y e a r . 
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w i l l soon r u n o u t . D i s c u s s i o n c e n t e r e d on means f o r a l l o w i n g 
c o n t i n u a t i o n o f t h e s e c a s h a w a r d s i n t h e f u t u r e — p e r h a p s a t t h e 
$50 o r $100 l e v e l s . 

One i d e a s u g g e s t e d was s o l i c i t a t i o n o f l i m i t e d s p o n s o r s h i p 
( p e r h a p s one a w a r d f o r one y e a r ) o f t h e s e a w a r d s by t h e 
membership, book p u b l i s h e r s , and o t h e r i n t e r e s t e d i n d i v i d u a l s and 
gr o u p s . An a l t e r n a t i v e s u g g e s t i o n i n v o l v e d b u d g e t i n g t h e 
c o n f e r e n c e and s e t t i n g c o n f e r e n c e f e e s a t a l e v e l w h i c h w o u l d 
a l l o w p r i z e m o n e y — a t w h a t e v e r l e v e l was deemed a p p r o p r i a t e — t o 
be p a i d . The f i n a l s u g g e s t i o n i n v o l v e d o f f e r i n g w i n n e r s i n e a c h 
c a t e g o r y f r e e c o n f e r e n c e a t t e n d a n c e i n t h e y e a r f o l l o w i n g t h e i r 
a w a r d . 

R e s p e c t f u l l y s u b m i t t e d , 

P h i l i p K< Greasfl/ey 
S o c i e t y f o r t h e S t u d y o f M i d w e s t e r n L i t e r a t u r e , I n c . 
R e c o r d i n g S e c r e t a r y 
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BEFORE THE ACCIDENT 

An e x c e r p t from Chapter 1, " B e f o r e the A c c i d e n t , " i n 
The Vorth of the H a r v e s t : James H e a r s t and_His_PoetrY. 

J e f f S e a r s 

James S c h e l l H e a r s t , born August 8, 1900, t o C h a r l e s E r n e s t 

H e a r s t and Anna K a t h e r i n e H e a r s t (nee S c h e l l ) of Cedar F a l l s , 

Iowa, probably c o u l d not have helped but become a s u c c e s s f u l 

farmer, t e a c h e r , and "man who makes poems,"! once the 

c i r c u m s t a n c e s of h i s l i f e pushed him i n those d i r e c t i o n s . H i s 

people on both s i d e s had been f a r m e r s , t e a c h e r s , f i n e c r a f t s m e n , 

and l o v e r s of books s i n c e long b e f o r e h i s P e n n s y l v a n i a a n c e s t o r s 

heard some of the t h e i r n eighbors i n the next c o l o n y f i r e " t h e 

shot heard round the world."2 

According to h i s g r a n d f a t h e r , James Hearst the e l d e r , whose name 

young James i n h e r i t e d , the H e a r s t s had a l w a y s been, before 

a n y t h i n g e l s e , f a r m e r s ; f a r m e r s i n s o u t h e r n S c o t l a n d , the H e a r s t 

a n c e s t r a l home; f a r m e r s i n n o r t h e r n I r e l a n d , where the Hearst 

c l a n had emigrated i n the mid-seventeenth c e n t u r y ; and f a r m e r s i n 

the New World, t o which they had come i n 1750. P e r r y County, 

P e n n s y l v a n i a , became the H e a r s t a n c e s t r a l home i n the New World, 

and i t was t h e r e t h a t the e l d e r James H e a r s t was born, i n 1830. 

M i g r a t i n g t o P i q u a , Ohio, w i t h h i s p a r e n t s , and l a t e r moving on 

t o R ockford, I l l i n o i s , G r a n d f a t h e r Hearst had f i n a l l y s e t t l e d i n 

Cedar F a l l s , where i n 1864 he founded Maplehearst farm, on 160 

a c r e s of the b e s t Iowa farmland , 3 1/2 m i l e s southwest of town. 

He brought w i t h him the seeds of New England maples and apple 
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t r e e s , and a s t u r d y , G o d - f e a r i n g outspoken n a t u r e hewn out of two 

g e n e r a t i o n s of plowing P e n n s y l v a n i a g r a n i t e and t a s t i n g hard New 

England freedom. 

By the y e a r of James S c h e l l H e a r s t ' s b i r t h , Maplehearst had 

expanded by another q u a r t e r s e c t i o n , t o 320 a c r e s ; and 

G r a n d f a t h e r H e a r s t , now 70 had y e a r s e a r l i e r l e t the r u n n i n g of 

i t s h i f t t o h i s second son, James' f a t h e r , and r e t i r e d to h i s 

t r e e s and bees. N e v e r t h e l e s s , G r a n d f a t h e r H e a r s t stood a s a 

s t r o n g example t o h i s e l d e s t grandson. I t would be 1951 b e f o r e 

H e a r s t would s a y a n y t h i n g s p e c i f i c about any member of h i s f a m i l y 

i n h i s poems; but when he f i n a l l y d i d , i t was t o p r a i s e h i s 

G r a n d f a t h e r H e a r s t , i n a poem c a l l e d "Orchard Man": 

G r a n d f a t h e r came from a town meeting c o u n t r y , 

A meeting house man w i t h no g i v e to h i s morals . . . 

I n B l a c k Hawk county i n the Red Cedar V a l l e y 

he l a i d down h i s c o r n e r s and s i g h t i n g from t h e s e 

t o a s l o w r o l l of ground he r a i s e d up a farmhouse, 

a s i m p l e w h i t e farmhouse surrounded by t r e e s . 

But . . . t h e s e p l a i n s of abundance seemed almost a s i n 

he was awed by a farm t h a t was n o t h i ng but land. 

He withdrew t o an o r c h a r d e n c r u s t e d w i t h b e e h i v e s , 
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, w i t h man more tha n honey h i s theme of r e s e a r c h , 

where he taught h i s grandsons w i t h tough r i g h t e o u s s p i r i t 

t h e d i f f e r e n c e i n duty t o s t a t e and t o c h u r c h . 

H i s p r i n c i p l e s n e v e r s p a r e d anyone Judgment 

though h i s e y e s were l e s s s t e r n t h a n the words t h a t he spoke 

when he was c o r r e c t i n g a n e i g h b o r ' s o p i n i o n s . . . 

he was m o s t l y d i s l i k e d by r e s p e c t a b l e f o l k . . . 

The man who came begging got more tha n he a s k e d f o r 

w h i l e G r a n d f a t h e r h e l p e d him chop wood f o r h i s food ' 

he examined f a i t h and h i s concept of duty 

the tramp u s u a l l y l e f t us a s f a s t a s he c o u l d . . . 

When he took t o h i s bed G r a n d f a t h e r r e q u e s t e d 

t h a t t h i s g r a v e be marked by a New Eng l a n d s t o n e 

a s i f he and g r a n i t e had something i n common, 

he d i e d a s he'd l i v e d , u n a f r a i d and a l o n e . 3 

G r a n d f a t h e r H e a r s t d i e d i n 1907, h a v i n g a l r e a d y p l a n t e d i n h i s 

namesake t h e s e e d s of endurance, and a deep d i s t r u s t of t h o s e who 

p r o f e s s a " h y p o c r i t i c a l m o r a l i t y . "4 The v i s u a l symbol of the New 

En g l a n d h e r i t a g e he brought t o h i s grandson was t h e maple grove 

he had p l a n t e d on h i s Cedar F a l l s homestead b e f o r e he had done 

a n y t h i n g e l s e . B r e a k i n g t h e f l a t Iowa sod w i t h h i s John Deere 

s t e e l plow, he had thrown h a n d f u l s of maple s e e d s i n t o t h e 



f u r r o w s ; an a c r e t h i c k w i t h s i l v e r maples s t i l l dominates the 

s k y l i n e near t h e o l d M a p l e h e a r s t s i t e . 

M a p l e h e a r s t farm, where James' f a t h e r , h i s two H e a r s t u n c l e s , and 

two of h i s f o u r H e a r s t a u n t s were born, a s w e l l a s James and h i s 

o l d e r s i s t e r ( H e l e n L o u i s e ) and h i s two younger b r o t h e r s (Robert 

and C h a r l e s J . ) , was a charming and busy co m b i n a t i o n of 

Hampshire/Poland-China hog r a i s i n g , p u r e b r e d S h o r t h o r n cow 

m i l k i n g , c o r n f i e l d s , oat f i e l d s , and a l f a l f a f i e l d s — n o t t o 

mention h i s g r a n d f a t h e r ' s a p p l e o r c h a r d and h i s mother's garden 

and c h i c k e n s . The work a t M a p l e h e a r s t , a s on a l l farms a t t h e 

t u r n of the c e n t u r y , was done a t t h e slow, s t e a d y pace of h o r s e s 

and hands. Few p o e t s have r o o t s t h a t s i n k a s deep i n t o t h e s o i l 

of t h e w o r l d ' s a g r i c u l t u r a l c e n t e r , and H e a r s t would remain 

immersed i n the l i f e of t h i s f a r m u n t i l he moved to town 43 y e a r s 

l a t e r . d he would a l w a y s remember the farm i n h i s poetry, 

e s p e c i a l ^ ^ t h e farm of h i s boyhood: how "day s t r e t c h e d i n t o 

t w i l i g h t , " how " t i r e d h o r s e s shake t h e i r h a r n e s s , " how each day 

t h e H e a r s t s and t h e i r many h i r e d men and women t r a v e l l e d " t h e i r 

e v e n i n g p a t h s , t h e p a t i e n t network t h a t b i n d s < t h e i r > f a c t s t o 

<fariiifirs> f o r l i f e . "5 

R e s p e c t f o r e d u c a t i o n was a l s o a g i v e n i n t h e H e a r s t f a m i l y . I n 

1876, t h e Iowa S t a t e Normal S c h o o l , now t h e U n i v e r s i t y of 

N o r t h e r n Iowa, was founded i n Cedar F a l l s , i n a bu i i n g 

o r i g i n a l l y e r e c t e d t o house C i v i l War orphans. S i n c e t h e n u n t i l 



10 

H e a r s t ' s death I n 1983, a Hearst was a s s o c i a t e d w i t h the s c h o o l 

f o r a l l but f i v e y e a r s of i t s h i s t o r y . H e a r s t ' s mother, who had 

attended C o r n e l l C o l l e g e a t Mount Vernon, Iowa, was s e c r e t a r y to 

!• S. N. S. p r e s i d e n t Homer V. S e e r l e y u n t i l her marriage. 

H e a r s t ' s Aunt Mary was a l i f e l o n g f a c u l t y member a t I . S. N. S. , 

f i r s t i n the Department of E n g l i s h and l a t e r i n the Department of 

R e l i g i o n . H e a r s t ' s f a t h e r , n a t i o n a l l y known a s a farm l e a d e r and 

cofounder of the American Farm Bureau F e d e r a t i o n , was never 

a s s o c i a t e d w i t h I . S. N. S., but he too was d e d i c a t e d to 

e d u c a t i o n . With h i s i n h e r i t e d New England b e l i e f i n p u t t i n g 

s c i e n c e to p r a c t i c a l use, he helped i n i t i a t e the famous s h o r t 

c o u r s e s f o r f a r m e r s which a r e s t i l l conducted by Iowa S t a t e 

U n i v e r s i t y i n Ames. 

The H e a r s t s a l s o had a genuine l o v e of good books. G r a n d f a t h e r 

S c h e l l , a c a b i n e t maker from B a v a r i a , c o u l d s p i n a w o n d e r f u l l y 

c o m p l i c a t e d f a i r y s t o r y a s d e f t l y a s he c o u l d handle a wood 

c h i s e l ; h i s g r a n d c h i l d r e n knew Grimm's f a i r y t a l e s i n German long 

b e f o r e t h e y c o u l d r e a d them i n E n g l i s h . G r a n d f a t h e r H e a r s t , t r u e 

to h i s Hew England u p b r i n g i n g , would o f t e n r e a d W h i t t i e r ' s 

"Snowbound" aloud on a w i n t e r ' s evening. A t r o o p of d e d i c a t e d 

a u n t s on both s i d e s — A u n t V i o l a , Aunt Mary, Aunt Ida, two Aunt 

J e n n i e s , and more—made C h r i s t m a s and b i r t h d a y s the o c c a s i o n of 

new books and magazine s u b s c r i p t i o n s f o r the c h i l d r e n . Even 

H e a r s t ' s younger b r o t h e r Robert, the l e a s t i n c l i n e d t o indoor 

a c t i v i t i e s , was known t o s i t down o c c a s i o n a l l y w i t h the l a t e s t 



11 

Rover Boys a d v e n t u r e . 

But i t was James' mother who p a r t i c u l a r l y urged, and sometimes 

e n f o r c e d , her t a s t e f o r good l i t e r a t u r e on h e r c h i l d r e n . She 

made good p o e t r y a p a r t of t h e i r e v e r y d a y l i v e s , a s when she and 

James r e c i t e d a l t e r n a t e s t a n z a s of "The Wreck of the Hesperus" 

w h i l e d o i n g d i s h e s t o g e t h e r . And when James, a t age 9, won a 

copy of H o r a t i o A l g e r s ' s Rags t o R i c h e s f o r memorizing the most 

B i b l e v e r s e s t o be r e c i t e d i n Sunday s c h o o l , h i s mother threw i t 

i n t h e f i r e . They would not, she s a i d , have s u c h t r a s h i n t h e i r 

home. 

When young James became o l d enough t o b e g i n d e v e l o p i n g h i s own 

l i t e r a r y t a s t e s , h i s f i r s t t u r n , l i k e t h a t of a l l farm boys w i t h 

v i v i d i m a g i n a t i o n s , was toward the r o m a n t i c . F o r though he was 

eager, l i k e h i s b r o t h e r s , t o g r a d u a t e f i jm c h i c k e n c h o r e s t o a 

man's work, he a l w a y s f e l t t h a t farm l i f e "was a h a r d p r o c e s s t o 

a d j u s t t o . " 6 Or, t o echo h i s t h o u g h t s more b l u n t l y : "Who would 

want t o be a f a r m e r and work h i s a s s o f f ? " 7 He found escape i n 

t h o u g h t l e s s farm-boy p r a n k s , l i k e s t i c k i n g a c o r n cob i n an o l d 

p l o w h o r s e ' s " r e a r end"8 t o s e e i f she'd go a l i t t l e f a s t e r . But 

he found h i s h a p p i e s t e s c a p e i n l i t e r a t u r e , e s p e c i a l l y t h e n o v e l s 

of S i r W a l t e r S c o t t : 

I found m y s e l f moody, i r r i t a b l e , s t u b b o r n , r e s e n t f u l of my 

s h a r e of t h e c h o r e s . Sometimes I knew I had been adopted 



12 

. and made t o do the h a r d e s t work of anyone. . . . 

I loved a c o r n e r where I s a t hidden w i t h a book . . . My 

f o l k s had a s e t of S c o t t ' s n o v e l s and when I became o l d 

enough t o r e a d them I found my n i r v a n a . I can s t i l l hear my 

f a t h e r coming i n t o the house and a s k i n g , "Where's t h a t 

boy?"9 

F o l l o w i n g t h i s r o m a n t i c enlightenment, G r a n d f a t h e r H e a r s t ' s maple 

grove saw many reenactments, Tom Sawyer s t y l e , of these and o t h e r 

adventure s t o r i e s . Tending toward the "dreamy" ( h i s own 

a d j e c t i v e ) , James was l e a r n i n g a l e s s o n commonly taught i n h i s 

day: t h a t the world of everyday e x p e r i e n c e and the world of 

l i t e r a t u r e s h o u l d not touch. 

The o n l y r e a l break from the farm's r i g i d r o u t i n e came on 

Sundays. Yet James a l s o f e l t oppressed by h i s G r a n d f a t h e r 

H e a r s t ' s s t r i c t S c o t c h - P r e s b y t e r i a n sabbath. E a r l i e r g e n e r a t i o n s 

of H e a r s t s , o r i g i n a t i n g i n the S c o t t i s h lowlands, had been 

" s t e r n l y moral"10 Nonconformists p e r s e c u t e d d u r i n g Great 

B r i t a i n ' s c i v i l and r e l i g i o u s wars of the s e v e n t e e n t h c e n t u r y . 

G r a n d f a t h e r H e a r s t stood e q u a l l y f i r m . "The Sunday was the 

Sabbath," H e a r s t wrote, "and on the Sabbath one d i d not run and 

p l a y , nor w h i s t l e and shout, nor throw a b a l l , nor even have a 

f i r e i n the cookstove."11 Sunday mornings meant d r i v i n g t o t h ^ 

C o n g r e g a t i o n a l 1 s t Church i n Cedar F a l l s f o r a s o b e r i n g sermon; 
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H e a r s t w o u l d w r i t e o f t h e s e s e r m o n s t h a t a f t e r w a r d " I had a 

s o l e m n f a c e a s I d i d t h e c h o r e s / A n d wondered i f I c o u l d be 

t r u s t e d a n o t h e r week."12 I n t h e a f t e r n o o n s t h e c h i l d r e n w e re 

d e l i v e r e d t o t h e i n s t r u c t i o n o f one o f t h e i r f a t h e r ' s u n m a r r i e d 

s i s t e r s , whom J a m e s r e g a r d e d a s a s o r t o f P r o t e s t a n t nun. T h i s 

was p e r h a p s t h e l e a s t p a i n f u l p a r t o f S u n d a y s f o r him, s i n c e he 

owed t o t h e s e s e s s i o n s h i s s o l i d command o f t h e B i b l e . B i b l i c a l 

p h r a s e s , i n c i d e n t s , and l e s s o n s l e a r n e d on t h e s e S u n d a y s e c h o 

t h r o u g h h i s p o e t r y , a s p a r t o f h i s H e a r s t h e r i t a g e and o f t h e 

v e r n a c u l a r o f A m e r i c a n f a r m l i f e : 

. . . D i g f o r y o u r s e l v e s , t u r n t h e e a r t h , 

m i r a c u l o u s manna w a i t s on y o u r need 

f o r l a s t J u d g m e n t s when meadows l i e down 

i n a t e m p e s t o f f r o s t . . . 

Come, s p i t on y o u r h a n d s , . . . 

. . . I t e l l y o u t h e d a y 

c r o u c h e s b e s i d e u s w a t c h i n g , 

a n d you a r e n o t s a v e d . 

L e t t h e s p a d e welcome t h e hand 

t h a t b u i l d s on r o c k . 1 3 

F o r a l l t h i s , t h o u g h , H e a r s t ' s f a t h e r a n d g r a n d f a t h e r were g e n t l e 

a n d c h e e r f u l men, a t l e a ^ t wh t h e y were n o t g i v i n g h i m one o f 

t h e " e n d l e s s l e c t u r e s " 1 4 w h i c h he w o u l d remember i n t o o l d age. 
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Yet. d e s p i t e H e a r s t ' s r e s p e c t f o r them, he f e l t t h e r e was a 

measure of n e e d l e s s r i g o r i n them which he would t r y to r e s i s t i n 

h i m s e l f throughout h i s l i f e . James o f t e n f e l t t h a t h i s f a t h e r i n 

p a r t i c u l a r s i m p l y worked too h a r d (even i f i t wasn't a l w a y s a t 

f a r m i n g ) , and showed too l i t t l e of h i s a f f e c t i o n f o r h i s f a m i l y . 

I n h i s poem " F a t h e r " (1976), H e a r s t f i n d f a u l t w i t h h i m s e l f , and 

w i t h h i s b r o t h e r s and s i s t e r s , f o r f o l l o w i n g the tone h i s f a t h e r 

s e t : 

. . . b l i z z a r d winds 

shook t h e house, snug a s s q u i r r e l s 

we burrowed i n our q u i l t s 

u n t i l morning came . . . / 

The u p s t a i r s (was) an a r c t i c cave . . . 

but f a t h e r 

b r a v e d i t and we h e a r d him d o w n s t a i r s 

shake the h a r d - c o a l s t o v e 

u n t i l i t s i s i n g l a s s e y e s 

glowed r e d . . . 

But no one s a i d , thank you, 

or p r a i s e d him, or s i m p l y , 

we l o v e you.15 

A f a s c i n a t i o n w i t h words, and t h e urge t o w r i t e , f o l l o w e d young 

James* i n t e r e s t i n r o m a n t i c n o v e l s . He had r e a d e v e r y book i n 
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h i s , c o u n t r y s c h o o l ' s s m a l l l i b r a r y w e l l b e f o r e he e n t e r e d t h e 

e i g h t h grade, and a t the same time he had t r i e d h i s own hand a t 

w r i t i n g . The f i r s t i n a t h i r t y - y e a r l i n e of l i t e r a r y a d m i r e r s 

and mentors was h i s e i g h t h - g r a d e t e a c h e r , a young woman named 

• I g a L u n d e l l . She p r a i s e d t h e v e r s e which he s h y l y c o n f i d e d to 

her, and s e t him the t a s k of p u t t i n g the s t o r i e s i n t h e i r 

l i t e r a t u r e t e x t i n t o rhymed c o u p l e t s . Two l i n e s remain: 

And t o t h e poor dog he would not g i v e a bone. 

So he was t u r n e d i n t o a b l a c k s t o n e . 1 6 

There i s some q u e s t i o n a s t o whether t h e r e was a c t u a l l y - a bone i n 

t h i s s t o r y , or whether James added one h i m s e l f f o r the s a k e of 

the rhyme. I n any c a s e , he was e n c h a n t e d w i t h Miss L u n d e l l ' s 

a t t e n t i o n . "Do you wonder," he wrote, " t h a t I l o v e d h e r ? " 1 7 

When James g r a d u a t e d from M i s s L u n d e l l ' s c l a s s i n 1913, he 

e n t e r e d T e a c h e r s C o l l e g e High S c h o o l ( t h e Iowa S t a t e Normal 

S c h o o l had become Iowa S t a t e T e a c h e r s C o l l e g e i n 1909), and i n 

h i s f i r s t t e r m i n E n g l i s h he s c o r e d 97 out of a p o s s i b l e 100. But 

he q u i c k l y l e a r n e d from h i s a d o l e s c e n t p e e r s t h a t boys were not 

supposed t o do n e a r l y t h a t w e l l i n any s u b j e c t , so the next t erm 

h i s s c o r e i n E n g l i s h was a more a c c e p t a b l e 74. A "C" a v e r a g e i n 

a l l s u b j e c t s was James' g o a l i n h i g h s c h o o l ; and of c o u r s e p o e t r y 

was, a t l e a s t f o r the moment, out of the q u e s t i o n . H e a r s t ' s 

s t r o n g e s t memories of h i s h i g h s c h o o l y e a r s were b e a t i n g 
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c r o s s t o v m r i v a l Cedar F a l l s High i n f o o t b a l l 38 to 0, p i t c h i n g 

semipro b a s e b a l l i n l i t t l e towns a l l over E a s t e r n Iowa, and 

meeting h i s f u t u r e w i f e C a r m e l i t a Calderwood a t a b a s k e t b a l l game 

w i t h h e r s c h o o l , E a s t High i n n e i g h b o r i n g Waterloo. 

When the time came f o r James t o p l a n f o r l i f e beyond h i g h s c h o o l , 

he d e c i d e d t o e n r o l l i n the p r e m e d i c a l c o u r s e a t Iowa S t a t e 

T e a c h e r s C o l l e g e . Though he had a l w a y s had a s p e c i a l 

r e s p o n s i b i l i t y on t h e farm a s t h e e l d e s t son, f o u r of h i s u n c l e s 

and one aunt were M.D.s, so a f a t h e r i n c l i n e d t o sup p o r t whatever 

d e c i s i o n h i s son r e a c h e d c o u l d f i n d no r e a s o n not t o g i v e h i s 

b l e s s i n g . B e s i d e s , though James would J o i n • Xanho, a 

pr e d o m i n a n t l y a t h l e t i c f r a t e r n i t y on campus, he s t i l l commuted 

home e v e r y day t o h e l p w i t h t h e work of the farm. And James' 

h e l p was a s important a s ever , a s h i s f a t h e r become i n c r e a s i n g l y 

i n v o l v e d i n p o l i t i c s ; James' f i r s t y e a r of c o l l e g e c o i n c i d e d w i t h 

America's involvement i n World War I , and w i t h t h e s t i r r i n g s of 

th e postwar c o n t r o v e r s y over farm p r i c e s u p p o r t s t h a t would 

command the a t t e n t i o n of farm l e a d e r s f o r t h e next twenty y e a r s . 

James' i n t e r e s t I n w r i t i n g r e v i v e d i n c o l l e g e , t o the p o i n t t h a t 

he found h i m s e l f e n r o l l e d i n more l i t e r a t u r e c o u r s e t h a n a premed 

a d v i s o r would have found a d v i s a b l e . But i n t h o s e c l a s s e s he 

l e a r n e d much t h a t would impede h i s p r o g r e s s a s a w r i t e r . He 

l e a r n e d t h a t l i t e r a t u r e i n E n g l i s h meant E n g l i s h l i t e r a t u r e — t h e 

Romantics and M i l t o n , mainly. He l e a r n e d t h a t p o e t r y meant 
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s t r i c t prosody; Milton's f r e e - v e r s e play Samson Agonl^stes, for 

example, was studied only i n summary form, while Paradise Lost, 

with i t s ten s y l l a b l e s i n (almost) every l i n e , was given a l l 

emphasis. And every high-sounding a b s t r a c t i o n possible was 

gleaned from Wordsworth, Keats, and the r e s t — D u t y , Love, Truth, 

Beauty, etc. American poetry? One could allow that the New 

England poets had shown some refinement and c u l t u r e ; but the 

verse ( i f one could c a l l i t t h a t ) of that i t i n e r a n t newspaperman 

Walt Whitman was considered to show nothing but a vulgar 

disregard f o r a l l standards, poetic or moral. (There was a rumor 

that the Cedar F a l l s superintendent of schools was a s e c r e t 

admirer of Whitman, and that he and a small group of f r i e n d s 

sneaked o f f to a cabin outside of town to read Whitman's more 

p h y s i c a l poems aloud to each other.) L i t t l e was seen i n American 

l e t t e r s that could a s p i r e to the E n g l i s h models, which of course 

were the only models considered worthy of a true poet's 

a s p i r a t i o n s . 

So James packed a f u l l load of a b s t r a c t i o n s i n t o h i s s t i l l r a t her 

formless rhymes. Then he met a young i n s t r u c t o r named Brock 

Pagan. Pagan had a reputation on campus: he used tobacco (pipe 

smoking had not yet become a symbol of academic r e s p e c t a b i l i t y ) ; 

he had only a bachelor's degree i n a world of s o l i d M.A.s and 

PhDs; and he was J u s t i c o n o c l a s t i c enough to t e l l an 

impressionable boy f r e s h o f f the farm that he could express i n 

verse, d i r e c t l y and concretely, the l i f e he knew. "Leave Beauty, 
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T r u t h , and Duty t o people who don't know an a b s t r a c t i o n from a 

h o r s e t u r d , " Fagan announced. "Why don't you w r i t e a poem about 

f i l l i n g s i l o ? " 1 8 T h i s d e f i a n c e of c o n v e n t i o n was J u s t the boost 

t h a t James, u n c e r t a i n of h i m s e l f among the s t u f f y s t a n d a r d b e a r e r s 

of c u l t u r e , needed. He became one of Pagan's b e s t s t u d e n t s , and 

Fagan l a t e r became H e a r s t ' s c l o s e f r i e n d , s p e n d i n g many weekends 

a t M a p l e h e a r s t " h o e i n g t h i s t l e s and d r i n k i n g beer."19 

Thus, had a l l gone a c c o r d i n g t o p l a n , James S. H e a r s t would 

p r o b a b l y have gone on t o become a good d o c t o r , and a t o l e r a b l e 

amateur w r i t e r of poems about h i s boyhood on the farm. But 

D e c o r a t i o n Day, 1919, saw a change i n p l a n s . 
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ReReadaDle Rediscoveries 

TWO BY TOM BOYD 

Gene H. Dent 

They are mostly out-of-print now, although occasionally they can be found In used bookstores, garage 

sales, or mixed in with the paperbacks at the Salvation Army and Goodwill stores. Their authors, having earnea a 

modicum of kudos during their lifetimes, are mostly forgotten now. Yet, their immortality survives through the 

printed pages of their works, though time and acid paper eventually w i l l have their wa*/. And many of these 

wr i ters created highly readable and, perhaps, even significant works of literature. 

One such Midwestern wr i te r . Thomas A. Boyd ( 1 8 9 8 - 1 9 3 5 ) , wrote a half dozen or so novels and 

biographies, and appeared to be reaching the pinnacle of his l iterary prowess when his life was cut short by 

pneumonia. His f i r s t novel, THROUGH THE WHEAT ( 1 9 2 3 ) , is a novel of the F i r s t World War, that ranks high in 

that genre for Its realism and character development, and quite frankly, makes Hemingway's FAREWELL TO 

ARMS pale in comparison to sights and sounds of combat. 

During his short career ( h i s last novel IN TIME OF PEACE is a sequel to his f i r s t ) , Boyd drew hpavily trnm 

his Ohio experience near Defiance. All three books, biographies MAD ANTHONY WAYNE, SIMON GIRTY: THE 

WHITE SAVAGE, and the novel SHADOW OF THE LONG KNIVES, concern themselves with the opening of the Ohio 

country and subsequently al l the remaining western territory. 

MAD ANTHONY WAYNE, (Charles Scribner 's Son, 1929), focuses exclusively on Wayne's mil itary career 

from the time he lead a troop of Pennsylvania Volunteers during the Revolutionary War, until he commanded 

America's entire standing army and defeated the coalition of Indian tribes under Blue Jacket and Little Turtle at 

the Battle of Fallen Timbers ( 1 7 9 4 ) . It was to be his last mil itary campaign. After tne protracted Treaty 

negotiations, Wayne returned to his home at Waynesboro near Philadelphia Shortly after he succumberi to 

gangreen brought about by gout. He was 54. 

During his nearly flawless mil i tary career, Wayne "distinguished himself by taking Stony Point with only 

the bayonet as a weapon, by holding Chadsford at the Battle of Brandywine, by nis attack on Cornwalils at the 
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James ( r i v e r ) , by driving both Br i t i sh and Indians from the Georgia Colony, and bv nis fighting at bermantown 

and Monmouth." 

Boyd's narrative moves apace, and he handled the complicated movement of trccps and armies with ccnciss 

clarity. The reader need not be a mil i tary expert or even a history buff to understand what Is hoop cOiriQ u ( " i the 

battlefield. Boyd, however, does seem to give short shr ift to the political aspects of the war. ana although tne 

reader is told that Wayne's early career was to suffer under the pompous and incompetent General Arthur St 

Cla ir , the reader is never certain how this came to pass. All In a l l , the biography is a splendid read, if one can 

find a copy. 

SHADOW OF THE LONG KNIVES, (Charles Scribner 's Sons. 1928), precedes his Anthony Wayne biography 

by one year, and Is a fictional account of the twenty years from Lord Dunmore's War ( 1 7 7 4 ) to the Battle of 

Fallen Timbers ( 1 7 9 4 ) . Boyd's protagonist Angus McDermont is a thinly disguised amalgamation of R e n e ^ 

Simon Glrty and Br i t i sh trader Alexander McKee. The story is seen through McDermont's eyes, and offers an 

intimate insight into the thinking of the English and the Indians who bitterly resented the incursion of American 

settlers into land promised them by Lord Dunmore. Boyd's development of McDermont is quite interesting as we 

watch the American scout become aware that his association with the Br i t i sh through the years has left him a 

turncoat In the eyes of American compatriots. His allegiance to the English is one of habit rather than 

patriotism. 

It is also Interesting to note that the far-reaching effects of the War for independence seem to have little 

impact on the frontier where the settler str ives desperately to survive, it is only when the Americans send an 

expedition (actually five expeditions over a period of twenty years ) , do the local people realize what has been 

going on In the rest of the country, Boyd, in both books, has a fine sense of time and place and history. This, too, 

may be a difficult book to find, but is well worth the effort. 

Other books by Boyd Include LIGHT-HORSE HARRY LEE. THE DARK CLOUD, POOR JOHN FITCH, and POINTS 

OF HONOR. T ry them, you'l l l ike them. 

Gene 
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My Lake E r i e 

David D. Anderson 

From the v e ry tjeginning of my memory, the lake was a lways t h e r e - - M  lake that was , in  my Uncle Bob's 

w o r d s , "  a long stone's throw from the back p orch . "  in  Lo r a i n , Ohio. And most v i v i d  among those e ar l i est 

memories are the night sounds -  - o f tugs chugging upstream on Black  R i v e r , fighting the c u r r e n t , w i t h an ore 

boat in tow, of the long , lonesome, reg ular b last of the foghorn from the lighthouse on stormy nights, and of that 

one memorable night - -  I th in k  I was f ive - -  when machine gun and r i f l e f i r e shattered the summer s t i l l n e ss as 

the Coast Guard caught a ru m ru n n er close in shore . The la t ter memory is mixed w i t h dozens of later sounds, 

r e a l from the war or make - believe that began wi t h Scar Face one Saturday afternoon , but the ca l l of the tugs and 

the foghorn , both long since technologically displaced , are s t i l l w i t h me , and on quiet nights I hear them y e t , 

w i t h , in  t h e ir background , a muted obligatto , the in terminable roar of the s u r f , of man and nature locked In 

endless combat, the lake d r iv i n g e n d lessly , voracio usly at the beaches and the sea w a l ls and the c l i f f s ano houses 

behind them . 

The la k e , I th in k  I knew i n t u i t i v e l y , long before I e x perienced i t , s i m p ly w as; p art of i t s majesty and 

a t traction was Its su blim e Indifference to those of us who knew it from the beginning of our conscious l iv es . 

In t r i n s i c to those e a r l y memories is that of my third - grade classm ate , Tommy F u r s t . gap - toothed g r i n and a l l , 

who disappeared wi t h h is sled under the ice one Saturday afternoon in F e b r u a ry .  1 9 3 3 , and the fascination 

combined w i t h fear that accompanied h is fu neral and then my f u r t i v e lake front e x cursio ns for a long time 

a f t e rward . 

Other e a r l y memories combine that same fascination and fear: the blood -spattered deck and shattered deck 

house of a ru m ru n n er my father had taken my brother and me down to the Coast Guard station to see; the 

teen - age boys d ivin g in the la k efront f i l l - i n dump for unbroken bottles of beer or booze dumped by the Federal 

Pro h ib i t io n agents, which were then sold for a dime or a quarter to adults standing by. A l as , by the time I was 
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old enough to dive in the debns-strewn water or to go on a fast overnight speedboat run to Port Staniev or 

Leamington, Prohibition was only a memory, a mixed memory or horror and pxcitement tn thn<;p nf i.i? who 

became aware of a larger world in those years between 1929 and 1933 along the scut,*̂  shore - - now, rr.crs 

fashionably, the North Coast - - of my Lake Erie. 

Other early memories are intrinsically tied to my memories of people and the lakes: the oniv granamother 

I knew, who insisted upon using the formal term "Lake E r i e " when I, at four or five, and innocent of 

capitalization, secretly corrected her. It was "the lake;" I'm sure that I knew no other and believed no other w3s 

possible. 

The lake is intr insical ly tied to my earliest and most vivid memories of my granofathers, both of wnom 

loved the lake, each in a different way, and they taught me to see it in both of their lights. My mother's father, 

Grandfather Foster, born in Detroit, had sailed the lakes in schooners as a young man, and even in old age his 

passions were sailing and swimming, both of when he passed on to my brother and me. When we learned to 

overlook the dated nature of his World War 1 vintage bathing suit, complete with brief arms. legs, and sk i r t , wo, 

together with whatever young women might be nearby to impress, could only marvel at the sk i l l of his dives, the 

strength of his strokes, the speed with which he moved through the water. Although he reluctantly came ashore 

to stay at my grandmother's insistence when they were married, he often refused to come out of the water, even 

when lifeguard. Coast Guard, or grandmother insisted. In the water Granotather Foster was in his element. 

He was equally at home on the surface of the water, in any craft that would float, whether row-boat - - h e 

loved to r o w — , power boat — he founded the Lorain Power Boat Squadron in 1910 and flew its pennant proudly 

- - or sail boat. Under sa i l , powered by the wind that was harnessed by canvas, lines, muscle, and s k i l l , he 

insisted a man or woman — he was never sexist on the water — was a free and in control as it was possiole to oe 

on this planet. The lake, to him, was a precision instrument on which one completely attuned to it in al l its 

elements and moods, could demonstrate his sk i l l . I s t i l l have his brassbound telescope and his compass. He 

taught me to box It In quarter-points, a rare sk i l l I s t i l l display on occasion in spite of its uselessness, but I 
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prize doth instruments as worl<ing tools as well as relics. And he taught me to identuV snioDing ianes and owners 

by the color of the boat's stacl<s. To later generations he was known as "Cap,"  grjimimitiveof "Captgm ' ^ titip hp 

doted upon to his death. 

When he wasn't in the lake or on the lake, Gramp talked about it or chanted about It or sang about It. An 

accomplished musician - - on strings and percussion - - he often sang chanteys and ditties ne rememberea from 

his youth, and, interspersed between them, he told stories that gave my Lake Erie a mythical dimension i feel 

even yet when I look at it, as I do on every occasion I can. (Some of those songs and sayings and stories are 

appended to this essay.) As a result of my maternal grandfather, my family and I have always been steeped in ii-,e 

lore of the lake. 

My Grandfather Anderson loved the lake as devotedly as did Grandfather Foster. but as a latecomer to the 

lake - - h e moved from Pennsylvania to Lorain in his mid-thirties - - he was neither a sailor nor a swimmer. 

Instead he was a skipper of stones, a master at a sk i l l he passed on to me and at which I still excel. a fisherman 

who refused to use bait lest he catch something - - and I st i l l enjoy the act but despise the sport - - and a 

connoisseur of sunsets - - and I st i l l believe with him that Lake Erie sunsets are the most magnificent and the 

most varied in the world. 

Each of my grandfathers contributed happy, funny memories that grow richer with time, and thai you 

should hear. First one about my Grandfather Foster, when I was perhaps ten. He had only one eye - - the other 

had been lost in some youthful indiscretion - - but that one eye was often devoted to the ladies, to whom, a? I 

commented, he enjoyed demonstrating his diving sk i l l . On this one occasion he was performing off the East Pier 

of the harbor for an audience of my brother and me, two or three attractive - - but alas, bikini-less - - young 

ladies (two-piece bathing suits were banned in Lorain until after World War l l , and occasionally in the late 

thirties and early forties a daring young lad/would expose herself — to arrest, that is — to our later teen-aged 

delight) and their somewhat surly, non-diving male companions. Diving off the pier into a surf is quite a trick 

- - there's no spring in the concrete and stone, so muscle and sk ill must replace it. He did a swan dive, and a 
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variety of jack knives and twists and turns, and in each case he surfaced with a roar to tne gasos of the voung 

ladies. Finally he announced a bullfrog dive that I'm sure was his own inspiration of the mompnt Down the pier 

he sprang, hopping on all fours, and then leaped into the a i r , straightened out, and hit the water. When he 

surfaced we knew something was wrong, but he refused help, climbed up on the pier, and announced that \-K had 

hit something in the water. As a lump began to form on his head, he took my brother and me home tn his 1952 

Chevy. 

After a moment of terror that began to subdue as Grandfather drove confidently down Oberlin Avenue, ws 

were again terrorized when he announced that there were two streetcars ahead of us where we saw only one, and 

he would go between them. How he saw two with one eye. I ' l l never know, but miraculously, there was no 

collision, and when we arrived at my grandmother's, she took one look and called the doctor. Grandfather had a 

concussion; he didn't dive again until late in the summer. He was in his mid-sixties at the time, but seemed 

Impossibly old and Incredibly young. 

The story about Grandfather Anderson is just as typical of his relationship with the laKe. One Sunday 

afternoon he appeared and announced that he would teach us to fish with a throwline, which he had concocted from 

butcher twine - - he ran a grocery store until it died in the Depression - - and, if not a bent pin, something close 

to It, The sinker was a couple of stove bolts. We knew Gramp had no Interest In fishing, but simply wanted to go 

down to the lake, and naturally we took no bait. One the end of the pier my brother and I tooK turns casting and 

pulling in the line, developing, under Grandfather's tutelege. a sk i l l that we both knew would be wasted energy, 

so each of us strove for distance. 

Then, suddenly, as my brother was pulling in the line, something happened. He had caught a fish, and the 

three of us simultaneously excited and terrified as it broke the surface. But none of us knew what to do with it. 

and my brother announced that he would take it home and put it in the bathtub He took off at a run; Gramp and I 

followed. 

As we were going up the h i l l , a burly man stopped us, displaying a badge and demanding my grandfather's 
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fishing license. My grandfather exploded. The nerve of the man! The nerve of the State of Onio! Amanananis 

grandsons could not engage in harmless exercise without attempts of the police power to intimidate fhem 

Besides, where was the evidence? My brother. the fish, and the string were out of sight. The rv.zr. grinned 

sheepishly, held out his hand to shake, and then went away. "He's only an honorary deputy," my grandfather 

grinned. "Always learn to tell the difference between a phony and the real thing," Grandfather Anderson aiwavs 

had a sure instinct for the real thing, and he taught us to see it as clearly, beginning with his perception of the 

lake. 

And the fish? It swam freely in the bathtub for a few hours - - long enough to be named "Stoney" - - i t was 

a stoneroller and to receive a formal funeral in the backyard when it did. 

Memories of the lake are equally tied in with memories of my parents, both of whom inherited their love of 

the lake. Sunday afternoons in the summer - - and long summer evenings - - were often spent on the beach, 

sometimes at Lake View or the HoIe-in-the-Wall but most of the time at the Coast Giard station, where the beach 

was small and secluded, where my father taught us to swim, where my mother combined maternal caution with 

her father's devil-may-care aquatic high j inks My father always told us to respect the water, to approach it 

with respect as well as confidence - - and then one afternoon my brother and I arrived at the Erie Avenue bridge 

over the Black River to ride it Illegally as It swung open for ore boats - - and we found my father and his old 

boyhood and Army buddy - - both of whom were probably in their mid-thirties - - diving the thirty feet into the 

r i ver — something they made us promise never to do at least until we were older i think I was fifteen when I 

f i r s t tried i t , enjoying, for that long second, the illusion of flight. 

As the early thirties became the mid-thirties and then a new decade approached, the lake became less 

family-oriented and increasingly social and competitive, or a combination of both. By fourteen I nao lomec tne 

annual competition — surreptitiously, of course — to be the f i r s t of the year to go in swimming. My earliest 

was March 15 oneyear, and although there was no ice in sight, I'm sure there would have been if I'd looked mere 

carefully. 
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By that time in my life, every afternoon from mid-May to mid-Septemoer was spent on tne beacn - -

usually at Lake View because that's where those delectable creatures congregated who had somehow escaped my 

earlier attention. I discovered I had inherited my grandfather's e'/e if not his diving sk i l l , although I tried 

desperately to emulate him on "the raft "  as It was euphlmistically called, actually a huge block of iandstone about 

100 yards off shore in some fifteen feet of water, a remnant of pier construction somehow - - i suscect 

deliberately - - misplaced. Lake View was a romantic place, although often it was a place for painful romance in 

those summers of the late thirties and early forties. I can even remember names, especially that of one lovely 

creature - - now, alas, I'm afraid, a grandmother - - older than I, to be admired from a distance, whose deep Ian 

was always strikingly offset by her white bathing suit. She dove beautifully, too. 

But in spite of glandular changes and the painful pleasures of adolescence, there was plenty of opportunity 

for adventure. Our gang, the Ivory Patrol, named after a comic strip, fought furious turf and beach battles with 

riva ls, usually from Elyria , and usually with success. And we spent one winter constructing a boat - - actually a 

barge — with which to explore the upper Black River. only to see it swamped by an ore boat shortly after we 

launched it behind the Coast Guard station - - illegally and unwisely and nearly tragically, of cour«e , but those 

were the elements that made it fun. 

Lorain was at that time home to some thirty commercial fishing tugs based at the foot of Ninth Street al the 

river, across from the shipyards. The fishermen were unlike other adults; they would never tell on a kid who 

should have been In school, and often they'd take us along, out beyond the horizon, well out of reach of teachers 

and schools and truant officers and even parents, where we'd tug happily at tar-covered lines, setting or hauling 

in nets. I remember one April day, perhaps In 1938, when half my eighth-grade classroom - - the male h a l f--

returned from adventures afloat to irate parents and punishment that a later world would prooaoly declare 

abusive. Someone — but we knew It wasn't one of the fishermen - - had blown the whistle 

One other such adventure remains vivid even yet. I had discovered a reasonable facsimile - - a phrase 

popularized by box top people - - for flying - - partially to capture the eye and perhaps admiration of that 
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white-clad vision, i would pose dramatically on my bicycle on top of the hi i l overiooKing the oeach at Lake View, 

And then, peddling furiously, I went down the h i l l , out the length of the pier, and for a moment l wgsairDorne 

And then came diving for the bike, tying a rope to it, pulling it up, and repeating the gioricus prccedure. I W3s 

acquiring a reputation - - but then one day, without my knowledge, my parents had decided to stroll down to the 

lake and out on the pier. Oh, wel l , that, too, was fun wnile it lasted. 

Gradually, however, the larger world began to make itself felt along with my Lake Er ie Our fathers were 

World War I veterans, and we were aware of, fascinated by, their glorious adventures, and as Hitler marched 

into the Rhineland and then Austria and Czechoslovakia vanished and the Japanese bombed the Panav and F rai'ico's 

forces advanced on Madrid, we knew that some day we would have ours. On September 1. 1939, we were camped 

upstream along the Vermilion River, and we listened to a portable radio as the world tottered on the brink, and 

we practiced close-order dr i l l with rakes and bats and shovels, and we knew where we were going. Soon after, 

the shipyard began produclngmlnesweepersas well as ore boats. Finally, on a Sunday In December. 1941 . we 

came off the basketball court to learn that the Japanese had bombed Pearl Harbor. My brother, who was 

eighteen, and a lot of others, enlisted In the Navy within days, and I, almost defiantly, cJDnsented to wait six 

months until I graduated and was old enough. 

On June 6, 1942,1 graduated, on the 7th 1 enlisted, on the 8th I turned eighteen, and on the 9th 1 left my 

Lake Er ie behind. But that last weekend remained - - a viv id, daring, but in retrospect impossibly innocent 

memory. A carnival was In town. A feature was a huge show that was locally known as a hootchy-kootch; the 

gir ls, some twenty of them, al l in memory as then in fact were exotic and beautiful. They discovered the beach 

and spent their mornings there, acquiring tans. We discovered them and they, condescendingly but kindly, 

discovered us. And In the evenings we went to the shows, enjcving our momentary intimacy witn those who 

brought a vision of romance and far places and rare forbidden pleasures, to a town that, at the end of a depression 

and the beginning of a war, desperately needed both. And then, on June 9 , 1 9 4 2 , at seven a.m., I reported at the 

recruiting station In the post office, and my Lake Er ie, as large and exciting as ever In my memory, became, 

almost instantly, part of the past. 
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B Y D A V I D D . A N D E R S O N 

Michigan State University 

East Lansing, Michigan 

SONGS AND 
SAYINGS OF 
THE LAKES 

OCCASIONALLY TODAY in the old port towns and cities along 

the Great Lakes one hears a child chanting a bit of singsong doggerel 

as he hops along the sidewalk or runs a stick along a fence: 

A tt*»m*T wtnt to Erie, 
The steamer had no belL 
The steomer't boUer butted. 
And eU the people went to 
Oh, m»ybe you don't believe me. 
Maybe yo» think I lie. 
But if yon to down to Erie, 
You'll see the same at I . 

Or, on occasion, such bin of wisdom as 

Red SUM at night, sailors' delithl; 
Red sum in the mornint. sailors take warning. 
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O r , even less frequently, snatches of philosophic resignation : 

Six iayt thou shall work 
And do oil that thou art obit, 
And OH thi sivtnth thou thoU holyston* tht dtck 
And terub (A« bUddy cabU. 

When the child is asked where they came from or wha t they 

mean , the usual reply is a shrug and a self-conscious smile or, more 

directly , " I don 't know . " Once in a great while the answer is that 

"G randpa sings i t , " or "G randpa told me . " 

Ac tually , the child himself is one of the last remaining reservoirs 
of what once was a strong oral storytelling and singing tradit ion , one 
that had i u origins in the great days of sail on the Grea t Lakes 
dur ing the nineteenth century when thousands of sailing ships, 
p r i nu r i l y schooners, sailed those inland seas. Navigat ional aids were 
almost non-existent, power was provided by wind and by muscle, 
wi th only an occasional steam tug, and entertainment on voyages 
that lasted as long as a month was provided by the sailors them-
selves. As a result a strong oral seafar ing tradit ion grew up on fresh 
water . 

T h a t tradition on the Lakes has al l but disappeared as the 

schooners made way for the bulk freighters that ply carefully-marked 

waterways , employ radar , radio , and direction finders, and measure 

the length of voyages in days , while the crews listen to the radio or 

wa tch television in their quar ten dur ing off-duty hours. T h e machine 

has supplanted the need that brought the old songs and sayings into 

existence, and now they are found largely in dusty files of old news-

papen and diaries, in the memories of the few remaining old schooner-

men in the lake ports, and as fragments in the minds of their grand-

children . 

L i k e their brothers on the ocean, Grea t Lakes sailors recited 

and sang both because they had to and because they wanted to. 

Th e tradit ion is as old as seafaring , and sailors on the Lakes , a l -

though far f rom the main stream of ocean sailing , both borrowed 

and adapted from their salt water brothers and evolved a substantial 

or iginal contribution to that long tradition . 

Mu ch of the doggerel that survives along the shores of the Lakes 

today has its origin in the songs and sa>ings that were original to 

or adapted to the peculiar conditions of the Lakes . Th e sayings are 

pr imar i ly functional in nature , and because of the peculiar situation 

on the Lakes , where the threats of fog or heavy weather were much 
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more dangerous i n those enclosed and crowded waterways than they 
were at sea, most of them are concerned with interpreting that old 
seafaring questionmark, die weadier. Some, like that quoted above, 
attempt to read the sun and the sky: 

Etitnittf rid and morning gray 
Will t*nd iht tailor on hit way. 
But tvning gray and morning rtd 
Will bring rain down upon his hiad. 

O r , 
A tundog in thi morning 
Will bark btlori night. 
But a tundog in thi tvning 
It thi lailort' dilight. 

Others have pertinent advice for those days of sa i l : 

// thi cloudi an :cratchid by a htn. 
It't timi to taki your toptaili in: 
Ratn btfori wind, taki your toptaili in. 
Wind btlori rain, hoitt im again. 
Whin thi wind thiftt againtt thi tun. 
Watch hir boyt, for batk thi'U comi. 

These sayings, like others, are still heard along the Lakes, but 
more rarely as the old sailors who once squinted against the sun and 
wind go to the legendary caverns under L a k e Superior. T h e i r oiigins 
are, of course, lost, and as the chanting along the lakeshore grows 
fainter as the days of sail pass beyond the memory of man, the 
tradition itself has little chance of enduring. 

Among the songs that evolved along the Lakes two major varie-
ties still mannge to survive. T h e first of these is that old functional 
and yet stirring type of song, the chantey, that provided rhythm as 
well as spirit while the sailor bent his back to the lines, windlasses, 
capstans, and halyards that were muscle-operated on the schooners. 
Many of the chanteys were borrowed from salt water or adapted to 
the L a k e s ; others have a peculiar freshwater flavor of their own. 

For the long marching rhythms necessary to walking the anchor 
up wi th the capstan a certain type of chantey evolved, wi th the 
chanteyman singing the verses and the rest of the men singing the 
alternating chorus. One such that bears a good deal of similarity to 
saltwater chanteys tells the story of a long haul uplake i ro in Buffalo 
to Chicago: 

\\ Ihi malt callt up all handt 
To m u n Ihi captlan. walk tr round. 
Ht II htavt tr up, ladt, with a uill. 
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For ivi an homtward bound. 
Rolling hemt, rolling Asm*, 
Rolling hemt acrott thi tia. 
Rolling hemt to old Chicago, 
Rolling homt, old town, to thtt! 

T h e schooner clears Buffalo harbor and beats its way up L a k e 
E r i e against the wind. T h e n , entering the Detroit R iver , a difficult 
run uptake for a schooner, a tug takes over: 

Up iht rivtr on a tow. 
Past tht city of Ditritt, 
Tht cindtrt fall upon thi dtck. 
All day long and half tht night. 

T h e n , after a rousing chorus, the schooner is under sail again: 

Thin up th* tingih of old St. Clair, 
And at Port Huron wt Itt go, 
Wt hoist tht canvas on tht fortstick. 
On tht main and miutn, loo. 

T h e chorus, the Straits, and the long haul the length of L a k e M i c h i -
gan take them within sight of home: 

Soon, my boys, tht trip is dent. 
And thtrt is no mart to say, 
IVt'U go detsin to old Black Ptti's, 
And sptnd our wholt damned pay. 

A n d the chorus brings them into port. 

T h e chanteyman occupied a key role; not only did his reper-

toire include chanteys that were more or less formalized, such as 

these, but often he was capable of improvising on almost any sub-

ject from the ship or the chow to the virtue or lack of it of young 

ladies in the various poru. T h e chanteyman was a valuable member 

of the crew. 

Before the windlass gave way to the donkey engine, another 

was sung: 

Comt gathtr round beys, up all hands, 
Hiavt ir up, boys, htavt ir high. 
Strain and htavt ir, all ivho can, 
Htavt tr up and bust tr! 
Oh, wt'll lay goodbyi to this old (o:i n, 
Htavt tr up, boys, htavt tr hifh, 
Wt'll ship onct mort, ue'rt homtuard bound, 
Htavt tr up and bust IT! 
Whin wt git out and lit ir go. 
Htavt tr up. boys, hiavi IT hinh. 
Wi'll point htr noii from BuHalo. 
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Htavi It up and butt ir! 
FariwtU to Lii and Mary and May. 
Hiavt tr up, ladi, h*av* tr AijA, 
Wt lift im with eur last trip's pay, 
Htaut tr up and bust tr! 

This chantey, too, retraces the long haul home, some of the 
lines recounting amorous or alcoholic adventures behind them and 
before them until the job is done. 

Some of the surviving chanteys reflect their saltwater ancestry 
in the similarity between them and their seagoing brothers, as docs 
this halyard chantey for hoisting sail: 

In a handy thrtt-mastir I onct took a trip, 
Hurrah, boys, htavt tr down! 
And I thought I ihipptd out aboard a good ship. 
Way down, laddits, down! 
But whtn out at sta to my sorrow I found. 
Hurrah, boys, htavt tr down! 
That sht was a werkhoust and that I was bound. 
Way down, laddits, down! 

The chantey goes on to recount the shortcomings in the weather, 
the captain, the mate, the chow, and the ship itself, concluding: 

And now wt'rt bound down tht Lakts, Itt tm roar. 
Hurrah, boys, htavt tr down! 
And on this old scow wt'll ntvtr ship mort. 
Way down, laddits, down! 

One of the peculiarities of Great Lakes chanteying was the fact 
that often, especially at night, the chanteying was heard ashore in the 
narrow waterways between the Lakes as the sailors made or took 
down sail or as they weighed anchor after lying in the lee of the 
land during storms. Often, too, at night, one schooner was warned 
of the approach of another by the sound of the chantcying long 
before it could be seen by the lookout. 

The decline and disappearance of the chantey was rapid in the 
years between 1880 and 1920. The steam donkey engine and the 
tug removed the need for many of them as early as the eighties when 
steam power replaced muscle in heaving; as the long bulk steamers 
took over more and more of the cargo trade on the Lakes and rail-
roads took over the package trade in the nineties, many of tlie 
^iliooncis were converted to barges, to end their days at tlic end of 
lowjincs pulled by steam; and the great itortns. ebpeciallv th.it of 
November 8. 191), took their toll. World War I saw nianv of tiie 
r'lnaindtr pressed into tiie .\tlantic coastal trade. When liie srhodiier 

Son, le-rJL'ued in 192:5 after seven \cais as a barye. went into 
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the pulpwood trade out of Muskegon, there was a flury of revival, 
but when she was wrecked in the fall of 1930, conunercial sail, which 
brought the chantey into being, disappeared completely from the 
Lakes. 

Another type of Great Lakes x>ng has a better chance for sur-
vival, both because more of them found their way into print and 
because occasionally one still hears them sung in the crews' quaners, 
the galleys, and the waterfront bars from Duluth to Buffalo. This 
is the Great Lakes ballad, many of which are anonymous re-tellings 
of some of die many wrecks and mysterious disappearances of both 
schooners and steamers. However, the ballad, too, although i u tradi-
tion is an old one, seems threatened on the Lakes both by the mass 
entertainment media that dominate the crews' quarters and hangouts 
and by the new breed of lake sailor who is becoming more and more 
a technician afloat rather than a sailor. 

One of the many anonymous ballads describes the wreck of the 
schooner Antelope, probably in 1894, which was bound downlake from 
Chicago with a load of grain. As is the case in so many Great Lakes 
shipwrecks, it was late in the season. 

On iht tightttnlk in the mornintt 
And wh*t I sty it true, 
Th* ic* upon our riggin froti. 
And the told winds rteUy blew. 
But no one thought that in two short hours. 
That very afternoon. 
Some would be frote and tome be drowned— 
The Antelope was doomed. 
The told inereased, the tempest raged. 
The huge seat loud did roar; 
With our tanvat gone, both anthors out. 
We were drifting on the shore. 
We drifted with tath pounding sea. 
And then we struck stern on; 
Our mainmatt by the detk was broke. 
Our mitxenmast was gone! 
The huge seat raked her fore and aft. 
And then she swung broadside. 
And three men overboard were swept. 
Into that raging tide! 
Our taplain tried to swim ashore. 
Our pretiout lives to save, 
But by hit bold endeavor 
He was lost beneath the wave. 
And only one of that gallant crew 
Was in life ante more to itand. 
And for miles and miles the Antelope 
Lined the shores of Michigan. 
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Many other lake schooners lost during the last quarter of the 
nineteenth century were memorialized in ballads: the City of Green 
Bay, which went down off South Haven, Michigan, in the 1880's; 
the GUberl Mollison, sunk with a l l hands off North Manitou Is land 
in the fal l of 1873; the Oriole, wrecked with al l hands off the Pic-
tured Rocks, and a good many more. Essentially they follow the same 
pattern: a description of the season, the weather, and the t ime; a 
graphic picture of the moment of crisis or impact ; and then a sen-
timental tribute to those lost and to the fact that another ship wi l l 
never sail the Lakes again. 

U n l i k e the chantey, the ballad did not diminish or disappear 
with the advent of steam on the Lakes. O n the contrary, the oppor-
tunity for creating them was enhanced as many of the steamers went 
the tragic way of so many schoonen. T h e r e was, however, one major 
difference conducive to ballad making. T h e r e was almost always a 
much greater loss of life because of the larger crews and the fact that 
most of the early steamers were passenger or combination passeni^er 
and freight vessels. T h i s was especially true on the immigrant run 
from Buffa lo to Milwaukee or Chicago, the route that saw so many 
tragic wrecks, including the one commented on in the fragment cited 
earlier. 

O n e of the early ballads concerned with steamer wrecks is that 
commemorating the sinking of the Canadian-buil t Lady Elgin in 
collision wi th the schooner Augusta between Chicago and Milwaukee 
on the night of September 8, 1860, wi th a loss of 287 lives. T h i s one 
is loaded with political overtones: the passenger manifest listed the 
entire Union G u a r d , a Milwaukee Democratic political group return-
ing from a rally in Chicago. Stephen A . Douglas, the Li t t le Giant , 
lost many votes that September night. 

O t h e n commemorate the City of Alpena, lost off Hol land, M i c h -
igan, October 17, 1880; the £ r u , lost wi th 180 lives in 1841, when 
her boiler exploded; the Atlantic, which took 250 lives with her the 
night of August 20, 1852. Later the steamer Chicora went down off 
South H a v e n the night of January 2 1 , 1895, with 26 lives, and the 
W.H.GiUheT took al l hands with her off South Manitou Island late 
in 1892, both of them commemorated in ballads. T h a t recounting 
the CiUher's loss is typical of the lament for a steamer: 

On Octohtr Iwtnly-tttht, 
Oh, how ihi wind did icriam. 
The last timt thi Gilcher 
And crtw was tvtt ittn. 
Of dtath this* jolly tads 
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Nivtr one* did drtam. 
At toutid lor Milwauktt 
Thty Irom Port Huron tuamtd. 
11 was » ftarftd night, 
Tht GUcher ihouU turn to. 
But she hild to ktr eourtt 
TiU off tht Mtnilou. 
Sayt a taUor't hurritd not* 
That Ut*T cam* to light, 
Thiy Wirt brtatting mountainous ttas 
At nint e'tlotk that night. 
Lost in Lake Michigan 
Thtf did not rtach tht ihort. 
That gallant ship and ertto 
Witt tail tht Laktt no mart. 

T h e bal lad dedicated to the Chicora is even more sentimental 
in the V i c tor ian tradition so ably satirized by M a rk Tw a i n in his 
portrayal of Emmeline Granger ford : 

Oh, tht hiartt that watchtd htr going, ivtr tmalltr, 
imalltT growing 

Out upon tht tttmtng thortltit wattt of wattrt glad and 
I'tt, 

Growing dimmtr, dimmir, dimmtr in an irridticint 
shimmtr. 

Until a sptck sht fadtd twitn tht blut of sky and tta. 
Htrt't a tigh for tht Chico ra , for tht broktn, tad 

Ch i c o ra ; 

Htrt't a tiar for ihost who followtd htr bintath tht 
totting wavi. 

Oh, tht mytliry of tht morrow! From ilt shadowi Itt ut 
borrow 

A liar of hopt to ihint about tht gloom of every grave. 

Not a l l the ballads of the Lakes were concerned with shipwreck 

and death, however. More of them are concerned with the experi-

ences of lake sailors aboard ship and ashore, the cargoes they carr ied, 

and the peculiarities of various captains they sailed under. A parti-

cular ly interesting group tells of racing up and down lake in the 

course of norma l commercia l trips. Steamer raced steamer and 

schooner raced schooner, seemingly at almost every opportunity, often 

to the dismay and detriment of both passengers and crew, as John 

Dis tumel l comments in his Guide to the Lakes. Unfortunately most 

of these ballads survive only in fragments. One such describes the 

beginning of a steamer race down Lake St. C la i r toward Lake E r i e : 

On the eighteenth of December, 
The nealher it was fair: 
The D a r i u i Cole and Mack inaw 
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Wtrt crosting Lakt St. Clair. 

Tht O a r i u i C o l e had oflin said 

Shi could beat tht old M a c k ' s timi: 

"Now, boyt, htrt comts tht M a c k i n a w , 

We'll Uavi hir far behind." 

Through the Old Channel she took her course, 

An advantage for to find. 

But when she got around the Cut, 

The M a c k was just behind. 

The M a c k i n a w then opened up 

With all the speed she could contrive. 

And came tongside the D a r i u i C o l e 

Much to the C o l e ' s surprise. 

Then through the water these craft strained. 

Side by side they flew. 

Great sport it was for all on board. 

Both passengers and crew. 

They met a tow acoming up; 

The M a c k outside must take. 

The D a r i u i C o l e kept on her course. 

And gains began to make. 

W h a t happened? W h o was the winner , if there were one? U n l e s s 

the rest of the fragment turns u p someplace, we shal l never know. 

O t h e r fragments of rac ing ballads e-xist, some foretelling \ictory a n d 

others tragedy. H o w e v e r , the spirit of the race on the L a k e s , w h e t h e r 

sail or steam, is best told in the l ines : 

Let the old ponds roar 

As they've often done before. 

Hooray for a race on the Lakes! 

O t h e r ballads of varying subject matter still exist, in whole or 

in part, some of them, like " T h e W r e c k of the Julie Plante," existing 

in several versions, advising the young F r e n c h C a n a d i a n sai lor to 

stay off of L a k e St . C l a i r , L a k e " O n t a i r ' , " or L a k e St . P ierre , de-

pending on the version encountered . 

O n e interesting bal lad , " T h e Nancy B," tells of the ease wi th 

which a good cook could change jobs in the North C o u n t r y as the 

singer tells of moving from lumber c a m p to schooner : 

It chanced ne.tt morning I found myself 

.it the Jocks in Bay City toun 

When I htnrd a voice that I kntu quil^ rll. 

.in.l there :ias Captain Broun. 

Who comniiindtd the ichoomr .N'.im\

In ihr nu'tlurn liiinbtr tnule. 

lit hit tiu I I I rack upon mr but k 

Thill near hrnkc inv ihuiiliUr b'.ailf 

.iii.t ' I . ' . . ( • / . ( / ,il nu\ ihei'-. J ' K ' ' 
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You'rt the boy 1 want to tit. 
I wont yen to fo olong ot took 
On the tood old Nancy B . 
We are tailint up on Georgian Bay 
For a load of two iy four, 

And our took kaM tkedaddled and left us flat. 
And we tau'l eat any more." 

Jack changed jobs more easily than he would his shirt in the 
North, only to find that cooking aboard ship is not like cooking 
ashore, and his complaint is reminiscent of the story of the runaway 
slave who stood on the dock at Sandusky, Ohio, watching a steamer 
sail for Canada. When asked why he didn't take it, his reply was, 
"No, suh, if I geu blowed up on land, here I is, but if I geu blowed 
up out there, where is I ? " Jack the cook is re^dy to return to his 
hot stove in the lumber camp before the trip is over. 

Perhaps the ballad that most nearly captures the spirit of the 
lake trade is "Red Iron Ore," a recognition of the routine, the excite-
ment, and the hard work involved in carrying the cargo that is the 
mainstay of the fleets of long boats. Sung to the tune of the Irish 
Derry Down ballad, as were many of the Lakes songs, it is a merry 
complaint: 

Come all ye bold sailort that follow the Laket, 
On an iron ore vessel your living to make, 
I shipped in Chitago, bid adieu to the short, 
Bound away to Estanaba for red iron ore. 
Chorui : Dirry down, down, down, derry down. 
Next morning we hove up alongside the E x i l e , 
And ihi Robert! made fast to an iron on ptle. 
They lit down their thutes, and like thunder did roar. 
They pound into ut that rtd iron ore. 
Some sailors took shovels, while others got spades. 
And some took wheelbarrows, eath man to his trade, 
We looked like nd devils; our fingers got sore. 
We euried Estanaba and that damned iron ore. 

The tug E K a i u b a , she towed out the Minch , 
The Roberli, she thought, had been left in a pinch. 
And at they passed by ut. they bid ut goodbye. 
Saying, "We'll met you in Cleveland nt*t Fourth of July." 
We sailed out ^lone, through the passage steertd we. 
Past the Foxes, the Beavert, and Skilagalie, 
We loon passed by the Minch for to show htr the way. 
And she never hove in sight till we win off Thunder Bay. 
Thi Roberti rolled on atrost Saginaw Bay, 
.ind ovir htr bow splashid the while spray. 
And bound for the rivers the Roberts did go. 
Whin ihi tug Kaie Williams look us i n tow. 
Down through to Laki Em, Oh Lord, how it bitw. 
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And all round tkt Dummy a Urft fUtt hovt to. 
Tht nitht dark and stormy, Old Niek il would scart. 
But wi hovi up ntjt morntnt and for CUviland did stttr. 
Now tht RoberU u in CUvtland, madt fast sfm and sttrn. 
And ovtr tht bottit wt'll spin a good yarn. 
But old Captain Shannon Had ought to stand triat 
For itlting to CUvtland ahtad of tht flttt. 
Now wt'rt down from Escanaba, and my two handt art sort 
From pushing a whiilbarrow; I'll do it no mort. 
4'm sort-backtd from shovtling, so htar my loud roar. 
Now I'm ashort in CUvtland, I'll shakt rtd iron on. 

Like most of the ballads, this, too, is heard in a number of ver-
sions, and because it appears in several folksong anthologies and is 
in the repertoir of modem folksingers it seems likely to endure. But 
the lament of the sailor, in this age of mechanized loading and un-
loading and bulldozers in the cargo hold, has largely passed from the 
scene, and with it a good deal of the feeling behind the soni{, to be 
replaced by other less romantic but no less real complaints, none of 
which has yet been made the subject of a song. 

Other ballads still extant on the Lakes include a rousing patriotic 
one called "Perry's Victory." Apparently written as a penny broad-
side shortly after the Battle of Lake Erie, it was resurrected for the 
Perry Centennial in 1913, on event widely celebrated along the south 
shore of Lake Erie. Tracing the circumstances of the battle with fair 
accuracy, it begins: 

Columbian tan art Irut sons of Man 
Who rakt fort and aft whtn thty fight on tht dup; 
On tht btd of Lakt Erit eommandtd by Ptrry 
Th y tauttd many Britons to takt thtir last slttp. 
On tht ttnth of Sipttmbtr Itt lu all rimimbtr 
Al long at tht globt on ilt axit rttls round; 
SooM our tan and marintt on Lakt Erit wtrt sttn 
To makt tht rid flag of proud Britain comt down. 

After i u long, detailed description of the battle, designed to appeal 
to the red blood of every American, it concludes: 

Thtn tvtryont sing ttU wt makt iht woods ring! 
Ltt I U toait our bravt htrott by land and by sta; 
Whilt Britons drink shtrry, Columbians drink Ptrry 
To tht land of ihi bravt and tht homt of tht frtt. 

Another ballad of historical interest records the final journey 
and death of Dr. Douqias Houghton, to whom Northern .Michigan 
owes so much. In the late fall of 1845 he had set off from Ea^lc 
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Harbor wi th four companions in an open boat. T h e boat was cap-
sized in a storm ; there were two survivors who sought the doctor 
unsuccessfully: 

Thty itarchid and calltd i n (A« frttztnf blast 

But gavt up hapi of the othtrs at last. 

Comt away, boy, come away. 

"Wt havi lost OUT brothtrs," Bodrit said, 

"Ptrhaps ont of us wiU not bt dtad 

Btfort wt reach Eagl* Rivir." 

I n this ballad , like others, the storm-tossed emptiness of the lake 
shore is conveyed quite strongly; the Grea t Lakes balladiers in their 
anonymity wrote of e.xperiences they knew wel l , and as in this one 
the result is often readily apparent . 

L i k e sailors everywhere the lakes sailors were often obscene and 

even more frequently profane . One often-repeated ditty consisted 

solely of the words " God damn . " repeated un t i l the chanter ran out 

of energy or interest. Others were and are considerably less pr intab le ; 

because they do not appear in pr int , many of these gems are gone, 

and others exist only in half-remembered fragments . Th ey , too, may 

soon be gone, although the oral tradit ion is a strong one. I f they 

go. more of the color of the Lakes wil l go wi th them . One such 

fragment remains ; the lament of a young lookout, it smacks some-

wha t of blasphemy as it runs : 

/ don't cart if it rains or frtitts 

As long as I'm in tht hands of Jtsus. 

Jesus, it appears, was the irreverent knickname of the cap tain . 

Th e songs and sayings of the Lakes , like those of the sea, the 

mountains , the West , and the Nor th Coun try , are part of the main 

stream of Ame r ican folklore , and like these others their survival is 

questionable in the age of a mass society. As in the case of the others, 

they may be added to anthologies, recorded on tape, or added to the 

repertoirs of professional folklorbts. While such projects are wor th -

while in preserving a portion of our heritage, nevertheless when they 

pass from the scene where they were created or are forgotten by 

those who live on the Lakes the spirit behind them wi l l be irretr iev-

ably lost. 
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ANNOUNCEMENTS 

Janet Ruth Heller, an Assistant Professor In the Department of English at Grand Valley State University, 

wrote Colerldoe. Lamb. Hazlltt. and the Reader of Drama. Just published by the University of Missouri Press 

In August, 1990. This book demonstrates that the British romantics' bias against the staging of Shakespearean 

traged/  Is rooted In an established and Intellectually Justifiable tradition In Western drama criticism. The 

romantics argue that performances frustrate the audience by making It passive; however, reading the same 

play activates the imagination. Detailed analyses of selected texts Illustrate the romantics' Interest In their 

own reading public and show that Coleridge, Lamb. Hazlltt, and other writers anticipate twentieth-century 

reader-response criticism, educational theory, and film criticism. 

Janet Ruth Heller was commissioned to write a poem by the Friends of Poetry In Kalamazoo, Her poem, 

"Bird-Watching, "  will be on display In local libraries with poems by other local writers. A videotape of her 

reading the poem will be broadcast by the Kalamazoo Community Access Center on cable television In early 

1991. 


