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Hide not thy tears on this last day

Your sorrow has no shame:

To march no more midst lines of gray,

No longer play the game.

Four years have passed in joyful ways

Wouldst stay these old times dear?

Then cherish now these fleeting days

The few while you are here.

The last parade, our hearts sink low:

Before us we survey—

Cadets to be, where we are now

And soon will come their day.

Though distant now, yet not so far,

Their years are but a few.

Aye, soon they’ll know why misty are

Our eyes at last review.

The lights are dimmed, the bugle sounds

The notes we’ll ne’er forget.

And now a group of smiling lads:

We part with much regret.

Goodbyes are said, we march ahead

Success we go to find.

Our forms are gone from Valley Forge

Our hearts are left behind.
Valley Forge Class Song, by J. D. Salinger, Graduate Class of 1936.
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Letter:
     gold teeth.
     Dear Mother—You and your
                   ●     ●     ●     ●     ●

husband have failed to raise me 
             

properly.  I can neither Begin the 
Reflection:
Beguin nor identify Joe Ogle-
     It all links . . .

murphey’s torrid trumpet.  In 
     Men bore me;

short, college life for me is not 
     Women abhor me;

too peachy — Dolefully yours, 
     Children floor me;

Phoebe Phrosh.
     Society stinks . . .

               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●
                   ●     ●     ●     ●     ●

Story:
Movie Dept.:

     Once there was a young man 

If Miss Alice Faye had sung

who was tired of trying to grow 
one more chorus of “Now It Can

a moustache.  This same young 
Be Told,” this department fears

man did not want to go to work 
she would have swallowed her

for his Daddykins—or any other 
lower lip.

unreasonable man.  So the young 
An appalling thought . . .

man went back to college.
               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●

               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●


Book Dept.:

Redbook:
     For Hollywood’s sake, it would

     Baldwins, Hursts, Parrots, and 
be well for the authoress of 

          Garths:—
“Gone With the Wind” to re-

     You’ve all the same heroes, sta-
write same, giving Miss Scarlett

               tion wagons, and hearths;
O’Hara either one slightly crossed 

     Put on your tweeds and come 
eye, one bucked tooth, or one

               down with me
size-nine shoe.

     To see my drunk uncle who floats 
               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●

               in the sea.

               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●
Campus Dept.:


     Faith, Hope, and Watery Milk …

Memorandum:
     Of the three, I will take Thicker

     Students who want good marks 
               milk.

should not stare at professors’ 
     Since there is no Thicker Milk,








     Give me a little Hope.

     









     J. D. S. 
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Act One:
nesday night I refused to kiss
     Franklin:—I hate war.  Eleanor 
him good-night, and he became

hates war.  James, Franklin, El-
very angry.  For nearly ten min-

liot, and John hate war.  War is 
utes he screamed at the top of

hell! . . . How does that sound, 
his voice.  Then suddenly he hit

Eleanor?
me full in the mouth with his

     Eleanor:— Mm-hmmm. . .
fist.  Yet, he says he loves me.


What am I to think???

Act Two:
     Answer — Remember, dearie.
     Eleanor: — I honestly don’t 
No one is perfect.  Love is strange

know which one to go to.  They 
and beautiful.  Ardor is to be

would fall on the same after-
admired.  Have your tried kiss-

noon.  What would you do, 
ing him?

Frank?
               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●

     Franklin:— Mm-hmmm. . .


Movie Dept.:

Act Three:
     We fail to see why the leading

     Sissie and Buzzie: — What 
part in “Boys Town” was given

should we do this morning?  
to Mickey Rooney instead of

Practice rolling eggs on the 
Don Ameche.  Politics is forever

lawn? — or make out Uncle 
rearing its ugly head.

Jimmy’s income tax?
               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●

     Franklin and Eleanor:— Mm-

hmm. . .
Theater Dept.:

Epilogue:
     Having bounced on the velvet

     Chorus:—
seat of its pants all the way

          We are the kids of the White 
from Europe, Oscar Wilde is now

               House crew.  
in New York with Mr. Robert

          We don’t smoke and we 
Morley purring very convincing-

               don’t chew
ly in the title role.

          But we get around - - -
     Also in Imperial City is Mr.

               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●
Maurice Evans, spending five and


a half hours nightly out-Hamlet-

Suggestion:
ing Willie Shakespeare.  (The 

     I know you don’t love me.
original, full-length Hamlet.)  In

You’ve returned the ring . . . . 
Philadelphia, the ever-brilliant

It was only your youth . . . Of 
Eva Le Gallienne huskys through 

course . . . Merely a fling.  But 
Madame Carpet—a la forme Le

if you must laugh — please, not 
Gallienne.  You will find us, this

so hearty.  Control your candor.  
Thanksgiving, munching our

I’m still an interested party . . .
drumstick by footlight. . .

               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●
               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●

Lovelorn Dept.:
Memorandum:

     Question—I go with a boy who 
     There are only sixty-nine more

is so very confusing.  Last Wed-
shopping-days.  Do it early this 

       






year.
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Note:
Theater Dept.:

     Vogue magazine is now con-
     “Amphitryon ‘38”.  The Lunts

ducting its fourth annual Prix 
march on.  Boy meets girl.  Jupi-

De Paris contest, open to college 
ter gets girl.  The word the

seniors.  The first prize is one 
Greeks had for it is not very

year’s employment with Vogue 
different from ours, but the

including six months in the New 
Lunts juggle it around so clever-

York office and six months in 
ly that the illusion remains.

the Paris office.
This play we recommend oh-so-

     To those women seniors inter-
highly.

ested, this department will ad-
               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●

vance further details.  (Desper-

ately, we regret that Esquire 
Radio Dept.:

presents no similar opportunity.)
     There is a gentleman on the

               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●
air who promises to teach any-


one with a dollar in his pocket

Movie Dept.:
how to play the piano by ear.

     Weaned on Broadway, John 
Dying to be the life of some

Garfield (now appearing in “Four 
blond’s party, we sent for the

Daughters”) smokes cigarettes 
gentleman’s course.  In return

out of the side of his mouth, puts 
for our hard-earned dollar, we 

his feet on pianos, and grips 
received thousands of annoying

Sweet Young Things by their 
little digits and integers which,

frail shoulders, much more con-
we understand, are substitutes

vincingly, we think, than does 
for musical notes.  In short, we

even Don Ameche.
are still playing “My Country ‘Tis

               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●
Of Thee” with our same skinny


index finger.  Beware of a piano-

Book Dept.:
playing baritone named LeRoy . .

     Ernest Hemingway has com-
               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●

pleted his first full-length play.  

We hope it is worthy of him.  
Campus Dept.:

Ernest, we feel, has underworked 
     For the sake of convenience, 

and overdrooled ever since “The 
Doc may install a new slot-ma-

Sun Also Rises,” “The Killers,” 
chine which automatically grabs

and “Farewell To Arms.”
your weekly check as you pass

    






by.  The ingenious gadgets slugs

     






you at the same time, it is said.
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Campus Dept.:
Taking part in the whole mess is

     I am disappointed in love.  Life 
a little boy—we didn’t catch his

no longer holds any of its 
face—who sings and plays the

goodies for me.  Nowadays I only 
accordian rather well.  Too, most

talk to people to annoy them by 
of the music is good.  But you

staring at their moles or warts.  
don’t have to see the picture.

I seldom go to the movies; and 
               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●

when I do, it is to chew hard 

candy, rattle my program, and 
Theater Dept.:

jar feeble old ladies’ hats.  I find 
     “Shadow and Substance” and

myself visiting people solely to 
“Golden Boy” are Philadelphia

scatter their talcum powder and 
bound.  Both are worth seeing.

laugh at the pictures in their 
‘Shadow and Substance’ concerns

family albums.  I throw tomatoes 
a young servant-maid—a touch

at all small children resembling 
of the ethereal side—who breath-

Shirley Temple.  Every night at 
ily, proudly, confesses to her

twelve o’clock I creep out of bed, 
skeptical master and priest that

tiptoe over to my roommate’s 
she is subject to visitations from

bed, and proceed to jump up and 
St. Bridget.  Much emoshunal

down upon the defenseless fel-
konflik results.  “Golden Boy” is

low’s stomach.  I have also com-
about a young violinist-prize

posed a little song:
fighter who, not too fond of 


either pastime, stamps his foot

“Insidious and hideous are I.
upon our good earth and very

Me knows—my mirror tell why.
convincingly declares himself a

Me gottum no teeth and no hair.
cynic.  Francis Farmer surprised

She no love I.  (Tee!  hee! . . .
us with an excellent portrayal of 

                              who care?)”
the “wayward gal”.  Francis, by

               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●
the way, has everything Hedy


Lamarr forgot to get.

Movies Dept.:
               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●
     Bing MacMurray and Fred

Crosby are mixed up in a little
Awakening:

something about racetracks and
     All these years our mother has

horses, called “Sing You Sinners,”
made us believe in Santa Claus.








Now at last we know that Santa








is Don Ameche in disguise . . .
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Cram Chant:
Spencer Tracy and Mickey

     Line them up against the wall 
Rooney are as refreshing as the

. . . Piltdown, Cro-Magnon, Ne-
new Coca-Cola gals on Brad’s

anderthal . . . Line them up in 
wall.  Again Spencer Tracy plays

a crooked row . . . Eenie meenie 
the part of a priest.  Mickey

minie mo . . . Stuff your ears 
Rooney is the reformable hood-

and lock the door . . . what’ll it 
lum.  (The little guy has an un-

be for French 3-4? . . . Dr. Sib-
canny knack for getting under

bald, je vous aime beaucoup . . . 
the more calloused part of our

Yes, I do, and I do mean you 
skin.)

. . . A falling body gathers no 
     In one of our duller moments

moss . . . or inertia is tossed for 
we walked into “Hold That Co-

a loss . . . I’ve a date with Gren-
Ed” by mistake.  We let go of 

del’s mater . . . results of which 
the co-ed after an unreasonable

I’ll tell you later . . . Toss the 
half-hour.  Joan Davis, princess

numbers in a bunch . . . X and 
of screwballism, and sometimes

Y are out to lunch . . .
rather amusing, succeeds in be-

               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●
ing as funny as Uncle Herman’s


crutch.  George Murphey sings

Book Dept.:
and dances to music which might

     The following books have been 
have been written by Uncle Her-

recommended to us very per-
man’s imbecile son.  John Barry-

suasively:  “The Growth of Euro-
more, as a goofy politician, stole

pean Civilization,” “Short French 
the picture from beneath every-

Review Grammar and Composi-
body’s silly nose — and probably

tion,” “The Literature of Eng-
gave it back.

land,” “The Art of Description,” 
               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●

and “Man’s Physical Universe.”


     You tell us about them.
Resignation:

               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●
     We refuse to make any re-


marks about Brother Ameche

Movie Dept.:
this week.  We are about to

     If by chance you should out-
leave for the week-end, and our

live this gorey week, you might 
young heart is filled with good-

take a look at “Boys Town.”
ness, fraternity, and History 1-2.
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Strong Cast Scores in Priestley’s Sombre Post-War Drama

By Jerome Salinger

   On the very bright evenings of November 11 and 12, the Curtain Club, under the direction and coaching of Dr. and Mrs. Reginald S. Sibbald, presented “Time and the Conways,” a three-act drama by J. B. Priestley, in the Thompson-Gay Gymnasium.

From curtain to curtain, the play maintained and very often uplifted Mr. Priestley’s somewhat grim intentions.  That dull, yawn-provoking note amateur actors so often strike was, without exception, never struck.  The cast moved, declaimed, and emoted with that worthy gusto which leaves an audience continually receptive — and resentful of squeaky curtain pulleys and women’s unremoved feather hats.

The scene of “Time and the Conways” is set in the suburban English home of the widowed Mrs. Conway and her brood of four daughters and two sons.  In the first act, we see the Conways celebrating a birthday party.  Giddy with youth, the Conways, as we first see them, are not too afraid of life.

In the second act (nineteen years later, Priestley time) the Conways are stripped of their spirit, their happiness, and their youth.  Time, and the deficiencies of their individual and collective make-ups, have overtaken the Conways, leaving them distorted and twisted, with uncertain philosophy.

In Act Three we are turned back again to the continuation of the very same birthday party seen in Act One.  This final act is Mr. Priestley’s somewhat terse explanation of Act Two.

As Mrs. Conway, Dorothy Peoples ‘39, played a very difficult part with the most intelligent understanding.  As Kay, Joan Maxwell ‘42, was extremely convincing, and quite aware of the danger of lending her role a pseudo-sophisticated touch.

Jean Patterson ‘42, playing Hazel, was most attractive, and carried her part quite adequately.  Edna Hesketh ‘40, as Madge, defeated a tendency towards excessive harshness, and presented a strong, clear-cut characterization.

As Carol, the youngest of the Conway daughters, Marion Byron ‘42, was outstanding.  She undoubtedly has theater in her blood.  There was a breathless quality in her voice which, if regulated and controlled, may some day lead her to the professional footlights.

Alan, Nicholas Barry ‘41, was completely at ease.  Obviously, he comprehended Mr. Priestley’s endeavors in their entirety.  His brother Robin was smoothly done by John Rauhauser ‘41.

Marthella Anderson ‘40, as Joan Helford, was splendid,—particularly in her performance of the second act.

As Gerald Thornton, Paul Wise ‘41, was satisfactorily pompous; and Albert Hill ‘40, playing Ernest Beavers, loaned flavor to a distasteful role.

At the Saturday night performance of this first Curtain Club presentation of the year, the auditorium-theater was filled to its capacity of three hundred and eighty.  During intermissions, there was music from the College orchestra, directed by Dr. William F. Philip.

With the evidence already given of the dramatic talent within the Ursinus campus, there is sufficient reason to look forward eagerly to the next Curtain Club production.

“Time and the Conways,” review by Jerome Salinger, The Ursinus Weekly, Monday, November 14, 1938.
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College Graduate:
Movie Dept.:

     Against my better judgment, I 
     “Room Service” is not the 

am applying for the position you 
typical Marx Brothers’ picture.

advertised in Sunday’s paper.  It 
There is something in this cur-

is my family’s unanimous opinion 
rent film, totally un-Marxian, 

that I am precisely the young 
called plot.  We are not too sure

man to fulfill the requirements 
that we like the change; despite

desired.  (Even at this very mom-
the fact that the plot is a good

ent I can see my sister Bertha’s 
one.  The Marx Brothers are too

mousey face gleaming in triumph.  
able, too self-reliant, to stoop to

She knows full well that I would 
convention.  But “Room Service,”

prefer to continue my research 
of course, is still worth seeing.

in the ectomology of the mussel.)
Give the Marxes an inch and

     You seek a young man to do 
they will stretch it to Peru and

odd jobs about the estate of your 
back.

summer home, and to drive you 
Radio Dept.:

to work in the mornings.
     Charles Boyer, who hails from

     I do not quite understand what 
Deladier’s corner of that mad

you mean by the expression “odd 
continent, is now on the air.  We

jobs.”  Surely manuel labor 
fail to see why, but he is never-

would not be necessitated.  I 
theless.  Boyer has a rich, liquid

have extremely weak arches.  
voice and a very cute French

However, I am clever about the 
accent—but what more?  His in-

house.  Never shall I forget the 
flection of words is poor; reading

time there was an obstruction in 
from a fast-moving radio script

my Aunt Phoebe’s sink which 
is no boon to such a deficiency.

prevented the exit of the waste 
Boyer’s facial expressions are

water.  It was I, dear Mr. Smith, 
above the Hollywood average, 

who removed the obstacle.
but they are lost to radio, of 

     Indubitably I am a superb 
course.

driver.  Fortunately, I have my 
     There is utter chaos on the

license again.  (I was in a slight 
third floor of Curtis Hall every

accident several weeks ago in 
weekday at 5:45 p. m.  At said

which my car collided with a 
time, there is a very wee voice

rather large refrigerated truck.  
on the radio which squeaks:

The truck driver was entirely at 
“Hey, fellas!  It’s the circus!”

fault, but unfortunately, for me, 
Promptly, the Curtis kiddies be-

the magistrate was a Democrat.)
gin to shout with gusto for all

     I shall be happy to accept the 
their friends—whose names, ap-

open position.  Of course, I as-
parently, are Stinky and Skinny.

sume that you rise at a reason-
               ●     ●     ●     ●     ●

able hour.  Owing to my arches, 

I have always required sixteen 
Campus Dept.:

hours sleep.
     It was all a mistake.  They








were alumni.  They have never








even been to Mars.
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Campus Dictionary:
Movie Dept.:

     Dean’s List:—A small restrict-
     After Hollywood has donned

ed group of people who get eight 
its thousands of wigs, costumes, 

hours sleep nightly.
and what-not to dance a multi-

     “B” List:—Ditto in the nega-
million dollar light fantastic, it

tive.
too often puts its foot in its big

     Written Exam:—An unpleas-
mouth.  Such is certainly not the

ant event which causes callous 
case with “Marie Antoinette,”

to form on the first joint of the 
which is an extravaganza not to

middle finger.  Invented by a 
be missed.  Norma Shearer, in 

group of people who most likely 
the title role, achieves and re-

threw the overalls in Mrs. Mur-
tains a glorious pace.  Assisting

phey’s chowder, and who prob-
her, Robert Morley, John Barry-

ably are not even obliged to see 
more, and Joseph Schildkraut

their dentists twice a year.
lend that potent touch of three

     Recreation Hall:— A place 
finished actors.  At times, Ty-

frequented by people who like to 
rone Power knits his eyebrows

perspire freely and step on other 
rather effectively, thereby pro-

people’s feet.  Upon leaving its 
ving his existence.  Throughout,

premises nightly, one usually 
the film moves rapidly and com-

marks the passing of a Perkio-
prehensively.  Those mob-scenes

men Valley skunk who refused 
Hollywood so loves to over-do

to die without the last laugh.
are pleasantly scarce.  And not

     Sunday Night Supper:— A 
one female was directed to take

somewhat inauspicious occasion 
a milk-bath.

where one renews association 
Parental Lament:

with old friends and beans.
     There must be some truth in

     “John’s” :— A small tea-room 
heredity.  Yet there’s no one like

of Old English atmosphere whose 
him on the family tree.  What

patrons are mostly elderly ladies 
in the world can the matter be?

who knit their nephews sweaters 
How can my Junior have an

which never fit.
average of “E”?
“J. D. S’s, The Skipped Diploma,” The Ursinus Weekly, Monday, November 21, 1938.

J. D. S’s

-- The Skipped Diploma --



        ____________

Theater Dept.:
moving, and done with good


music, but still we left the theat-

     Clare Booth has penned her 
er feeling flat.

“Kiss the Boys Goodbye” with 
     Victor Moore, William Gaxton, 

the same gusto evident in her 
and Sophie Tucker are all in a 

success of a season ago, “The 
very musical Musical somewhat

Women.”  “Kiss the Boys Good-
comical Comedy called “Leave It

bye” is a clever bit of satire in-
To Me!”.  The show revolves

spired by the Hollywood “Gone 
about Victor Moore and his fun-

With The Wind” Patti-Cake Con-
ny fat face.  Moore plays the 

test.  Miss Booth selects a very 
part of an ambassador to Russia

appealing Southern belle to play 
who would much prefer to be

the much ballyhooed leading 
back in Topeka, Kansas, with

role of “Velvet O’Toole,” and 
the sunflowers and Alf.  Wil-

tosses the unfortunate wench in-
liam Gaxton, as an idea-a-min-

to a very rough Hollywood sea.  
ute newspaperman, helps his

The Booth dialogue is fast, 
wish come true—much to the

smooth, and sometimes quite po-
dismay of raucous - yodelling

tent.
Sophie Tucker who, as Moore’s

     “The Fabulous Invalid,” we 
ambitious spouse, has dreams of

thought, was not up to the 
outdoing even Eleanor You-

Kaufman – Hart snuff.  Though 
Know-Who.  There are some

novel and engaging enough, it 
clever digs at our own already

lacks that sparkle of their “You
well-excavated New Deal Party.

 Can’t Take It With You.”  The 
The show is girly-girly; the cos-

legitimate theater itself, Hart 
tumes, among other things, are

and Kaufman point out, is the 
well worth the trouble of bring-

fabulous invalid.  Whereupon 
ing along your spectacles.

with music and trumpets the 
Definition Dept.:

audience is forced to trace the 
     Eight O’clock Class:— Con-

many totterings of the theater 
tinued slumber without the for-

due to wars, depressions, and 
mality of pyjamas.

screeno nights.  The play is fast-

“J. D. S’s, The Skipped Diploma,” The Ursinus Weekly, Monday, December 5, 1938.

Seniors Present Comedy, Ball As Final Social Contributions

By Jerome Salinger ‘41

   On the evening of December tenth, the Senior Class, under the direction of Dr. and Mrs. Reginald S. Sibbald, offered “Lady Of Letters,” a three-act farce by Turner Bullock.

Though undoubtedly guilty of too few rehearsals, the players nevertheless made a courageous attempt at salvaging most of the somewhat feeble Bullock humor, and, according to the gusty and frequent laughs of the audience, successfully introduced some relative, or otherwise, personal allusions to our own college by way of make-up and delivery.

“Lady Of Letters” is set in the living-room of Professor Willifer’s home in a small college town.  Briefly, the plot is concerned with the professor’s wife, Adelaide, a sweet and simple female, eighty percent idiot and twenty percent imbecile.

Adelaide, certain that she is destined for greater things than playing the mandolin with one finger, buys the unpublished manuscript of a young-and-starving author, and promptly has it published under her own name.  Immediately, the unworthy Adelaide is hailed as a genius by all, save those intimates who know her and prefer to remain skeptical.  Her husband, mother, and step-daughter are bewildered; the president of the college does not “feel equipped to handle genius”—until, however, certain pecuniary considerations are taken in behalf of the college.

Ultimately, details develop, in typical farce manner, bringing out the truth, and Adelaide is forced, temporarily, to suffer the results of

her deception.  But all ends well, entertainingly far from realism.

Byron Leads

  
As the Gracie Allen-like Adelaide, Roberta Byron was without reproach, upholding her leading role throughout the play, and looking most attractive.  As Professor Willifer, her disgusted and Adelaide-weary husband, Clifford Laudenslager proved that even an inexperienced actor may be adequate.


Mary Helen Stoudt filled the insignificant role of Daughter Susie to its scant capacity.  As her abruptly-found heart and young-and-starving writer, Richard Mays, Raymond Harbaugh offered an intelligent performance.


As Adelaide’s mother, Evelyn Cornish was splendid, lending perhaps the clearest-thinking interpretation of the play.  As her colored maid, Henrietta, Mabel Ditter was sufficient.  As Cornelia Lawrence, Lillian Bedner and her trick hat received the bulk of the first-act laughs.


The part of Mr. Creepmore, the registrar of the college, was humorously acted by William Wimer via a twitch in his nose and a frog in his throat.  Kenneth Seagrave, as Dr. Newberry, the president of the college, delivered his few lines forcefully and impressively.  Glenn Eshbach, in the role of publicity-agent Warren Ainsley, had a winning way with a telephone receiver, but failed to be cautious enough of his enunciation.  This failing, however, was evident, if less intense, on the part of perhaps the entire cast.


Winifred Shaw, a literary critic, was a minute part, but well-played by Geraldine Yerger.


Between the acts there was music by the College orchestra under the direction of Dr. William F. Phillip.

“Lady Of Letters,” review by Jerome Salinger, The Ursinus Weekly, Monday, December 12, 1938.

A small related insert article, within Salinger’s review, follows:  Hundred Ten Attend Ball - One hundred and ten couples braved the elements Friday night to attend the Senior Ball./  Although the orchestra was not Ray Keating’s, as had been advertised, the substitutes from Philadelphia did a fair job of syncopating in his place./  Decorations were unusually gay with shining silver and blue the color motif.
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Train Ride:
     ject of Miss, Mrs., and Grand-


     mother America’s violent af-

     After swabbing his hairy over-
     fections.  In short, Larry has

coat several times across our 
     fallen heir to all the goodies

face, a ruddy-faced gentleman 
     beneath the X family tree.)

(whom we shall refer to as Mr. 
     Mr. X:  (after a bit, but with

X) sat down beside us on the 
the same determination)  Ya

Philadelphia – New York – bound 
really wanna gain some weight

train.  Mr. X was particularly 
though.

friendly, and in no time at all 
     Us:  (between gritted young,

we were taken into the fold.  The 
strong teeth)  Can you suggest a 

details of our short association 
plan?  I refuse to eat breakfast

are hereforth revealed,—whereby 
foods.

our many thousands of readers 
     Mr. X:  (happily)  Well, why

may have a clearer understand-
don’t ya drop my oldest boy, 

ing of why darkies were born.
Larry, a line?  He’ll be able to 

     Mr. X:  College feller?
tell ya.

     Us:  (cautiously)  Yes.
     Us:  (momentarily struck with

     Mr. X:  Thought so.  Heh!  heh!  
brilliance)  You have been so

Larry—that’s my oldest boy—he 
kind that you don’t deserve to

goes to college too.  Plays foot-
be kept in the dark . . . The 

ball.  You play?
truth is, unfortunately, that for

     Us:  N-no.
generations our family has suf-

     Mr. X:  Well, I guess ya need a 
fered from beriberi.

little weight.  Heh!  heh!
     Mr. X:  (retreating slightly)  Oh.

     Us:  Heh!  heh!
     (From this point on, the con-

     (At that point, Mr. X modestly 
     versation became pleasantly

     informed me that his oldest 
     sluggish, Mr. X being most

     boy, Larry, was not only an 
     considerate of our condition.

     expert football player, but also 
     Our farewell at Pennsylvania

     an Assistant Scoutmaster, an 
     Station was friendly, and with

     old – lady – across – the – street-
     little ado Mr. X took leave of

     taker, and the indifferent ob-
     our skinny person.)

“J. D. S’s, The Skipped Diploma,” The Ursinus Weekly, Monday, December 12, 1938.

CONTRIBUTORS
J. D. SALINGER writes.  “I’m twenty-five, was born in New York, am now in Germany with the Army.  I used to go pretty steady with the big city, but I find that my memory is slipping since I’ve been in the Army.  Have forgotten bars and streets and buses and faces; am more inclined, in retrospect, to get my New York out of the American Indian Room of the Museum of Natural History, where I used to drop my marbles all over the floor. . . . I went to three colleges—never quite, technically, getting past the freshman year.  Spent a year in Europe when I was eighteen and nineteen, most of the time in Vienna. . . . I was supposed to apprentice myself to the Polish ham business. . . . They finally dragged me off to Bydgoszcz for a couple of months, where I slaughtered pigs, wagoned through the snow with the big slaughter-master, who was determined to entertain me by firing his shotgun at sparrows, light bulbs, fellow employees.  Came back to America and tried college for half a semester, but quit like a quitter.  Studied and wrote short stories in Whit Burnett’s group at Columbia.  He published my first piece in his magazine, STORY.  Been writing ever since, hitting some of the bigger magazines, most of the little ones.  Am still writing whenever I can find the time and an unoccupied foxhole.  (Mr. Salinger modestly withholds an extremely interesting and without precedent bit of information from his biography, to wit, he recently sent a check of $200 from the battle front to STORY representing part of his earnings from some of his recent writing for large-circulation magazines.  He said he wished this to be used by STORY for the encouragement of other writers and would like it to be applied, if that was feasible, to STORY’s nationwide short story contests among the students of universities throughout the country. —Editor’s note.)

Salinger Biographical Notes, Story #25 (November-December 1944), page 1.

J. D. Salinger

by William Maxwell

JEROME DAVID SALINGER was born in New York City on January 1, 1919.  So far as the present population is concerned, there is a cleavage between those who have come to the city as adults and those who were born and raised there, for a New York childhood is a special experience.  For one thing, the landmarks have a very different connotation.  As a boy Jerry Salinger played on the steps of public buildings that a non-native would recognize immediately and that he never knew the names of.  He rode his bicycle in Central Park.  He fell into the Lagoon.  Those almost apotheosized department stores, Macy’s and Gimbel’s, still mean to him the toy department at Christmas.  Park Avenue means taking a cab to Grand Central at the beginning of vacation.

   Since there is no positive evidence to the contrary, it is reasonable to assume that people who have any kind of artistic talent are born with it.  Something is nevertheless required to set talent in operation.  With a writer I think what is required is a situation, something, that is more than he can hope to handle.  At the age of fifteen, Salinger was sent to military school, which he not very surprisingly detested.  At night in bed, under the covers, with the aid of a flashlight, he began writing stories.  He has been writing ever since, writing constantly, and often in places as inconvenient as a totally dark, cold, school dormitory.

   He was graduated from military school and went to college, in a manner of speaking – to several colleges; but he didn’t let the curriculum interfere with his self-imposed study of professional writers.  Sometimes the curriculum and his plans coincided, and he was able to take a course in writing.  The other students went straight for the large themes:  life and death.  Salinger’s choice of subject matter was always unambitious, his approach to it that of a craftsman.

   In the midst of his college period, his father sent him to Europe for a year to learn German and to write ads for a firm that exported Polish hams.  It was a happy year.  He lived in Vienna, with an Austrian family, and learned some German and a good deal about people, if not about the exporting business.  Eventually he got to Poland and for a brief while went out with a man at four o’clock in the morning and bought and sold pigs.  Though he hated it, there is no experience, agreeable or otherwise, that isn’t valuable to a writer of fiction.  He wrote and sent what he wrote to magazines in America – and learned, as well as this ever can be learned, how not to mind when the manuscripts came back to him.

   During the first part of his army service he corrected papers in a ground school for aviation cadets, by day; and at night, every night, he wrote.  Later he wrote publicity releases for Air Service Command in Dayton, Ohio, and used his three-day passes to go to a hotel and write stories.  At the end of 1943 he was transferred to the Counter-Intelligence Corps.  He landed in France on D-Day with the 4th Division, and remained with it, as one of two special agents responsible for the security of the 12th Regiment, for the rest of the war, through five campaigns.

   He is now living in a rented house in Westport, Connecticut, with, for company and distraction, a Schnauzer named Benny, who, he says, is terribly anxious to please and always has been.  Salinger has published, all told, about thirty stories.  How completely unlike anybody else’s stories they are, and also something of their essential quality, three of the titles convey:  A Perfect Day for Bananafish, Just Before the War with the Eskimos, and For Esmé – With Love and Squalor.

   The Catcher in the Rye was originally a novelette ninety pages long.  This version was finished in 1946, and a publisher was willing to publish it, but the author, dissatisfied, decided to do it over again.  The result is a full-length book, much richer, deeper, more subjective and more searching.  It means little or nothing to say that a novelist writes like Flaubert, since Flaubert invented the modern novel with Madame Bovary, and it is probably impossible not to write like him in one way or another, but it means a great deal to say that a novelist works like Flaubert (which Salinger does), with infinite labor, infinite patience and infinite thought for the technical aspects of what he is writing, none of which must show in the final draft.  Such writers go straight to heaven when they die, and their books are not forgotten.
   “A year or so ago,” he says, “I was asked to speak to a short-story class at Sarah Lawrence College.  I went, and I enjoyed the day, but it isn’t something I’d ever want to do again.  I got very oracular and literary.  I found myself labeling all the writers I respect.  (Thomas Mann, in an introduction he wrote for The Castle, called Kafka a ‘religious humorist.’  I’ll never forgive him for it.)  A writer, when he’s asked to discuss his craft, ought to get up and call out in a loud voice just the names of the writers he loves.  I love Kafka, Flaubert, Tolstoy, Chekhov, Dostoyevsky, Proust, O’Casey, Rilke, Lorca, Keats, Rimbaud, Burns, E. Brontë, Jane Austen, Henry James, Blake, Coleridge.  I won’t name any living writers.  I don’t think it’s right.  I think writing is a hard life.  But it’s brought me enough happiness that I don’t think I’d ever deliberately dissuade anybody (if he had talent) from taking it up.  The compensations are few, but when they come, if they come, they’re very beautiful.”

“J. D. Salinger,” Book of the Month Club News, July 1951.

the Catcher in the Rye

by J. D. Salinger

Anyone who has read J. D. Salinger’s New Yorker stories — particularly A Perfect Day for Bananafish, Uncle Wiggily in Connecticut, The Laughing Man, and For Esme — With Love and Squalor, will not be surprised by the fact that his first novel is full of children.

The hero-narrator of THE CATCHER IN THE RYE is an ancient child of sixteen, a native New Yorker named Holden Caulfield.  Through circumstances that tend to preclude adult, secondhand description, he leaves his prep school in Pennsylvania and goes underground in New York City for three days.

The boy himself is at once too simple and too complex for us to make any final comment about him or his story.  Perhaps the safest thing we can say about Holden is that he was born in the world not just strongly attracted to beauty, but, almost, hopelessly impaled on it.

There are many voices in this novel:  children’s voices, adult voices, underground voices—but Holden’s voice is the

(Continued on back flap)
(Continued from front flap)

most eloquent of all.  Transcending his own vernacular, yet remaining marvelously faithful to it, he issues a perfectly articulated cry of mixed pain and pleasure.  However, like most lovers and clowns and poets of the higher orders, he keeps most of the pain to, and for, himself.  The pleasure he gives away, or sets aside, with all his heart.  It is there for the reader who can handle it to keep.

J. D. Salinger was born in New York City in 1919 and attended Manhattan public schools, a military academy in Pennsylvania and three colleges (no degrees).  “A happy tourist’s year in Europe,” he writes, “when I was eighteen and nineteen.  In the Army from ’42 to ’46, most of the time with the Fourth Division.

“I’ve been writing since I was fifteen or so.  My short stories have appeared in a number of magazines over the last ten years, mostly — and most happily — in The New Yorker.  I worked on THE CATCHER IN THE RYE, on and off, for ten years.”

Jacket design by Michael Mitchell
TO MY MOTHER

Dust jacket notes and dedication from “the CATCHER in the RYE.”

The author writes:  FRANNY came out in The New Yorker in 1955, and was swiftly followed, in 1957, by ZOOEY.  Both stories are early, critical entries in a narrative series I’m doing about a family of settlers in twentieth-century New York, the Glasses.  It is a long-term project, patently an ambitious one, and there is a real-enough danger, I suppose, that sooner or later I’ll bog down, perhaps disappear entirely, in my own methods, locutions, and mannerisms.  On the whole though, I’m very hopeful.  I love working on these Glass stories, I’ve been waiting for them most of my life, and I think I have fairly decent, monomaniacal plans to finish them with due care and all-available skill.

A couple of stories in the series besides

(Continued on second flap)

FRANNY and ZOOEY have already been published in The New Yorker, and some new material is scheduled to appear there soon or Soon.  I have a great deal of thoroughly unscheduled material on paper, too, but I expect to be fussing with it, to use a popular trade term, for some time to come.  (“Polishing” is another dandy word that comes to mind.)  I work like greased lightening, myself, but my alter-ego and collaborator, Buddy Glass, is insufferably slow.

It is my rather subversive opinion that a writer’s feelings of anonymity-obscurity are the second-most valuable property on loan to him during his working years.  My wife has asked me to add, however, in a single explosion of candor, that I live in Westport with my dog.

As nearly as possible in the spirit of Matthew Salinger, age one, urging a cool lima bean, I urge my editor, mentor, and (heaven help him) closest friend, William Shawn, genius domus of The New Yorker, lover of the long shot, protector of the unprolific, defender of the hopelessly flamboyant, most unreasonably modest of born great artist-editors, to accept this pretty skimpy-looking book.

Dust jacket notes and dedication from “Franny and Zooey.”

The author writes:  The two long pieces in this book originally came out in The New Yorker — RAISE HIGH THE ROOF BEAM, CARPENTERS in 1955, SEYMOUR — An Introduction in 1959.  Whatever their differences in mood or effect, they are both very much concerned with Seymour Glass, who is the main character in my still-uncompleted series about the Glass family.  It struck me that they had better be collected together, if not deliberately paired off, in something of a hurry,

(Continued on second flap)

if I mean them to avoid unduly or undesirably close contact with new material in the series.  There is only my word for it, granted, but I have several new Glass stories coming along — waxing, dilating — each in its own way, but I suspect the less said about them, in mixed company, the better.

Oddly, the joys and satisfactions of working on the Glass family peculiarly increase and deepen for me with the years.  I can’t say why, though.  Not, at least, outside the casino proper of my fiction.

If there is an amateur reader still left in the world – or anybody who just reads and runs – I ask him or her, with untellable affection and gratitude, to split the dedication of this book four ways with my wife and children.

Dust jacket notes and dedication from “Raise High the Roof Beam, Carpenters and Seymour an Introduction.”

SALINGER, JEROME DAVID (1919- ), American novelist and short story writer, writes:  “Born in New York City.  Have lived in and around New York most of my life.  Educated in Manhattan public schools, a military academy in Pennsylvania, three colleges (no degrees).  A happy tourist’s year in Europe when I was eighteen and nineteen.  In the Army from ‘42 to ‘46, two and a half years overseas (in Europe).  I was with the Fourth Infantry Division, as a staff sergeant, through five campaigns, from D-Day to the end of the war.  I’m now living in Westport, Conn.

“I’ve been writing since I was fifteen or so.  Published my first story in 1940, when I was twenty-one, in Story.  At the time, it seemed like a late start.  My short stories have appeared in a number of magazines over the last ten years (Harper’s, Saturday Evening Post, Collier’s, Esquire, Cosmopolitan, Story, Good Housekeeping, Mademoiselle), mostly—and most happily—in the New Yorker.


“I’d like to say who my favorite fiction writers are, but I don’t see how I can do it without saying why they are.  So I won’t.


“I’m aware that a number of my friends will be saddened, or shocked, or shocked-saddened, over some of the chapters of The Catcher in the Rye.  Some of my best friends are children.  In fact, all of my best friends are children.  It’s almost unbearable to me to realize that my book will be kept on a shelf out of their reach.”

*
*
*

J. D. Salinger’s first book, The Catcher in the Rye, was a best-seller, a Book-of-the-Month Club choice, and one of the most highly praised novels of recent years.  For Salinger, a modest and conscientious young man who shuns publicity, the success of the book was almost as embarrassing as it was gratifying.  The Catcher in the Rye—a sensitive study of an adolescent boy adrift in New York—combined humor and pathos.  It is told in the first person by the semi-sophisticated and startlingly articulate young hero.


The novelist William Maxwell reports that Salinger works “with infinite labor, infinite patience, and infinite thought for the technical aspects of what he is writing.”  Salinger himself admits that he finds writing “a hard life.”  But, he adds, “it’s brought me enough happiness that I don’t think I’d ever deliberately dissuade anybody (if he had talent) from taking it up.  The compensations are few, but when they come, if they come, they’re very beautiful.”


Reviewing his collection of short stories, Eudora Welty wrote in the New York Times:  “J.D. Salinger’s writing is original, first rate, serious and beautiful.  .  .  .  From the outside [his stories] are often very funny; inside, they are about heartbreak, and convey it; they can do this because they are pure.”  William Peden observed in the Saturday Review:  “Salinger is an extreme individualist with a pleasing disregard for conventional narrative form and style.  He possesses a saving grace of humor which makes even his somber stories very pleasant reading.”


PRINCIPAL WORKS:  The Catcher in the Rye, 1951; Nine Stories (in England:  For Esmé—with Love and Squalor, and Other Stories) 1953.


ABOUT:  New York Herald Tribune Book Review August 19, 1951; Saturday Review of Literature July 14, 1951, February 16, 1952.

Letter to the Editor, Twentieth Century Authors, 1st supplement. New York: H.W. Wilson, 1955.

In 1949 Harper’s published a story by J. D. Salinger called “Down at the Dinghy.”  We asked him for biographical information and here is what we received:

J. D. Salinger—Biographical

In the first place, if I owned a magazine I would never publish a column full of contributors’ biographical notes.  I seldom care to know a writer’s birthplace, his children’s names, his working schedule, the date of his arrest for smuggling guns (the gallant rogue!) during the Irish Rebellion.  The writer who tells you these things is also very likely to have his picture taken wearing an open-collared shirt—and he’s sure to be looking three-quarter-profile and tragic.  He can also be counted on to refer to his wife as a swell gal or a grand person.

   I’ve written biographical notes for a few magazines, and I doubt if I ever said anything honest in them.  This time, though, I think I’m a little too far out of my Emily Brontë period to work myself into a Heathcliff.  (All writers—no matter how many lions they shoot, no matter how many rebellions they actively support—go to their graves half-Oliver Twist and half-Mary, Mary, Quite Contrary.)  This time I’m going to make it short and go straight home.

   I’ve been writing seriously for over ten years.  Being modest almost to a fault, I won’t say I’m a born writer, but I’m certainly a born professional.  I don’t think I ever selected writing as a career.  I just started to write when I was eighteen or so and never stopped.  (Maybe that isn’t quite true.  Maybe I did select writing as a profession.  I don’t really remember—I got into it so quickly—and finally.)

   I was with the Fourth Division during the war.

   I almost always write about very young people.

“J. D. Salinger--Biographical,” Harper’s, 218 (February 1959), page 87
Man-Forsaken Men

    Several months ago, in an article in The Post entitled “Who Speaks for the Damned?” Peter J. McElroy cited that New York is one of the very few states that offers no hope whatever to the “lifers” in its prisons.  In other words, once a man is sentenced to life imprisonment in New York State, there is no provision that after 20 or even 30 years he will go before a Board of Parole.  The writer plainly thought the lack of such a provision cruel, even barbarous, and I surely agree with him, and so must a lot of other people.  He went on to quote one of the New York State prison chaplains as saying, “Visitors’ day at the prison is the most horrible of all for the lifers.  They are almost completely forgotten.”  That rings horribly true.  We can say, of course, that the lifer has brought his plight on himself.  Or we can say, somewhat less virtuously, that justice has been done, and that’s that.  Justice, though, is at best one of those words that make us look away or turn up our coat collars, and justice-without-mercy must easily be the bleakest, coldest combinations of words in the language.  If no mercy may be legally shown to the New York State lifer, then at least some further legislation should be provided so that when a man in New York is sentenced to life imprisonment the real terms of his sentence are pronounced in full, for all the world to hear.  Something on this order, perhaps: “You will be imprisoned in a New York State penal institution for the rest of your natural life.  If, however, after 20 years or 30 years you not only are truly penitent but have shown, in the indifferent opinion of New York State, a very marked improvement in character—comparable in quality and depth to that of the average free citizen of New York—you will then be permitted, slowly, charitably, intelligently, at the taxpayers’ expense, to rust to death in a sanitary, airy cell superior in every way to anything offered in the 16th century.”

    This is all a matter for action, though, not irony.  Can it be brought to the attention of the Governor?  Can he be approached?  Can he be located?  Surely it must concern him that the New York State lifer is one of the most crossed-off, man-forsaken men on earth.

  








J. D. SALINGER.

Letter to the editor by J. D. Salinger, New York Post, Wednesday, December 9, 1959, page 49.

EPILOGUE

A SALUTE TO WHIT BURNETT

1899-1972

by J. D. Salinger

BACK IN 1939, when I was twenty, I was a student for a time in one of the present editors’—Whit Burnett’s—short-story course, up at Columbia.   A good and instructive and profitable year for me, on all counts, let me briefly say.   Mr. Burnett simply and very knowledgeably conducted a short-story course, never mugwumped over one.   Whatever personal reasons he may have had for being there, at all, he plainly had no intentions of using fiction, short or long, as a leg up for himself in the academic or quarterly-magazine hierarchies.   He usually showed up for class late, praises on him, and contrived to slip out early—I often have my doubts whether any good and conscientious short-story-course conductor can humanly do more.   Except that Mr. Burnett did.   I have several notions how or why he did, but it seems essential only to say that he had a passion for good short fiction, strong short fiction, that very easily and properly dominated the room.   It was clear to us that he loved getting his hands on anybody’s excellent story—Bunin’s or Saroyan’s, Maupassant’s or Dean Fales’ or Tess Slessinger’s, Hemingway’s or Dorothy Parker’s or Clarence Day’s, and so on, no particular pets, no fashionable prejudices.   He was there, unmistakably, and however reechy it is almost sure to sound, in the service of the Short Story.   But I would not ask Mr. Burnett to bear with any further hoarse praise from me.   Not quite, anyway, of the same ilk.

     Here is something that has stuck in my mind for over twenty-five years.

     In class, one evening, Mr. Burnett felt himself in the mood to read Faulkner’s “That Evening Sun Go Down” out loud, and he went right ahead and did it.   A rapid reading, among other things, most singularly and undescribably low-key.   In effect, he was much less reading the story aloud than running through with it, verbatim, and very thoughtfully, with about twenty-five percent of his voice open.   Almost anybody picked at random from a crowded subway car would have given a more dramatic or “better” performance.   But that was just the point.   Mr. Burnett very deliberately forbore to perform.   He abstained from reading beautifully.   It was as if he had turned himself into a reading lamp, and his voice into paper and print.   By and large, he left you on your own to know how the characters were saying what they were saying.   You got your Faulkner story straight, without any middlemen between.   Not before or since have I heard a reader make such instinctive and wholehearted concessions to a born printed-page writer’s needs and, aye, rights.   Regretfully, I never got to meet Faulkner, but I often had it in my head to shoot him a letter telling him about that unique reading of Mr. Burnett’s.   In this nutty, exploitive era, people who read short stories beautifully are all over the place—recording, taping, podiumizing, televising—and I wanted to tell Faulkner, who must have heard countless moving interpretations of his work, that not once, throughout the reading, did Burnett come between the author and his beloved silent reader.   Whether he has ever done it again, I don’t know, but with somebody who as brought the thing off even once, the written short-story form must be very much at home, intact, unfinagled with, suitably content.

     Salutes to Whit Burnett, to Hallie Burnett, and to all STORY readers and contributors.

J.D.S.

Fiction Writer’s Handbook, Hallie and Whit Burnett, New York: Harper and Row, 1975.

Giles Weaver

By Mark Phillips

J. D. Salinger’s fame has ended up as much based on his silence as it is on his published work. Despite the phenomenal success of his only novel, The Catcher in the Rye, and his collected short stories, fascination with Salinger’s self-imposed isolation from both the public eye and the literary scene has gradually overshadowed his writing genius. In an age of publicity and hype, Salinger remains an enigma.


It has been twenty years since readers have had any news of Holden Caulfield or the Glass Family. Instead, the author stays secluded in his New Hampshire home, demanding privacy and understanding. He insists he is still writing, but he considers the possibility of publication an invasion of his privacy.


Salinger began as a short story writer in the 1940s, with work appearing in such magazines as Esquire, the Saturday Evening Post, and the New Yorker. In 1951 he published The Catcher in the Rye to both popular and critical acclaim. Negative reviews that decried foul language, monotony and self-absorption were outweighed by critics and fans who found in the novel the voice—and the tone of a voice—of a new generation. Catcher went into multiple printings. Young readers idolized “their” generation’s writer in an almost cultic way.


However, Salinger grew uneasy in the intensifying limelight. The more popular he became, the less he chose to be seen in public, or even in print. He cited the publicity as a distraction from his work. Hoping to be left alone, he moved from Westport, Connecticut, to an isolated house near Cornish, New Hampshire. In 1953 he granted an interview to a local schoolgirl writing for a nearby small newspaper, the Claremont Eagle. He would not speak to the press again until 1974.


In the years following Catcher’s publication, Salinger released only a handful of stories. Critics and readers grew impatient with his infrequent output. Nor did his themes, gradually more mystic and internalized, provide the charm and chuckles of his earlier stories. His narrative skills remained, but the question arose if he had run out of new things to say. Critic William French wrote that “his later fiction has become increasingly affected,” R. D. Gooden commented, “The old skill—the methods, locutions and mannerisms—is intact, but the matter, never abundant, seems quite to have run out.”


Three of Salinger’s books (he has published only four) still sell fairly well today. His last published work, at least under his own name, appeared in the New Yorker (“Hapworth 16, 1924”) in 1965.


Even before 1965, John Updike suggested that Salinger’s artistic shift toward introspection might lead to silence. Where The Catcher in the Rye is picaresque, much of Franny and Zooey is confined to a single house; and much of Raise High the Roofbeam, Carpenters, and Seymour, an Introduction is but a single character’s rambling musings. “Hapworth 16, 1924” approaches self-parody, and left apparent silence in its wake.


Salinger’s seclusion has, perhaps inevitably, led to several canards and hoaxes. In 1974 thousands of copies of an unauthorized collection of his early short stories were published. Salinger responded to this pirate edition by suing the publisher and the bookstores involved. An unsigned story—“For Rupert—With No Promises”—in the February 1977 issue of Esquire was widely reputed to have been written by Salinger. When the publicity reached a fever pitch, the magazine’s fiction editor revealed that he was, himself, the story’s author.


In 1981 the New York Times Book Review reported on a rumor that Salinger was publishing under the name William Wharton. Wharton turned out to be a real author who cherished his privacy almost as much as Salinger himself. The following year Salinger sued a man named Steven Kunes for attempting to sell a fake Salinger interview.


Through the years people have attempted to speak to Salinger when he goes to collect his mail or to do errands in Cornish; most have been told to go away and leave him alone.


Not unaware of the pitfalls involved in such speculation, it seems to me that there is strong stylistic and circumstantial evidence that in 1970 and 1971 J. D. Salinger may have published two long pieces under the name Giles Weaver in a relatively unknown literary quarterly called the Phoenix.


My own interest in Giles Weaver began during a 1978 job interview with the Phoenix’s co-founder and editor, James Cooney. It was a thrill for me to meet a man who had known and published many of the greatest modern American and European writers. Salinger was a particular interest of mine, and when I mentioned his long silence, Cooney said that his daughter had corresponded with Salinger during her childhood, and that his wife had once met Salinger at the Smith College Library. He said that Salinger had suffered “some type of mental crisis.” Then he asked me if I had read Giles Weaver’s “Further Notes From the Underground,” in the first issue of the revived Phoenix. When I got home I read “Further Notes” and was immediately struck by its similarities to the style and philosophy of J. D. Salinger. The “Notes on Contributors” section was no help, describing Giles Weaver only as “the pseudonym for a writer living like a solitary bushman in America’s Kalahari.” But it seemed to me that Cooney’s reference to Giles Weaver had been triggered by our talk about Salinger.


Cooney had mentioned that Salinger had experienced some kind of mental problems, and rumors of bouts of severe depression had, in fact, circulated. Giles Weaver is a man who is familiar with the mental ward of a hospital. It may be entirely coincidental that Salinger is a veteran and the North Hampton Veteran’s Hospital would be a convenient place for him to go for treatment.


“Further Notes From the Underground” includes two passages describing incidents that Cooney, in our conversation, had described as occurring between his daughter and his wife and J. D. Salinger.


Weaver writes, “This outburst here was provoked by my contact with (blank) at the Smith College Library where I returned the books. A pleasant encounter for me, if not for her.” Cooney, of course, had told me that his wife, Blanche, had met Salinger while she was working at the College Library.


The Weaver log also includes the text of a letter dated seven days after the initial submission to the Phoenix, in which Weaver writes, “You have no idea how terribly pleased I was to get a letter from you . . . I am so pleased you still keep my creations.” Surely Cooney’s daughter would have kept the letters from the author of The Catcher in the Rye; and wouldn’t she have written to tell him so if she learned that he was now to be appearing in her father’s magazine? Further evidence suggests the Weaver piece is more than just the ramblings (and rantings) of an unknown writer. Cooney literally stopped the presses to include “Further Notes” as soon as it arrived. In fact, to make room for Weaver he dropped the opening installment of the novel, Love and Time, which he co-authored with his wife Blanche.


Cooney was known (and in some places cordially disliked) as an opinionated and heavy-handed editor, yet he states in his introduction to “Further Notes” that no editing was done, and indeed even the obvious misspellings and grammatical errors were left untouched—to the point that some of “Further Notes” verges on gibberish. Cooney would never have made such a commitment to a piece he was not sure was something special. Whoever Giles Weaver may or may not be, Cooney gave him V.I.P. treatment.


Anyone who has read Nine Stories will recognize Giles Weaver’s attitude toward a child: “Also I designed and built a good three-foot diameter overshot waterwheel with the not inconsiderable help of an eleven-year old genius.”


Anyone who has read Raise High the Roof Beam, Carpenters and Seymour, An Introduction will recognize this stylistic maneuver: “This here isn’t meant to be a definitive analysis of our situation and if anybody pleases themselves to publish it as such I will be pleased to render onto them a knuckle sandwich right into the kisser not via a typewriter but with my fist, so to speak due to the fact of the matter—which is to say, I find bloodshed a form of communication.”


And anyone who has read Franny and Zooey will recognize the philosophy of this Weaver passage: “But it is no matter, I live for neither my own benefit nor yours nor anyone else, other than God himself. And I am sure that God is pleased with the great magnanimity of my spirit on His Behalf, considering how difficult He is: when I put my head out the window of my top floor to have a word with Him, He’s not there. Later I find He was sitting in the middle of my room at the time—and said nothing.”


Weaver describes the Vietnam era Establishment and the anti-war protesters as “the kookie Kooks and the kookie Anti-kooks.”


Weaver’s “Further Notes From the Underground” expresses Salinger’s Zen-Christian philosophy, his fascination with death and suicide, his loathing of psychology (he refers to “the sick green psych majors, unlimbering learned tricks on distressed men and women . . . ”), his alienation and his peculiar locution.


There are also curious biographic parallels between Salinger and Weaver. Both reside in and travel around in New England; both have lived at one time in New York City. Weaver mentions the Connecticut River, which flows very close to Salinger’s home. Giles Weaver seems to be about Salinger’s age, and he, too, is Jewish or at least spends time on a Jewish commune.


Weaver twice reveals that although he is a writer and is well-read, he did not major in English or earn a college degree—neither did Salinger. Weaver seems to be separated from a woman close to him—at the same time published reports had Salinger divorced by his wife Claire.


Weaver talks about writing and painting quite regularly, but he never mentions the need to sell any of his work. In fact, when one art dealer in New York pressed him to show his work, Weaver’s response “blew his ears out.” There aren’t many plausible reasons why an unknown artist living in New England would refuse to show his work in a New York gallery—never mind why such a person would even receive such an offer. Weaver’s attitude jibes nicely with Salinger’s opinion of publishing his work. As he told the New York Times, “Publishing is a terrible invasion of my privacy . . . I love to write. But I write just for myself and for my own pleasure.”


Despite his reluctance to sell his art and his apparent lack of employment, Weaver owns a car, rents rooms and houses and travels frequently. Does Giles Weaver live off the continuing royalties of J. D. Salinger?


Cooney’s Phoenix would have provided an ideal opportunity for Salinger to publish his work. Giles Weaver wrote in his initial submission, “I am comforted by the sense and sentiment of the Phoenix.” Perhaps, too, Salinger was comforted by the symbol of the phoenix: recreation amidst destruction. The Phoenix combined an iconoclastic tradition and a solid reputation in some literary circles. Cooney was known as a firebrand who enjoyed tweaking the noses of sentious academics and literati alike—a quality with which Salinger could surely empathize. Cooney is also the kind of man Salinger could count on to protect his identity and be faithful to his wishes to be left alone.


Robert Lewis, editor of the North Dakota Quarterly and director of Graduate Studies in English at the University of North Dakota, finds the Salinger/Weaver case “pretty convincing—it hangs together fairly well.” He points out Salinger has a penchant for giving his characters thematic names—for instance, a seer named Seymour, a sensitive, fragile family surnamed Glass, and a Holden that holds things in. Thus, “Giles Weaver” could be a typically Salingerian pseudonym because he uses guile to weave his tales—and maybe even his persona. Salinger scholar  Professor James Lundquist agrees that the circumstantial evidence makes some connection seem likely. “If it were merely work of a patient in a local V.A. hospital, why would Cooney have bothered to include it in the Phoenix at all?” Lundquist notes, however, that “editors of little magazines have been known to print some pretty strange stuff for some pretty weird reasons.”


When I first questioned James Cooney about the possibility of Salinger’s involvement with the Weaver log, he refused to discuss it. Spurred by Cooney reluctance to speak with me about the mystery, I decided to write directly to Salinger, questioning him about Giles Weaver. I never received a response from Salinger, but very soon afterwards the Cooneys decided to tell me that Giles Weaver was a patient in a local veteran’s hospital who had “no interest in Salinger,” and was a man “too strange to be Salinger.” They denied knowing Salinger and added that Weaver had “disappeared from the area” and couldn’t be located. They had no explanation for the unaccustomed V.I.P. treatment Weaver’s material had received.


Giles Weaver’s true identity will probably remain a mystery for some time, but a reflection in his log may be a most telling clue: “Maybe ghost writing is within the capacity of my ego if not my know-how.” Has the ghostly eminence of Cornish, New Hampshire, been appearing among us as a ghost writer for these many years?


Giles Weaver writes in painful questioning of why he lives and creates, and of his attempts to compromise personal with societal values. If Giles Weaver is J. D. Salinger, then somewhere between the New Yorker and nirvana, in the vicinity of the Phoenix and the phoenix, may be the artistic reflection of a personal, if precarious, coming to terms.

Mark Phillips is a lecturer in the English Department at State University of New York at Alfred. He has published numerous stories and essays in literary quarterlies.

The Flight of the Phoenix


The Phoenix was founded in 1938 at an artist’s commune in Woodstock, New York. A pacifist quarterly, the Phoenix introduced American readers to several writers whose work was often too unknown—or too controversial—to be published elsewhere.


James Cooney, the Phoenix’s feisty, brilliant editor, was in many ways a man ahead of his time. He had spent much of his bohemian youth on the road, wandering across America.  At one point in his travels he lived at D. H. Lawrence’s commune in New Mexico. Although Lawrence was already dead, his influence—and his affinity for phoenixes—was strong on the young wanderer. Cooney met Lawrence’s charismatic widow Frieda and writers like Aldous Huxley, who helped him to point toward a literary life.


Cooney and his wife Blanche became the heart and soul of the Phoenix. They were the first to publish Henry Miller’s work in the United States. Cooney went on to invite Miller, with whom he shared an avid interest in Lawrence, to be the Phoenix’s European editor.


Excerpts from the Diary of Anaïs Nin, one of Miller’s mistresses, appeared in the Phoenix nearly thirty years before it began to be published in the U.S. Kay Boyle’s haunting Big Fiddle and Jean Giono’s anti-war Refusal to Obey were printed in their entirety, as were Hervey White’s travel diaries. Poets animating the pages of the early Phoenix included Robert (Symmes) Duncan, Raynor Heppenstall, Derek Savage, Thomas McGrath, J. C. Crews and William Everson (Brother Antonius).


Every issue from 1938 through 1940 contained essays by D. H. Lawrence—“the voice that evoked the Phoenix” as Cooney called him.


The Phoenix published until 1940, when the fall of France sounded the death knell for most pacifist writing and the chaos of World War Two had hopelessly dispersed the magazine’s international readers and contributors.


Thirty years later, in 1970, as the Vietnam War spread to Cambodia, the Phoenix rose again. Cooney wrote an ad (below) announcing the return (the same ad Giles Weaver saw in the Massachusetts Review):

ANNOUNCING THE REAPPEARANCE OF

THE PHOENIX

The Phoenix last appeared in Autumn 1940. Since then the suffering of this country has deepened. Freedom withers. Tyranny flourishes. Joy, gone underground, is led forth with a queerly frantic air at festivals taking place while far-off flashes of napalm transform remote peasant villages into instant crematoriums.

The Phoenix is appearing again to offer itself as a medium of communion for those who keep faith in mankind and Creation: a Promethean faith. Manuscripts are invited: completed novels, portions of novels in progress, stories, poems, diaries, letters, wood-blocks & line drawings. Publication will be quarterly and the first new issue is now in progress. Subscription rate is $7.00 a year. Single issues: $2.00. A pamphlet relating the past history of The Phoenix is available on request.

Little magazines are always announcing themselves. They come and they go. The Phoenix first appeared on the scene in Spring 1938. Through its pages Henry Miller had his writings published for the first time in the United States. Among other contributors were Anaïs Nin, Robert Duncan, Kay Boyle, William Everson, Thomas McGrath, Derek Savage, Kiedrich Rhys, Jean Giono, Raynor Heppenstall, and D. H. Lawrence. A two-volume facsimile edition of the entire original file of issues, long out of print, is now available in a handsome hard-cover set priced at $55.00.

The Phoenix will resume where it left off. Opposing war. Refusing obeisance to tyranny. Rejecting violence as a way to freedom. Welcoming voices of affirmation, intercession, and reconciliation. Receptive to reports from the demonic underworld of irrational consciousness where the healing alchemy of reconciliations must transpire. If you are interested, write to:

THE PHOENIX

Morning Star Farm    West Whately

RFD Haydenville, Massachusetts 01039


The revived Phoenix was to flap along for another fourteen years, expressing anti-war sentiment and “alternative” opinion and fiction in keeping with its original outlook.


Recently, James Cooney suffered a debilitating stroke, leaving Blanche Cooney as the last embodiment of the Phoenix’s soaring spirit. She is assembling a history of the magazine and is presiding over the sale of its archives by the Smith College Library.

“J. D. Salinger – A Hidden Hand?” – Saturday Review, November/December 1985, pp. 39-43

FURTHER

NOTES FROM THE UNDERGROUND

Giles Weaver

From anonymous notes &  an untitled contemporary diary


Editor’s note: One recent morning, while we were in the midst of setting up & printing this Winter 1970 renewal issue of The Phoenix, the mail brought us four separate envelopes, all from the same person with the anonymity of a post-office box address at the nearby town of Northampton.  Except for minor deletions & changes involving the author’s intricate and meticulous system of pagination which embraces all his letters, notes & pages of his diary, we are printing his typewritten communications exactly as we received them.  The author, who has never read any of Dostoievsky’s writings, consented to the above title which I proposed.  So that audacity is mine, not his.  He was only concerned with remaining anonymous, and keeping the names of actual persons and their places of residence concealed.  The pages of this issue now given to his writings were to have carried the opening section of an unpublished novel Love and Time, now deferred to our next issue.  The extraordinary flow of writing which follows began with the four separate letters of September 22, one of which contained the self-portrait reproduced on the page opposite.

September 22, 1970

Dear Phoenix,


This is intended to serve as an introduction of myself.


The message on the back of my self-portrait, in a separate envelope with four other drawings, is intended to convey the fact that I am comforted by the sense and sentiment of THE PHOENIX.


The rest of the evidence aims (I guess having aim makes it propaganda) to indicate my addiction to clowning and bad taste.


Any evidence that I did not major in English is truly pure evidence.

Should you assume that I suppose that this kind of an approach has some value, I would not object.


However, as long as I do not injure you in any way, I shall little trouble myself how I impress you.


But I may, perhaps, make some effort to demonstrate that for most practical matters I am more than just rational, I am intensely sane.


If altruism is not sane then I qualify the foregoing paragraph as a bit extravagant.


I comfort myself that crank and crank-like mail does roll right off of THE PHOENIX.  You take comfort from the second paragraph.


Thank you for your attention.

May you be blessed with much good health and good spirit.

Love, Giles Weaver
Dear Phoenix,


Please find enclosed the following drawings: (all xerox)


1.  A rose.  It spoke to me.


2.  Interplanetary Intercourse, explained on the sheet.


3.  I have been informed that this diagram is a reasonably accurate approximation of an existent reality which I had heard about.  While involving “material” entities, it is, of course, an entity principally “metaphysical” and “in” an “area” “beyond” our (our?) solar system.  I understand that this situation (portrayed on sheet number 3) has remained relatively static for some eight billion years, a very unusual occurence they say.  I was very happy in my inspiration to make a “concrete” sign of a static entity which is occasioning such small alarm throughout the universe.  It seems that the whole situation there is quite acceptable to the participants, without exception.  Also it receives very minimal criticism from the “independent” objective observers who fancy the matter their concern.  A fancy which my informant assures me has the blessing of GOD.  Indeed his manner of speech tends toward an intimation that is not so much a matter of GOD’s blessing as it is a matter of HIS provision.


4.  A girl in white blouse and black shorts, so exciting that I was compelled to ask her.  (If I might do her.)


5.  My self-portrait.  (This is a xerox of paper collage) I hope you are not excessively startled by the portrayal of myself being identical with classic arch-type hero-type.  Due to the fact of the matter.

Giles Weaver

Dear Phoenix,


One of the letters which I failed to write to you (and I failed to write to you times beyond count since last spring when I found your announcement notice in the Massachusetts Review) -- one of the letters I failed to write to you contained but a single word; that word was of course none other than “shit”.


Along about that time, well I mean at the time or any time since that time you did not get the letter from me, you also failed to respond in an appropriate manner.  In fact I was not aware that you responded in any manner whatsoever.


What I find so remarkable about this, and not very pleasing to me, is that we came so damn close to this exchange.


I suppose the matter is neither here nor there to the PHOENIX since you are mentioned in a number of places in this new ten volume set, THE GREAT EXCHANGES OF HISTORY, which was published lately -- around the year 2128, I believe.  Well, you might imagine how I feel to discover that the editors found no occasion for any mention of Giles Weaver.







Yours truly,







Giles Weaver

Post script.  I also found no mention of the NYSE* in the above mentioned tomes, except for a brief citation of the NYSE as a typical corruption of a fine word.


* When asked what these letters signified, the author explained that they stood for the New York Stock Exchange.

Dear PHOENIX,

I keep a LOG.

It is full of spice and everything nice.

Want an unexpurgated sample?

Too late!

Enclosed are carbons with razor work-over, please be so kind to find pages numbered: 217, 218, 219, 220.







Yours truly,







Giles Weaver

LOG.  Sunday 9-20-70 12:40 p.m.  Room 34 Warren Hotel.  Pleasant, mild day.  Much rainy days past week.  (Pages 217, 218, 219, 220)


Well, at long last.  Thought I would never make it to this LOG.  I left         Thursday morn after our coffee at Friendly’s.  Thursday afternoon I began writing everything from A to Z and have continued with not much break until now.  A mess in longhand and a mess written only in my head.  I don’t know if I ever will get it typed up or if it is very important that I do so.  Thinking is what is important these days and reading, my reading is suffering bad lately.  Last nite I hiked a round trip to the BHR, meeting an aide on the rr tracks and we had a good talk.  He spoke of changes to be made in ward   .  And he spoke of the possibility that the rr tracks might be sold to the adjoining property owners.  At the BHR I sat briefly in front of the Chapel, then walked back, my mind totally taken up the entire trip with a flow of essays.  Back in Hamp I noted the theatre had Elliot Gould and Candace Bergen in GETTING IT TOGETHER and I suspected a good show and went for $2.  Rarely go to a movie but felt I could use a diversion at that point very well.  Show was on the rebel youth theme.  Came out of the show feeling sick on inferiority, real bad.  Recovered during the night thinking that I was going to do my thing, stupid or not, and if it made me a living – so be it and all for the sake of my love of             , to hell with whether I am an idiot or not if I could make money.  The passionate parts of the movie got at me in my sleep and I woke up and fucked my hands a couple times before morning with good results and comfort nude photos and vivid story writing in my mind -- a composite of    and      set in a fictioned NYC and fictioned-up action as very highly satisfying as the memory of the real action which was plenty great itself.  Also thought of Caleb Freeman’s Metalog: a fictioned-up rewrite of my LOG starting with the day of March when 12 points for philosophizing without going mad came to mind.  Set around, say year 2133, at 8 Hedge Place, Rockingstone, Amranon ZIP 08986828.  Also includes mental hospital: Ore Valley Rest and former therapy group now become Rockingstone Nature Society.  In writing this I am to think of the house now gone which was behind State St. Fruit Store.  Etc.  etc.


As I was walking back to Hamp last nite through dark Childs Park I had thoughts of  this earth actually being purgatory and that after my death I wanted to come back here and work to help others get through the mill and find their true identities.  I had, before those thoughts, some thoughts on reality that were so wild I began to come unhinged.  Other years I was not able to handle this sort of stuff in my head and I would bog down, sometimes so badly it would set me up for a slide that would finally send me into the BHR in a state of apathy or anger or walking-talking depression.


The movie last nite got me tearing myself up afterward about my cowardliness and my lack of commitment to anything at all beyond taking my ego on a trip.  I had some fancy thoughts on this business of committing oneself to some cause of supposed value worthy of self-sacrifice.  My fancy thoughts failed to bail me out, they only made me despise myself even more.  Somewhere soon after I got home I had the low-minded sinful good health to say to myself that according to my own biased lights I had suffered sufficiently for the day, and knowing full well that to go on with these self-lacerations was the road to hell, I filed the charges to await more concrete powers of reason.


But I am here failing to record my activity of the past week.  I failed early in the week because of a hearty sickness of recording my life, suspecting it very much as a stupid pastime.


Last Saturday I went to Brattleboro in a high grade funk to get a change of pace.  While there I examined the new library, heard from a youth about the trashing of their free farm in Putney, inquired of rooms in the hotel, looked at rents in the want ads, ate and relaxed at the hotel bar, coveted life in Brattleboro and bugged out for Massachusetts in tremendous conflict over whether first to look at a house for rent in Putney.  I barely convinced myself that in spite of my great desire for that part of Vermont, I would get very unhappy, chaotic and apathy-ridden in spite of my nostalgia for that Vermont earth and sky.


So I drove a very pleasant slow drive to the Warwick commune which I found easily and sat on a rock and tried to pull my mind to life and failed.  It was, as I finally realized on Monday, the impact of           upon me when I was in             last Friday.


Had coffee and two hot dogs in General Store & P.O. at Wendel Depot and sat a long time and enjoyed the company of the woman there plus the guy who was sitting on one of the four fountain stools.


Very pleasant drive to             .  Went to            for the first time since May I believe.                came out and hugged me.  She had just come back home a week before.  Said she was lost for her next action and had been sitting at the kitchen table a week.  Her mother was just taking off to son                place for the nite to look after the baby,              .  She invited me to stay over and left.  I stayed over, waking at 1:00 am and drinking whiskey & 7up and reading a 1938 world atlas.


On Sunday we went out to                for a boat ride on the Connecticut River.        got real sick at my mention of artists in the Fiske Commune.  There were other problems about the boat, etc.  After awhile I drove the Buick and       back to            and we went in my car to my room at the Warren Hotel.            still sick.  I wanted one of her latest paintings badly and offered her $120 for it at $5 per month and she agreed.  Now, a week later, it graces my room; a welcome relief from the others on my walls which are my creations.  I am still very pleased and regret not at all the price, in spite of the fact that I have finally got myself in an uproar of desire for a nice little solid state TV and a stereophono so I can play records from Forbes Library.


While we drove over to Hamp I spoke of my writing and     got in more emotional distress.  The fact that she is apples and I am potatoes does not reach her emotions.  I feel so bad for her, I know what she suffers, though I never got it so painfully as      does.  The fact that it is totally irrational in such intensity is beside the point; her fundamental and basic self-esteem is horribly maimed, her emotional reaction of pain, anger and depression is the natural response to any threat of the slightest dilution of whatever sense of her own value she is able to keep scraped together.  In her frenzied need to run me down she unavoidably robs authority from my regard for her great but thwarted capacities.  When I am around her I must stop living in order to keep her from dying on me.  Nevertheless I lost my patience this past week and wrote her a hurtful letter.


So       was here awhile and feeling awful and I was failing to be kind.  She wanted to go home so drove her back by a round about route which I suspect displeased her.


I don’t remember my thoughts and doings of Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday.  There were an awful lot of things I had wanted to write, but they are lost to me now.

Sept. 27, 1970

Dear PHOENIX,


I can’t think of a single thing to write here.  Bet you appreciate that.  I will bet that you can’t possibly appreciate it as much as I do.  Please find enclosed six carbon sheets from my LOG which have suffered a discreet razor blade: pages 222, 224, 225, 226, 243 and 244.

With my best wishes,


Giles Weaver
LOG page 222 Sunday 9-20-70 8:10 pm.  room 34 Warren Hotel


I went out at 5pm and up the rr tracks for a badly needed walk.  Got two cheeseburgs at Macdonald’s and sat near the rr tracks and ate.  Walked along the tracks to Coolidge Bridge, then down the road beside the river.  Enjoyed it much.  Seems like I am doing an awful lot of enjoying life for the first time in my life.  Other times what enjoyment I had was uneasy or feverish.  Was thinking on my walk about various aspects of my new mental life and stamina, which stamina is as it is mostly because of some abatement of the usual under-current of anxiety.  I realized that while my conscious thoughts question much about the reality of God, that I was in fact rather much taking the reality of a God concerned in effect with individuals, I was taking such for granted a good deal of the time it would seem.  I attribute this to my habit of late months of thinking that if I were alone then things are not important enough to worry about, but if an immanent action God were a reality, then there is hardly any cause to worry.  Of course if there is a real life distressing factor then it is too much to expect any person not to worry some.  But lacking a specific grievance one should live in a fair degree of psychic peace and not anticipate distress, provided one is so fortunate as to be free of compulsive morbidity.


Well the upshot of this was, while I was walking, to decide I better take steps to hang onto a good thing and not force the Lord to chastise me or withhold further blessings until I wised up enough to make decent use of them.

LOG Monday 9-21-70 9:50am Warren Hotel.


Foggy and hazy, but bright pleasant morning.  I am going to try to type up some stuff as rapidly as I can.  This is from last week:


En garde! You self-proclaimed mind healers who devastate the soul!


Nabokov says —


What? What did you say, you mental health industrialists? You don’t care what Nabokov says?!


Never fear, I am a principled person and I don’t persecute my companions in illness.


Last I heard, medicine was an art.  If medicine deals with the body and psychology deals with the mind, how is it that psychology fancies itself a science? This frightens me.  It appears to me as one of the outstanding symptoms of the human race plunging into madness.  If medicine is respectable as an art, how is it that psychology is not supremely respectable as an art? Were psychology an art how rich it would be.  It would attract artists instead of plumbers.  It would draw upon all wisdom without fear or favor.  Science, philosophy, literature, religion, geography, geology, and Christmas stockings too, all would instruct psychology were it an art.


Perhaps the discipline called psychology is one more demonstration of how people cut things down to their own size.  It seems that the mental health industrialists are driven by insecurity just as much as the rest of us.


As it is, psychology is an insane, obscene and futile endeavor.  It does great violence to reality.  It claims to study what is normal and what is abnormal.  It claims to study what is rational and what is irrational.  It does no such thing, beyond some frivolous surface scratching and an occasional peek-a-boo into an abyss or two.  Psychology may be fairly characterized as a dumb brute with a ring in its nose and a chain, being led around by Status Quo in person.


Psychology has no guts and no self-respect.  It was in yesteryear that His Worship, Science, remarked to peon psychology, “Sweetie, thy gown is dragging in the claye.” Now what kind of man jumps out of his skin for a remark like that? Yet ever since that time psychology devoted itself to — that is to say, confined its activity to — getting its skirts out of the mud of philosophy.


Such philosophic questions as “To what end?” along with any attempts to serve the conscience of men were outlawed.  Out of the mud of philosophy into the morass of vanity.  Just as a vain person spends his time trying to obscure those aspects of his person which some convention has convinced him are ugly or despicable, so psychology spends its time in manipulating sophistry, hoping that there may be no matter left unattended which might reveal the rich and deep earth of its debt to philosophy which has provided the spiritual geology & geography of psychology’s realms.


Someday some psychologist will not remark that he sometimes gets the feeling that human behavior has been influenced more by Emily Dickinson and Madison Square Garden than by principles according to Freud.  No, he will make no such remark.  He will, at the ripe moment in fashionable psychology, merely stand up on his hind legs and cry; “FRAUD”.  Then all hail will break loose.  HAIL! Hail our savior, he has struck the chains from our minds.


Ten years later it will become fashionable for a psychologist to talk rationally.  This will be evidenced by such by phenomena as long learned discourses and discussions on what we might briefly and symbollically here refer to as the proper spelling of Freud.  It will be debated with placid deliberation whether Freud might better be spelled as Froyed or frOYEd, Frawed or frAWED, Frewd, Frude, fRUDE, Frud, Fred or fred.  There may be a few who will favor “frung” and others more enthused with “frADLER”.


(now 1pm.  Did much rewrite.  See need for more.)

LOG page 226 Monday 9-21-70 1:15pm room 34


Well, I was going to go right through sheets 224 and 225 but I got carried away with rewrite and peripheral nonsense.                                              .  That might not be an altogether crazy idea.  Someone with an education might get inspired to write it up rationally and respectably.  The fact that I would then get no credit does not trouble me.  Maybe ghost writing is within the capacity of my ego if not my know-how.


Now I think that I will just go on here with my notes and anything else that comes to mind, whether in last week’s writing or not.


Note 1.  I expect there is prehaps in upper echelon psychology a great deal of sanity prevailing over vanity, but in the eyes of such as me it does not appear to reach these psych majors who go for the clinical.  They step out of college a sickly green from such a substantial accumulation of encapsulated wisdom that it seems to be quite an adequate barricade for their apprehensive capacities, to the point of quite substantially obstructing their contact with the specific realities of any specific individual, or situation, or the aspects of reality in broad, slow, but positive flux — so static have their minds been made by the demands of ego and security and stacked-in-the-woodshed knowledge.  Since there are undoubtedly about 63,7254,133 eleventy-two psychic principles and factors, obviously too many to learn or keep in active contact, it is unfortunate that the training concentrates on the currently fashionable few and fails to prepare the student for the chief necessity of his work: perceptive capacity.  That is, how to have insight not how to show.  So there they are, the sick green psych majors, unlimbering learned limericks on distressed men and women already victimized by the everyday insanities of our society.

LOG Monday 9-12-70 1:15pm Warren Hotel

(pages 243 &244)

Sept.  27, 1970

Dear Rachel,


You can have no idea how terribly pleased and surprised I was to get a letter from you.  I am so sorry that you have so much illness and depression.  I do hope that you are happy to be back in                  .


I guess my dad is ok.  I see that he re-addressed your letter from                   .  I visited him last July while I was staying a week in a nearby Jewish commune in Vermont.  In a few days Dad will be eighty-five years old.  It was only three or four years ago that he gave up doing heavy work.  But he still works a long week, though he tells me that this past year he has taken more interest in sitting around.


Old grey rainy day here today and I love it.  I love the fall time especially anyway.  It is then that I feel the old days most strongly.  What a great kick to hear from you now.  Recently I saw scrawled on a wall of the men’s room in the Miss Florence Diner: Nostalgia is not what it used to be.  It sure as hell isn’t; it gets better every year.


I am so pleased that you still keep my creations.  I still paint and get good results.  An art dealer here wanted to show my stuff in NYC, but I have such a nasty temper that I blew his ears out.  Glad I did.  Have my favorites here on the walls for my pleasure and everybody can go to hell — well, I don’t mean you dear.  But I am not painting much lately since I got so busy at writing and how I love it.  I am my true bitchy self on paper.


Even though I constantly have spells of dead mind and small depressions I am very happy for the first time in my life.  One reason for this is that I finally wised up and abandoned the idea of trying to work.  So now, instead of blowing my mind with other peoples’ ideas on how I ought to live, I just do my thing even if it don’t amount to a damn — and if it don’t amount to a damn then that gets me right up there running neck and neck with 90% of the world.  How does that grab you, Rachel?


But gee, you have to hear about what a hot dog I was last year.  Dad gave me his tools and I lived in central Vermont and I was a carpenter and jack-of-all-work.  All by myself I did feats such as moving a woodshed 23 feet.  Also I designed and built a real good three-foot diameter overshot waterwheel with the not inconsiderable aid of an eleven-year old engineering genius.  I rebuilt a barn floor that had caved in under a truck load of hay.  I designed and built tables and benches.  I straightened up a barn that was collapsing.  I dug ditches, built forms and did concrete work.  I painted metal roofs and I made bird houses and flower planters.  But the fact that other things in life interested me was not well received.  How the world loves to murder the aspirations of its children for the sake of trivial or even obscene values.  And child I was, once again becoming the abject subject of an irrational and intense sense of myself as being worthless.


The depression that came on me was as intense as I have had.  I contemplated with perverse relish the act of suicide in ways that had always been too horrifying for my chicken brain to entertain.  The depression lasted for weeks but was curiously sporadic due to various blessed factors of my environment at the time.  But some days and some hours — well, you know well enough what it is, though for me it is the poorest kind of consolation to know that you have suffered the same; I wouldn’t wish it on my enemies.


How weird my depressions can get.  So driven am I at those times for cheerful contact with anyone that those persons I encounter in casual contact, say in the stores, are deluded by my friendly foolishness.  They are totally ignorant, with a great healthy will to remain so, of my black hell of perhaps only an hour before and of the fact that within five minutes I will be out on the sidewalk eyeing passing trucks with lust for the liberating contact of their wheels and my body.


But it is no matter, I live for neither my own benefit nor yours nor anyone else, other than God Himself.  And I am sure that God is pleased with the great magnanimity of my spirit in His Behalf, considering how difficult He is: when I put my head out of the window of my top floor room to have a word with Him, He’s not there.  Later I find that He was sitting in the middle of my room at the time — and said nothing.  So I sit in the middle of my room far into the waning hours of the night, chancing to catch Him in a glance out the window as He flys near the morning moon.

Love,


Giles

(To be continued)

Giles Weaver is the pseudonym of a writer living like a solitary Bushman in America’s Kalahari.

* FURTHER
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Giles Weaver
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Monday July 26, 1971

Dear Phoenix,


This here isn’t meant to be a definitive analysis of our situation and if anybody pleases themselves to regard it as such or pleases themselves to publish it as such I will be pleased to render unto them a knuckle sandwich right in the kisser not via typewriter but with my fist, so to speak, so to speak due to the fact of the matter — that is to say, I find bloodshed a form of communication.  And speaking of definitive, as anybody knows, reality is that there is only the relatively definitive, which proves that the concept of some human beings as intellectuals is a phony concept because no one uses the word “definitive” except the intellectual which proves that he is an “intellectual” or in rational language a fat-assed-ego slob since no one with brains even recognizes definitive as a word even in the concept of an implied qualifier such as “relative”.  Because the very idea of there being anything that even remotely resembles the definitive springs right out of the preposterous, presumptuous, pompous ignorance of the kind that is definitely universal in these people seeking security in the world of their thought processes.  And speaking of bloodshed you seem to be impressed with the undesirability of physical bloodshed while I don’t even bother about that, being busy as I am with being against psychological bloodshed which is what I am up against.  Tyrants will prevail, therefore so will bloodshed, as long as there is any tyrannical mentality around — that is to say any human life of the planet earth type.  Which proves that you are not really against bloodshed because you just prefer your tyranny on a universal small scale instead of the more conventional large scale tyrannies.  Which reminds me to remark that we imagine we stand on the earth of the United States of America — ah-ha — what imaginations we all have.  Where we really stand is on The Constitution of The United States of America and when that is sufficiently eroded by the war between the kookie Kooks and the kookie Anti-Kooks, we won’t any of us be standing on any ground at all.  Either we will be standing on cell-block concrete or slaving our asses off on the floors of munition mills in support of various non-nuclear extravaganzas that will make the Indo-China debacle look like only the unfortunate preview of coming attractions.  Which is to say that I have a minimum of sentiment for those activities which provide the kookie Anti-kook members of the establishment powers with an excuse to fuck-up and screw around with the Supreme Court and with constitutional rights — which brings us back to the aforementioned term — “conventional”.  That is where The Phoenix and I have a common bone of sentiment — that is to say, conventional is what we are not.  Now in my expert opinion (and if you doubt that I am an expert you invite the wrath of my friend and mentor, God (yes we are together in this) ) (as we earth type humans are so wont to claim) in my expert opinion it was the intention of our founding hard-assed realists to try to protect the unconventional types of people because who knows who is going to be or become or be declared just too-too.  And if the too-toos aren’t protected then who in hell will be eventually and therefore we were done the blessing by these men of The Constitution of The United States of America.  In my expert opinion that is all we have between us and the abyss.  We are blessed by the insight of people smart enough to know that what we have here on earth is a bunch of ego-maniacs and other desirable and undesirable near-infinite capacities confined in an extremely finite situation (to make a gross understatement) and therefore creating an apparently permanently fantastically insoluable situation for the best wishes of those so afflicted which is all of us, so we go various schemes to ameliorate the hell of this tough situation — one of them being The Constitution of The United States of America and if I sound like some damn-fool flag waver it is only because we have some little choice in how we wish to be a damn fool and not being a complete damn fool that is how I choose to be a damn fool in a wave or be waved world and it is the only flag we got — flag meaning the whole bit, constitution, land, earth, skies, one’s own friends, loves, hates and enemies — just like ass means the whole bit, body, mind, heart and soul.


This outburst I have written here was provoked by my contact with        at the Smith College Library today when I returned the books.  A pleasant encounter for me, if not for her.  Unfortunately I am in some state of mania most of the time.  I do not feel comfortable in the presence of a maniac, due to the fact, no doubt, that he is primarily concerned with his own vision of reality and with impressing it on the minds of others without real regard to their needs and approach to life.  In short, every likelihood of a gross indifference in essentials to the reality that is of core importance to his fellow human.  For that is what a maniac is — a person seeking to secure himself by establishing his personal core as a universal truth, (therefore I can’t be comfortable around The Phoenix) therefore I don’t feel people can be comfortable around me, at least not for long, because I fail to suppress my mania — in fact I don’t try to suppress it very much anymore because I have found it a hopeless task.  Now I like          and I believe that she likes me, but that doesn’t make me a comfortable person for her.  In fact I am not comfortable with myself except when I am uncomfortable because I should have made somebody uncomfortable and didn’t because I am so uncomfortable when I make people uncomfortable; therefore I am most comfortable alone where I have only to deal with the single discomfort.  It would make me comfortable to believe that The Phoenix is not comfortable with this letter.  If this letter does not bother you, that does not bother me that it doesn’t bother you because I know that you are kidding yourself that it doesn’t bother you.  I know because I am all of 5 per cent sane, which is far and away more sane than you are.  Actually I am the sanest person in the whole world.  You aren’t really about to accept such a preposterous proposition because if you really were smart enough to recognize that it really is true then you would publish me and become famous for your perceptiveness and audacity in publishing the first truly sane person to ever come on this earth.  That is why I claim 5 per cent sanity because it is a well known fact that persons with 6 per cent sanity aren’t crazy enough to even go slumming for a weekend on this earth.  But I am here and obviously the only eminently rational person present.  But to get on with this letter — I recognize that we are not about to tolerate each other’s preposterous ideas therefore this must be the letter that I claimed I failed to write to you last year.  And now that I have ventilated my ire I might drive up sometime and visit on the condition that you not resort to firearms.  Let’s be loving unfriends and only bad mouth each other so that we confine ourselves to psychological bloodshed — which is to say, of course, the bloodshed that is for real.

Bye now, old battle axe.

                     Love, Giles
Pee ess — if you publish this letter and change one damn spelling or punct mark or structure or phrazing you invite the rath of God, being as this is His direct gift of gab to me.  Words yet is what I will due to you, if I find a way.  Take you to the cleaners in court for horse-shitting me into a greater insanity and trying to make me a pawn in your vendetta.  If you want to publish a 245 IQ then publish this facsimily and you will then avoid getting carried away with your conventional ideas of what can appear on the printed page and avoid turning my sense into your nonsense.

Hate, Giles Weaver

Giles Weaver is the pseudonym of a writer whose self-portrait appeared in our previous issue.  We hope he will change his mind and let us continue publishing his contemporary diary.
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