
UMORS were ri,fe, 
on  the campus of 

a Bringing together. 
'Who -gets brought ta- 

worked for  last summer, 
of imminent  invasion by 
a battery of photographers from 8 fa- 
,mous magazine. One  intrepid operative 
clauned he bad access to the very top- 
secret instructions; they ,were, in efiect: 
rouse it up, make  it look as much like 
the  old-fashmed Chautauqua as possi- 
ble. The rumor proved a false alarm; on 
this  campus no  photographer ever 
showed up. On another campus a good 
many ndes  away another university had 
held an,other Writers' Conference. There 
1x3s a photographer  from  the magazine 
zt this ode. Assiduous, ubiquitous, tak- 
ing  candid shots, and some not so 
candid, all over  the place. 

The spread has not yet appeared in 
the  famous magazine, and it may turn 
out to be merely one of those thlngs 
which seemed Iike a good idea at  the 
time. If it does appear, it will, I expect, 
be a little cruel, quite clever, very spe- 
ciously fair-minded;  it  will  hit og, 
slickly, plausibly, and superficially, the 
surface aspects; it will  not be very 
searching, very conscientious, or even. 
very honest. 
At first glance, Writers' Conferences 

do have, it is only  fair  to admit, many 
resemblances to the old-fashioned 
Chautauqua. There is plenty of room 
for improvement. Tu0 many of those 
vzho come list their achievements, in 
ihe Conference Who's  Who,. BS 

"Housewife; interests general," or 
point  with  pride to their l~ t t le  book of 
verse, called "Flinging  Piquant  Whim- 
sies," published by one- of the  more 
notorious  vanity houses. Too many are 
borderline psychopathic cases, whether 
deteriorating or convalescent; too many 
are not really serious about going to 
the trouble E takes to become writers. 
Too few  have talent. Too many soheme 
in advance, .doting  on it later, for 
the opportuinity of calling a writer by 
his first name, and  getting his intimate 
inscription on  the flyleaf of a book they 
will  never  read. The &&s have their 
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share  of misfits: the  -good writer, but 
poor teacher, who is drightened fir 
teaching, comes to hate it, mumbles 
diffidently and perfunctorily, and  gets 
out as quickly as possible; the literary 
racketeer who is operating a few profit- 
able catchpenny  sidelines; the stufly 
egotist who reads his own works all 
the time; the insecure and second-rate 
hack who compensates for his inferior- 
ity by being extremely nasty and insult- 
ing to the aspirants. ?Jniversi$ admin- 
istrations, and .the Departments of Eng- 
lish, are coldly  tolerant, or secretly 
hostile and suspicious; . towns  resent 
the intrusion of the invaders from 
Bohemia, whose private liveiare  prob- 
ably not-all they should be. The specter 
of economic determinism  rears its ugly 
head;  the conference IS a success if its 

- all  too  stingy  budget is balanced, where- 
fore the harassed director has to ac- 
cept anybody with  the available tuition. 
The university is a state  institution, 
wherefore  there will be a holler in , thc  
legislature, and  an investigation, prob- 
ably a reduction in  the approprmt1ons, 
if any manuscript sent  in  with a state 
postmark is rejected. I~ 

I recognize all this. Yet,  with four- 
teen years' experience, at  three  annual 
conferences, in three  different  parts of 
the country, I am convinced that  Writ- 
ers' Cdnferences have, evein as they are, 
great actual value, and, as they might 
be. infinitely greater possibilities. The 
fauks  lie on the surface; the virtues 
are deeper down. Such ,reports as have. 

,been  'made seem to  me  to have been 
half-hearted  and apologetic, shame- 
faced almost, as if the reporters had 
been  caught  stealing sheep, and in- 
cjined to smirk, half gudtily,  half 
brazenly, and dismiss the whole busi- 
ness as not very ,important anyway. 
There is considerably more  to be said; 
more that ought to be  taken seriously. 

Conference, from  the Latin,  means 

To begin  with, people 
who have some interest, 

however faint, however yearning, how- 
ever  dimly  apprehended, in writing. 
Many of them  are very lonely, from 
towns, usually ,fairly good-sized, where 
their interest has isolated them, where 
they may even fie1 a certain stigma at- 
tached to  their ambitions. They get, hf 
nobhing else, a bit of Leassurance from 
learning  that they are not the only ones, 
that scarceIy a parochial o u t p s t  but 
bas a comrade, a sentinel, on duty. 

While  'this camafaderie is develop- 
ing  among the registrants, something 
like it is happening  to  the members of 
the st&. The novellst meets the poet; 
the  writer of mystery stories, the biog- 
rapher. They llke each other; they drop 
in, now and  then, on each  other's 
classes. The poet is heartened when he 
hears the novelist  mention a craft 
problem that  the  former had supposed 
was a perplexity  peculiar to poets; $he 
novelist, hearing  the poet talk about 
the importance of sound, makes B 

few notes. They speak the same lan- 
guage. They  have  none of them  read 
each other's Ibooks; they will, now; 
they may even exchange  autographed 
copies. 

As the conference  goes along, an- 
other  kind of bringing together is ac- 
complished. If the  directoi knows his 
business, the members of his staff pres- 
ently find themselves meeting some of 
the teachers in  the university; a  tactful 
&rector can pecform the  introductions- 
in -such a way that each party feels 
comphmented. The writer may have 
held in his unconscious the  portralt of 
the professor as reptesented  in the 
articles of belief according to the 
American  Credo: myopic, dry-orbed, 
pedantic, absentminded,  dull.  It  turns 
out that college teachers are not llke 
this at all. They are, of course, the 
victims of their pecuIiar occupational 
diseases just as inevita,bly as West  Vir- 
giaia mlners suqumb to silicosis; but 
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some of them manage -to stay  healthy. 
blot all of them are frustrated wrijters; 
iIQt all of them hate literature; not  all 
sf them praise dead writers only. You 
find them, some of them, interested 
and alive, daing a good job in the face 
sf all kinds of diBriculty and anxiety; 
some of them have  ideas, and stimu- 
lating conversation. Many of them, like 
the registrants, you find out, are  feeling 
shut in, cut off, lonely. A lot of them 
are good fellows. 

This  is not the only contkt  that  the 
writer  who is a staff member makes 
with the conductors of American edu- 
cation. He finds among the students in 
his workshop a high proportion of 

-6econdary- and elementary-school teach- 
ers. Some of  these do not profess to be 
writers at all; they ate auditors, English 
teachers by profession. They have a 
lang vacation but not enough money 
for the  Grand Tour, at least not every 
summer; Writers’ Conferences are usu- 
ally very inexpensive, and once in a 
while an enlightened school board may 
offer as  many points’ “alertness credit” 
for two weeks at  such a conference as 
for an entire sm’mer at Teachets’ GI -  
lege. 

I t  is good for these teachers to 
see writers in person, as distinguished 
from the long framed portraits, hang- 
ing on the Seventh Grade walls, of the 
bearded illustrious of the nineteenth 
century., It is good, too, for writers, 
who would come to teaching high- 
school OK grade-school English only as 
L measure df extreme desperation, s t d  
h have a finger in the pie, by remote 
control, and to be able to give to these 
teachers a hint  or two as to how litera- 
ture  might be taught without com- 
pletely antagonizing the readers of the 
future. 

There are also,  if the conference is 
one which does not limit atkendance 
strictly to contributors, some people 
who neilther teach nor  intend to wrlte 
-in other words, your general reader. 
Certainly it is net the main purpose of 
a Writers’ Conference to bring together 
author  and reader; equally certainly no 
harm is done if ea+ faces, and is faced 
by, the other. 

What all this adds up to is that at 
a Writers’ Conference the writer is 
brought‘ together, in a social way, with 
Lis dunction. The primary function of 
a writer is, of course, to write. A soli- 

Just,  out! 
SEW5 OF TRERSOII 

T h e h e  Story o m  Hiss=Chambers Tragedy 
by Ralph de roledun0 und Victor laskr 

HE first complete account of the  greatest  trial 
of our time, one which has confused and 

divided  Americans as  the  Dreyfus  case  split  an- 
other generation in France. But  the  brilliant book, 
a i  exciting na a detective story and  as  factual aa 
B multiplication table, in  the  end  puts to rest  all 
those doubts  w$ch so long  have  troubled  thought- 
ful Americans. 

”WILLIAM L. WHITE, Emporie Garetto 
A Newsweek Book. $3.50 

i by Beniamin A. Javitz 
BOLD new plan  to  buy  prosperity  and  peace “A by investing  in people. “A masterful  job ... e 

convincing argument as to why a philosophy 

United States would work equal wonders in  the 
which has worked economic wonders in the 

world.”-New York Times Book Review 
A United  Nations .World  Book. $3.50 

” T HE humanistic answer to various peace-of-‘ 
mind  snd soul booke which heve recently 

been calling uo to retreat to eome sacred moun- 
tain  or  other. Dr. Charles Francis Potter chal- 
lenges UI to go forward instead and find our in- 
spiration in evolutionary life itself.” 

- HARRY ELMER BARNEB.’ 
‘?HE BOOK millions of devout, educated  but con- 

m-called chasm between science and religion.”- 
fumed peraons have been longing for to bridge the 

ALBERT ,BDWAwD W I M A M  $2.50 

FUNK & WAGNALLS CO.; NEW YORK 10, I- Publishers of the New Standard  Dictionaries 
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tary and lonesome bnsinkss; we some- 
times tend, I think, to make It a secret 
and furtive one. Writers are imper- 
fectly gregarious: they need to, and 
do, meet other people, as-often as not 
at literary parties. They n-eed to, and 
do, talk shop with each other. But in 
all this  there is something  a  little  de- 
fensive, a llttle exclusive; the  sociabhty 
is that of the occupants of a be- 
leaguered city, or-thls is exaggerating 
“that of the inmates of the cells of 
the condemned. There is the danger 
that inhabitants of cells, in order not 
to think of themselves  as condemned, 
will think of themselves as the elect: 
so we get cenacles,  cults, coteries. What 
a Writers’ Conference does  is  offer the 
writer, in however limited and tem- 
porary a ,fashion, a community, where 
he  has a position of responsibiliq, 
where he has status and dignify. People 
can  say, “He is a poet,“ and no one 
else will, say, ‘‘Oh, oh.” The writer can 
say, :“I am a poet,” and feel no im- 
pulse whatsoever to follow the state- 
me& with deprecation or apology. You 
ape important because you, as a writer, 
have come to talk with people who  are 
interested in what you care  most about, 
namely, writing, This experience is not 
v o d s a f e d  you too  often Jn the or- 
dinary walks of life. 

Come, come,  Humphries-I  seem to 

SELECTED WRITINGS 
First American publicdon of u ~ 

representative selection of 
Valzry’s work in translation. .. 
poems,  prose  poems,  essays, 
philosophical  and aesthetic 
writings . . , . . . . , $3.50 

A NEW‘DBRECPIONS BOOK 

There is a time to admit  how mu& the sword decides, 
With flourishing horns to salute the conqueror, 

Impassive,  cloaked and great on 
Horseback under  his faffling flag. 

Changes of heart should also occasion song, like his 
who,  turning back from  the crusaders’ harbor, broke 

With our aggressive hablt 
Once and for all and was the first 

To see all penniless creatures as hls siblings. But 
At all times it is good to praise the  shining earth, 

Dear to us whether we choose OUT 
Duty or do something horrilble. 

Dearest to each his birthplace; but to recall a green 
Valley where mushrooms fatten  in the summer mghts 

And silvered willows copy . 
The circumflexions of the stream . 

1s not my gladness today: I am presently moved 
By sun-drenched Parthenopeia, my thanks are for you, 

Ischia, to whlom a fair wind has 
Brought me rejoicmg with dear frlends 

From gross productive dies.  How well you correct 
Our injured eyes, how gently you tram us N see 

Things and men in perspective 
Under your uni,form light. 

Noble are the plans of the shirt-sleeved engineer, 
But luck, you say, does more. What design  could have washed 

I With such dellcate yellows 
And pinks and greens your fishing ports 

That lean against ample Epomco, holding on 
To the rigid  folds of her sklrts?  The b’oding springs, 

’ W h c h  betray her secret fever 
Mzke limber the gout-stifTened joint 

And improve the venereal act; your ambient peace 
In any case  is a cure- for, ceasing to think 

Of a way to get on, we 
?earn to simply wander about 

By twisting paths which at any moment reveal 
Some  vlsta as an absolute goal; eastward, perhap, 

Suddenly ’ there, Vesuvius, 
Looming across the  bright bland bay 

Like a massive famlly pudding, or, around 
A southern point, sheer-s’ided Capri, who by herself 

Defends the cult of Pleasure, 
A jealous,  sornetlmes a cruel, god. 

Always with some cool space or shaded surface, too, 
You offer a reason to n t  down; tastidg what  bees 

From the blossoming chestnut 
’ Or short b i t  shapely dark-haired men 

. 

i 

4 

,- 

I 

r 

1 



April 22, 1950 
From the arago~~ian grape d,istill, your amber wine, 
Your coffee-colored honey, we belleve that our 

Lives are as  welcome to us as 
Loud explosions are b your saints. 

Not that you lie abou,t pain or pretend &at a time 
Of dallkness and outcry will not come back; upon 

YQW quays, reminding the happy 
Stranger that  all is never  well, 

Sometimes a donkey breaks out into ;t choking wai.1 
Of ubter protest at what is the case, or his 

Master sighs for a Brooklyn 
Where shirts are silk ahd  pants are new, 

Far from tall Restituta’s all too watchful eye, 
Whose patronage, they say, is annually bought with blood. 

That, blessed and formidable 
Lady,’we  hope is not true; but, since 

Nothing is free, whatever you charge shall be paid 
That these days of exotic splendor may stand out 

In each lifetime like marble 
Mileposts in an alluvial land. 

hear somebody expostul&ting at this 
point-this is all very well, and in- 
deed nice work if you can get it, but 
aren’t you failing to  face the real- issue ? 
Can people at Writers’ Conferences be 
taught to write? ’I have always main- 
tained  that no, of  course, they could 
fld, it would be arrogant to make such 
assumptions. They could, I have said, 
be  taught things about writmg; they 
could be guided against mistakes;  ’they 
‘could have some time saved in matters 
they would otherwise have to learn by 
the slow process of trial and error; and 
one could not tell, anyhow, whether 
people were learning anything or not: 
It was a long-term process,  ’and the 
results might take  ‘five,  ten, a dozen 
years to become apparent. Nobody ex- 
pects miracles. 

You get them, though, sometimes, 
All that I have said &ove is a lilttle 
too cautious. Given the  iight condi- 
tions, people can be taught to write, 
righmt there  on the ground,  during  the 
first week, the first three or four days 
even. The first requisite, of  course,  is 
bhe possession of a  llttle talent; nabody 
can yake a silk purse out of a sow’s 
ear, or turn sea-cows into flying‘ fishes. 
,Yet whose divining-rod is able to de- 
tect talent, to  say, for sure, whether it 
is absent or only latent?  The other 
conditions are easier to meet: the class 
must have confidence  in the teacher, 
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must  believe that he knows whet  he is 
talking about, and that he more than 
knows, he cares. They must  believe, 
too, that he is interested in them and 
their work; that he wants to see each 
individual live up to his  own  possilirli- 
ties. The teacher  must be able to dem- 
onstrate, quickly and rather dramati- 
cally, and using student work as his 
media, the difference betwean what is 
good and what is bad; he must com- 
municate his sense of excitement over 
the good, and be  severe, without mor- 
tifying any one’s sensitivities, with  the 
bad. Before too many  days have passed, 
there should develop a  feeling of real 
afiection between  the teacher and the 
class;  more than anything else, an at- 
mosphere of &friendliness and love 
helps release the creative spirit from 
bondsage. And finally, the teacher must 
impose a different kind of bond, hedge 
the area with some sort of framework, 
keep matters from flying all over the 
place. 

These requirements met, my word 
for it, you will get from your students 
work that wdl surpass anything they 
have done, before, will surprise and de- 
light student and teacher alike. S m e -  
times it almost even, scares  me. Later on 
in this discussion I will submit docu- 
mentary proof in evidence. 
[Pat I1 of this essay udL appear taext 
weeR ,3 
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I The story of a man’s tragic 
iearch for the things he thought 

money could buy. 

I A novecby DIANA GAINES 
$9.00 

A new novel 
by the author of 
THE LEIT HAND 
IS THE DREAMER 

NANCY WILSON ROSS’ 

delves Into Idee’s central  problems of pur- 
“An nlwnys stimulating novel . , . which 

pose, love, and human relationship.”- 
N. Y. Post. . $8.50 

Hie plays in book form 
by Samuel Taylor $2 50 

THE HAPPY TIME 

WTECTIVE STORY 
by Sidney Klngsley $2.50 

SOUTH PACIFIC by Oscar 
Hammersteln & Rkhard Rodgen $2.5 

Cornlnq: The Wlsterta Trees 
At all bookstores, RANDOM n0usE, N. r. 




