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NEWS AND NOTES

CENTENNI AL NEWS. I n Septenber of 1987, the State of California Joint Cormittee
on the Arts and the California State Senate issued a resolution honoring

Robi nson Jeffers. |n Decenber, the Monterey County Board of Supervisors voted
a resol ution honoring Jeffers' contributions to the Peninsula area and cited
Tor House Foundation for its acconplishments.

TOR HOUSE AND TOURS. The Robi nson Jeffers Tor House Foundation offers
nmenber shi ps ($25 associ ate, $50 sponsor, $100 patron, $15 senior citizens and
students, $1,000 lifetime). THF, P.O Box 1887, Carnel, CA 93921

Medea was staged at the University of Wsconsin-Mdi son, in October and at San
Joaquin Delta College (CA) in Novemnber.

The Book Club of California 1987 KEEPSAKE i n Decenber included articles on
Wl liam Everson's gathering of Tor House poerms in GRANI TE AND CYPRESS and
WIlliam Van Wck's ROBI NSON JEFFERS (Ward Ritchie, 1938).

Pierre Lagayette of the University of Paris has an article "Mort et Creation
Poeti que Chez Robi nson Jeffers: L'Exanple de 'Tanmar"' in ETUDES ANGLAI SES, vol.
40, no. 4 (Cct-Dec 1987), 400-412.

Tyrus Harnsen has a very conprehensive illustrated article on Jeffers' canon of
publication, "Robinson Jeffers and His Printers,"” in PRI NTING H STORY, vol. ix,
no. 2 (1987), 13-23.

Si dney Tenple has a chapter on Jeffers, "The Towering Poet of the Tower" in
CARMEL BY THE SEA: From Aborigines to the Coastal Comm ssion"” (Mnterey: Ange
Press, 1987).

A new ANTHOLOGY OF | RI SH AMERI CAN POETRY (Franconia, N Y.: Wite Pine Press,
1988) reprints "The Broadstone," and "Del usion of Saints."

ZYZZYVA Magazi ne (Summer 1987) has an article about Peter Koch, printer of PO NT
LOBOS, a portfolio of fifteen poenms by Robinson Jeffers and fifteen photographs
by Wl f Von Dem Bussche (see RIN No. 70, News and Notes). An exhibition

cel ebrating the poet-photographer "coll aboration"” was held at the University Hi gh
School, San Franci sco, and a publication party at the G eeson Library Specia

Col I ections Department, University of San Franci sco, Cctober 15, 1987.

Robert Brophy, in close collaboration with Tyrus Harnsen, is editing an anthol ogy
of articles and other itens fromthe first 25 years of the ROBI NSON JEFFERS
NEWSLETTER wi t h support fromthe Cccidental Jeffers Centennial grant fromthe
Nati onal Endowrent for the Humanities.

Robb Kafka is finishing an exhaustive index to the Jeffers manuscripts at the
University of Texas--to be offered as a special supplenent of the ROBI NSON JEFFERS
NEWSLETTER. Kafka al so expects to make avail abl e a dat abase-on-di sc for use by
scholars. Eventually he hopes to include other collections-Cccidental, Yale, etc.

*kk Kk
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A PGSSI BLE SOURCE FOR THE LOVI NG SHEPHERDESS

The Fall Into Eden, Landscape and |Inmgination in California, by David Watt.
Canbri dge University Press, 1986. xviii + 210 pages

California produces so nuch regretful witing, this book by David Watt
cl aims, because California keeps being a paradi se no sooner found than | ost
forever, ruined by those it keeps attracting. The ecol ogi cal danage certainly
exi sts, but Watt overestimates human powers. Perhaps as a result, he misses
t he consol ation that Jeffers found in realizing how snmall and tenporary
humanity proves, once seen in ternms of geol ogi cal and astronomnical discoveries
of the universe.

In the second of his eight chapters, Watt considers John Miir, 1838-
1914, apparently without realizing how nmuch |ike both Lucretius' and Jeffers
view of the universe as all one intricately interconnecting, evolving,
fascinatingly beautiful organismMir's viewis. On page 34, Watt describes
Muir as bringing "nmuch of the California | andscape into being," as if parts of
that universe exist because humans think of themor wite about them In
doi ng so, Watt inplies that sone human's nmental map of it is that part, thus
repeating Barclay's mstake in The Wonen at Point Sur and denpnstrating
t hat he has not understood Miir or Jeffers or the npst basic point of
sem otics and semantics, that our signs only indicate what they nean, w thout
being or creating it.

Such m stakes seem a part and product of the egocentric Platonic belief
t hat what we think or want has what Watt calls a "tineless significance," a
reality transcending the merely material universe--a belief Watt seenms to
share when, for instance, he regrets that Miir found no such significance in
Yosenmite's granite and so took no "nore visionary possession” of it, as if the
uni verse exists as a part of us we can possess. It seens nore nodest to
suppose, as Jeffers did, that nothing exists outside time or the universe, and
that we remain only tenporary parts of it.

Watt begins his |last chapter by noticing that both Jeffers and Gary
Snyder had their homes built on California granite, but does not explain what
granite meant to either poet or to Miuir. To describe Jeffers and Snyder as
Watt does, as concerned with the "ended world" -- the California coast as
ending our culture's migrations, our culture's decline -- msrepresents both
poets. Jeffers described our culture as going on beyond that coast to Asia,
Al aska, other planets, and | ooked forward to that decline as giving our
speci es a new beginning in which it would (he said in "Novenber Surf" on page
360 of the Selected Poetry) regain "the dignity of room the val ue of
rareness." Snyder and Jeffers gave thensel ves such a fresh start by rejecting
our culture's Platonic egocentricity, by choosing to live quietly, outside
cities, and becomi ng genuinely original witers; Snyder also fulfilled
Jeffers' prediction by going on beyond the California coast to Asia. There is
in this a netaphorical death and rebirth, possibly the npst-used and nost
profound pattern of neaning in Jeffers' poetry, and one obviously basic to
tragedy, but not one Watt seens to understand.
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In his fourth chapter, Watt describes Mary Austin's witing, including
her story "The Wal ki ng Wbman" in her book Lost Borders, published in 1909,
apparently without noticing The Wal king Wiman' s resenbl ance to Cl are \Wal ker
t he protagonist of Jeffers' The Loving Shepherdess, first published in 1929.
Austin's wal ker wanders in the San Joaquin Valley and the hills and deserts
east and south of it, sometines alone and sonetimes with a shepherd and his
flock, meeting various cowboys; Austin describes her as free because she has
| oved, had a child, and wal ked away. Jeffers describes his shepherdess as
wanting to be free but dooned by her need to | ove; she wanders north al ong the
Sur coast, meeting various cowboys, and then, having lost her |ast sheep
wal ks east across the Coast Range to the San Joaquin, where she dies in child-
birth. 1In her loneliness, Care Wal ker calls her sheep by individual nanes,
"humani zi ng' them as Austin says a shepherd does in "The Last Antel ope,"”
anot her one of her stores in Lost Borders.

Mary Austin lived in Carmel when the Jeffers nmoved there in 1914, and
was still there as late as 1920; did Jeffers read Lost Borders? His
"Foreword" to his Selected Poetry mentions as a source for The Loving
Shepherdess only "a footnote in one of the novels of Walter Scott, which | was
readi ng aloud to our sons. | cannot renenber which novel it was. The note
tells about a hal f-insane girl who wandered up and down Scotland with a
dwi ndling flock of sheep, that perished one by one."

Not hing in that precludes the possibility that Jeffers also read and was
i nfluenced by Lost Borders, but Watt |eaves this unnentioned, as if he has not
read The Lovi ng Shepherdess, as if he knows about Jeffers mostly by readi ng
books about him without having much first-hand know edge of Jeffers' poens or
their subjects.

Robert |an Scott
Uni versity of Saskat chewan

*kkkk

ROBI NSON JEFFERS' OPERA LI BRETTO. "THE SONG OF TRI UMPH'

[The followi ng text is taken from THE MECHANI CAL ANGEL by Donal d Fri ede (New
Yor k: Knopf, 1948). It gives a context for a manuscript which is to be found
in carbon copy at Cccidental College, a scenario witten as for an opera and
here synopsi zed thoroughly. To do Jeffers justice, as Robert Kafka has pointed
out in forwarding the piece, the poet's letter to Friede (SELECTED LETTERS No.
111, 12 March 1927) suggests that the outline of "The Song of Triunmph" was an
exanpl e, and not what Jeffers would in the end have sent. W are grateful to
the estate of Donald Friede for pernmission to reprint from pages 230-231.]
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And then there was the time that | deci ded that George Antheil was the
man to conmpose the first great American opera, and that Robinson Jeffers was

the ideal choice as librettist. | did not neet himuntil many years |ater
but we had been corresponding for sone time, ever since the first publication
of his poetry by Boni & Liveright. | wote himat once and asked himif he

had ever thought of witing an opera. H's answer cane a few days |ater, and
with it a two-page outline of his plan for a work entitled THE SONG OF
TRIUMPH.  He was nost enthusiastic about the whole idea, he wote, and he felt
that the libretto he had in mind would lend itself perfectly to our purposes.
Besi des which, he pointed out, it would not be too difficult a production: al
t hat was needed woul d be four singers and a chorus.

It was not exactly a cheerful opera he suggested. The world, he wote,
is desol ate and dead. Wars, pestilences, fam nes, weariness of life--al
t hese have taken their toll. And not only is the earth dead, but other
pl anets are too. Wen the earth failed, these other planets were colonized in
a desperate attenpt to save the human race, but for a thousand years now no
ship or message has returned. But in a desert valley |live Marah and her old
father and nmother, the sole human survivors on the earth. And to them cones
Attis, Prometheus and Jesus reincarnate, nocked at by the dead for the failure
of his prom ses and attenpts.

That set the scene, and fromthere on it was pure Jeffers: Marah decides
that her only hope of fruitfulness lies in Attis, but he resists her and
finally mutilates hinmself and dies to avoid yielding to her. Next she turns
to her father, but he is too old for her purposes. She builds a fire in the
graveyard and begs the dead to fertilize her. But her father, inagining her
to be pregnant, stabs her out of jealousy and then kills hinmself. And Marah
di es of her wound, singing the song of the triunph of humanity, and only the
old nother, gone mad, is left on earth.

| knew enough about opera to feel that this was not exactly what the
Metropolitan was |l ooking for at that tine. | put the outline carefully away
anong ny papers.

*kkkk

[ For web publication, the date span in the following title has been adjusted
from 1937-1947, as it appeared in the print edition. See Corrigendum RIN
74:2].

UNA JEFFERS CORRESPONDENT-- LETTERS TO RUDOLPH G LBERT, 1937-1944

The foll owi ng correspondence fromUna Jeffers to Glbert has been
generously made available to the RIN by Stanley Wllis, who wote a nmenoir on
his own visit to the Jefferses, late in 1947, for RIN No. 53. M. WIIlis has
provided a note on Gl bert.

Rudol ph Gl bert, born in 1892 in the Crinea, cane to
Anerica shortly after the Russian Revolution. The fourth Rudol ph
G lbert born in Russia (a forebear by that name had cone from
Engl and), Rudol ph served in the U S. Arny Medical Corps in Wrld
War |.
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In 1947 1 first nmet Rudol ph in Santa Barbara, to which he
had noved from New York about 1939 or 1940. He was then serving
as assistant director of the Santa Barbara Museum of Art, and later
he acted in a sinmilar capacity on the staff of the Santa Barbara Art
Associ ati on.

Rudol ph first visited the Jefferses in April 1940 (his book
on R J., Shine, Perishing Republic, had been published by Bruce
Hunphri es, Boston, in 1936). After Rudol ph joined the Roman
Catholic Church he sent me letters he had received from Robi nson
(see Selected Letters) and Una Jeffers. However, he never really
lost interest in the Jefferses, and he often denounced the church
visible and its hierarchy.

Rudol ph died on 4 April 1979, about two weeks before his
ei ghty-seventh birthday. A nystic, he was a sensitive, cultivated
gentl eman and a warm friend.

Stanley WIlis
June 24, 1937

Dear M. Glbert - We are sailing July 10 fromN Y. for Ireland. It would be
pl easant to see you if you are in town. W shall be staying with Bennett Cerf
of Random House, July 9 & part of July 8.

Sincerely, Una Jeffers

Dec. 26 [19]37

Happy holidays to you from Tor House where we arrived ten days ago after nany
stops. One of two weeks at Taos, N M

So very sorry we missed you in N.Y. The Brian Curtises once spoke of you in
such friendly fashion.

Qur trip was happy & interesting--this tine we went to many islands--way up to
O kneys & Shetl ands nost renote.

Hope to see you here sonetine.
Una Jeffers

April 12, 1940

Dear M. Glbert: It will be very nice to see you & your friend here --
Tuesday the 23rd. We shall be home all the afternoon--come any hour you like.
We nust go to Los Angeles on the 24th so don't be a day | ate!

Very sincerely Una Jeffers

| amtold that the coast road, Hi ghway No. 1, is open now (via San Sinmeon). It
is afewmles shorter than 101, the regular route, but is a little slower
driving. You ought to go or conme by it if possible. | think going south on 1

isalittle more beautiful than conming north on it. The scenery is
magni fi cent. Hi ghways 1 and 101 come together at San Luis Obispo.
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April 29, 1940

Dear Rudol ph Glbert: | amglad you and M. Swazy liked us and your visit
here, and I amnot surprised, really, for our hearts went out to you so warmy
that it would be queer and wong if you hadn't felt we made a very congeni a
party. W hoped we would get a glinpse of you on the way down the San Sineon
H ghway but we started very late, alnbst noon, so you probably were well

ahead. The B K initiation and dinner were interesting but exhausting as
things like that are. Robin got through the reading of his paper very well--

he | oat hes public appearances. H s reading seven mnutes--not long. It was
an expansi on of the prose notes that precede his "At the Birth of an Age."
It will be published shortly in "The Personalist,” the quarterly of the Univ.

of So. Calif. Philosophy Departnment. At the initiation there was a man named
Benj. MIler who is on the faculty of the Theol ogy Dept. of Ponpbna Coll ege.
He has witten numerous papers on Robin. | think he was doing his MA thesis
at Harvard or Yale on R J. when we first began to hear fromhim Then he cane
west again and graduated at a theol ogy school, then went to the faculty at
Ponobna. | hope | did not do wong to tell himto ask you if he could cal
upon you if he goes through Santa Barbara. He has read your book and | believe
di sagrees with you in some particular |I don't know what. He is young--(well
under 30 | imagine) and hasn't nuch charm but he has a mind of singularly
nmet aphysi cal cast which with his power for hard work may carry himfar

The Irish novelist is Margaret Barrington: her book is "Turn Ever
Northward." She has caught the feeling of the glens of Antrim & Donegal. The
phrase at the end of a chapter in her book which caught nmy attention was "Qur
ship is set, love, for a full due" --remniscent of the witing on the tonb,
"Your ship, love is norred (sic!) head & starn (sic) for a full diew' (diewis
a variant of due).

The poet is Oscar WIllians; his book "The Man Comi ng Toward You." | am
not certain yet how good | think it is but it is arresting. | do recomrend
to your attention, though, "New Poens" and "Said Before Sunset" by Frederick
Mortinmer Clapp. Robin, too, regards these poems with utnost adnmiration. It

has seened to us for a long time that this man has the finest m nd we know.
Both pub. by Harpers. In the later book is a poemto R J. You remenber C app
is head of the Fine Arts at Pittsburgh U & organizing director of Frick

Col l ection. --Ch, see "Wo's Wo"---

We |iked your article so much in the Pine Cone and don't give a
t hought to msprints. W always expect themin our |ocal papers. ["Robinson
Jeffers' High Background," 12 April 1940, page 5.]

The lovely canellia has put forth new bl ossom al ready.

Wth friendliest thoughts fromus both. Una Jeffers
| had a charming letter fromyour friend M. S. | like the cards!

July 25, 1940

Dear G lbert: W have never heard of the poet de Boulliers. As for M. Swan,
he cane here with his wife to call one norning several nonths ago, a curious
person. A Scandi navian by |looks & with a definitely foreign accent though he
may have been born in this country. Very earnest, very energetic, a health
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faddi st, a person who studies hard, transcendental and dreanmy and a bit
fanatical. Wthout knowi ng himfurther would hesitate to accept his opinions,
t hough he had such enthusiastic admration for R J. that | ought not to

di strust him But the oddest thing, he told us that someone had becone so
interested in his work and career that the person had arranged an i ncone for
himso that he could travel & wite & feel no financial care. W have

recei ved books & clippings fromhimfrom Sea Gate, N. Y. Harbor

R J. has consented after repeated invitations to do so to give an hour's
readi ng of his poetry & discussion of it at Colunmbia Univ., N Y.C Nov. 11th.
(For the last ten years he has been asked at intervals.) This was to have
been one of a course of 12 lectures by different witers, but owing to
financial fears, the course has been abandoned except for RJ. | have to go
East in the fall & this will pay for our trip

R J. has been asked to allow the recording of his poetry--read by him
sel f but has not yet consented.

If you still wish to read "OF Una Jeffers,” | shall be glad to |l end you a
copy. It isn't an analytical or a pretentious thing but has a certain
freshness and warm sincerity about it.

| wonder did you like Tinmie C app's poetry?

Qur best greetings.

Faithfully, Una Jeffers.
Ms. Curtis spent several days in Pebble Beach, but | did not see her--she did
not go out. She was in great anxi ety about one of her sons driving an
anmbul ance in France. | believe he has since been heard from

August 5, 1940

Dear Glbert: | said to Robin today "Are you a nystic?" He hedged and
gathered that he felt a certain--shall | say enbarrassnent--he didn't call it
that but said--"That is as unconfortable to answer as if you said 'Are you a
poet?" | would feel very queer to make the bald answer, 'I ama poet.'" So |

told himyou mght like to wite an essay on the subject, & he liked the idea
& felt that whatever you wote was certain to be intelligent & sensitive.

You didn't ask what | thought, but 1'll tell you anyway. | think there
is adistinctly mystical & transcendental strain in him And | believe, in a
way, this quality influences himsonmewhat in the |ong-range inpersonal views
he hol ds about world affairs. (And this mlitates against nonmentary
popul arity since he cannot easily show agreement & enthusiasmfor isnms

| hope to see you again & hope to call on Swazy in his new house.

You spoke of Yeats. | don't know whether you are particularly interested
in him He's nmy subject, but | recently read the best article | have ever
seen on his mystical ideas. It was published perhaps two years ago in

The Virginia Quarterly Review, (sometinme before Yeats' death) by Sean
O Faol ain, the Irish novelist, & entitled "AE & WB." a distinctly interesting
& sane appraisal of the differences in the nysticismof these two nen.

Yours faithfully, Una Jeffers
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August 28, 1940

Dear Rudol ph: | lent you the article--sorry | have no clue to the year--
probably four years ago.
We know nothing of the old man WJ[illian] L.[loyd] except an exchange of

letters years ago--probably as far back as 1927. He seened to nodel hinself
on Wlt Wiitman & Edward Carpenter. Too expansive & soft for ny taste, & old
fashi oned decadence in himtoo.

| amworried about Alberts. He nust have cracked up. Not a sign out of
hi m except weird cards at Christmas for the last two years.

0| forgot to say about Lloyd that after forgetting about himfor years,
some nmont hs ago when we saw the crack-pot John G More (for the first & only
& | trust last tinel) he began to talk of his great friend Wn LI oyd.

Yes, | know Alex Tiers & we see each other sonetines. | like him He is
certainly a very curious person. Extremely nervous & sensitive--& generous!
| believe a very honest sincere person. He bought an old adobe here in
Monterey & is having great pains taken with its reconstruction, gardening &
furnishing. It would be hard to say whether he is suffering or enjoying nore
t he process--nothing short of perfection will do & he isn't sure what the
perfect thing is.

Both of our sons are here and the house is a riot! so | shan't attenpt a
real letter.

Faithfully, Una

June 13, 1941

Dear Rudol ph: | received the Yeats book & agree with your words about it. |
am readi ng now "Scattering Branches," a group of sketches about him (edited by
Stephen CGuyers). A puzzling man in many ways--his character & personality, |
mean. | was extrenely interested in Maud Gonne's article.

| enjoyed seeing you again & hope you liked it here. |If one is really
settled down in one's own life, it's nuch the best.

Qur Pebbl e Beach friend = Margaret Ingalls. Address: Ms. Frederick
Ingalls, "Strawberry HIl," Pebble Beach, California.

Let us hear fromyou again.

Affectionately, Una

Can't resist, even though hurried, to note a sentence in one of the
sket ches about Yeats. He apparently did not allow hinself to be afflicted with
t he presence of tiresone people--dull ones--and so L. A. G Strong says
"He preserved hinmself fromthe dusty attrition.”" | amnot quoting exactly--but
isn't attrition good, there.

January 14, 1942

Dear Rudol ph: Thanks for your wire of Jan 10. Robin appreciated it. | am
glad to know you have the museum job. | hope you continue to |ike Santa
Barbara. | don't know when we shall get down that way. W went tw ce | ast
nmonth to spend a few days at "Stockdale," the old Tevis estate just out of
Bakersfield. Garth was there too. He is managing the ore-reduction mll at
the little gold mne LIoyd Tevis is devel oping seventy mles up in the nts.
above Bakersfield. But nowthe tire situation makes us hesitant about
traveling. OQur rear tires are fine but our front ones have al ready gone
24,000 m. W nmanaged to get our spare retreaded. Wth care these will | ast
perhaps | ast out until they devise some ersatz.
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Alex Tiers has rented or otherw se di sposed of the Boronda Adobe & lives
i n Santa Barbara--perhaps you see him He was in gai for several nonths
listening to Krishnamurti. W have had various excitenments wi th bl ackouts
partial blackouts & an inconplete & unauthorized evacuation & a few hysterica
spinsters. Now all are settled down to sone sort of war-effort or to just
endur i ng.

We often speak of you. Wth friendliest greetings.

Faithfully, Una Jeffers

N.D. [Fall 1941]

Dear Rudol ph--Just a line to say that you should investigate the nan you spoke
of before undertaking anything with him He was in many ways conpletely un-

satisfying to ny [illegible word] here. --No, | do not know his point of view
or attainnments.
We are in a great scranmble to away Sun. norn early. | have had a great

deal of work the |ast few weeks collecting & getting off the things they
want ed for the Congressional Library exhibit: pictures, Mss. articles, books
by and about RJ. | will tell you nore |ater

Al ways faithfully, Una

May 24, 1942

Dear Rudol ph: | am sending you herewith a tentative list of items for the

exhi bit, which you rmust inspect, & check what you wish sent. As | do not know
the size or formof your place, | did not attenpt to select the material. The

items enunmerated here are the nost inportant of the things sent to Lib. of
Congress. There were many other little things |ike Kodak pictures of trips to
British Isles & of RJ. & friends, & diploms, & special clippings about him
whi ch their plan included.

One itemwhich | think I can get, if you wish it, is a portfolio of 37
phot ographs by Horace Lyon for a proposed book, "Jeffers Country,"” with a
foreword by Robinson Jeffers & 2 trial proofsheets by G abhorn. Lyon is now
in Seattle on war work but | think he has these pictures with himé& would | end
them These pictures created nuch interest in Washi ngton but of course
peopl e in Santa Barbara know this region & might not find the scenery so
exciting & unusual as they did there.

| think | onitted to thank you for the catal ogue of the exhibit of Ancient
American Art which | have enjoyed having so much! | amvery much interested in
old stone carvings & in very old gold work I know a little about these two
branches in the Irish museuns. They excelled in both & | have seen many itens
of ancient Anerican but have no scholarly know edge at all and find the concise
conmments on the different early cultures in the Anericas very val uabl e.

Affectionately, Una

June 24, 1942

Dear Rudol ph: | sent you yesterday by express, two boxes of books, 1 box of
phonograph recordings & 1 seal ed parcel of Mss. (The parcels by Noel were a
portfolio of photographs--and the bust.) | enclose a conplete checklist of

same. M. Baer indicated that | should say what the insurance shoul d be.
$2,000.00 for the material exclusive of the bust. You nmust add what is proper
for that. As | told you before it was purchased for us by a group of friends
and | have no idea of its proper value. Except that | think highly of it

for its extraordinary |ikeness.
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Wth the photographs, | enclosed one of Robin at 5 yrs of age, inspired
thereto by the request fromthe Acadeny of Arts & Letters & the Nationa
Institute. They have recently had a nonth-1ong exhibit of work by their
menbers. (Mss, musical scores, bound books, paintings, etc.) They asked al so
for a recent photograph & a childhood one. | have just had a letter fromthem
asking to keep the material for a further exhibit of two nonths in autum as
it created nuch interest in NY.

| had dinner with John O Shea | ast night & mentioned your proposed
exhibit & he asked me to give his very friendly greetings to M. Baer whom he
admires.

Good luck for the exhibit, and thanks for your interest & work on it.

Affectionately, Una

July 25, 1942

Dear Rudol ph: | meant to have witten you inmedi ately on recei pt of your
note, but have had an extremely busy week. Not only the Bach festival wth
its guests but other friends arriving in flocks. Blanche Matthias & Charlotte
Kel | ogg, two that you know. The Pine Cone did not use your clipping--
per haps the Bach kept them busy! |If you have another copy you night send it
to the Monterey Heral d, Monterey.

| had a letter fromJames Daly praising the exhibit & your work about it.
Robin & | do appreciate all you' ve done about it!!

Great excitenent in our village today. A colossal statue of Bach was

being exhibited in our little park. It was thrown down & the head stol en | ast
night. It is horrid to have hoodl ums | oose. But perhaps the sight of it has
driven soneone crazy. It was quite the nost hideous object | ever saw. By
Buf fano. A stainless steel body shaped like a ninepin with a head that | ooked
like no one at all, made of bright blue conposition stone.

Don't forget the photographs if any are taken
Sept enber 8, 1942

Dear Rudol ph: | suppose the exhibit is over now & if so, please send the
t hi ngs al ong back. O nost of them | have no duplicate & | need some--
particularly the Bibliography--quite often to answer requests for information.

| hope, it went well & repaid your trouble. Several people told me how
carefully it was arranged.

We go along quietly--and anxiously. Garth was still in Hawaii when we
heard | ast three weeks ago. W spent two days in Napa Co. recently, the first
time we've been away from home since April

Benj. MIler who so often wites articles about Robin called here a few
weeks ago & left with the intention of calling on you. He has read your book
& wanted to talk with you.

Best wi shes from us both. Una
Isn't the new informati on about the origin of the Unicorn tapestries
fascinating! | had a bulletin fromthe Metropolitan Miseumthis norning with

a long article all about it.
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Sept enber 22, 1942

Dear Rudol ph: The bust & other material arrived yesterday in good condition
Thanks again for all your care & attention in this exhibit. WIIl you also
thank M. Baer for ne.

Qur Garth is still in Hawaii. W had begun to think he had been sent
further away--sonmehow his letters, which had been coming quickly by clipper
got held up for a month. Yesterday a letter came & | breathe nore freely
agai n.

We have been wal king a good deal lately. Several days ago Noel, Jean
Kel l ogg & we wal ked all day in a beautiful canyon down coast. Very refreshing.

Send us a line now & then to say how you are. | amglad to think of you
in so beautiful a place as | hear that nuseumi s.

Affectionately, Una

Thank you sincerely for the very good photographs of the exhibit. | w sh
we coul d have conme down to see it
A nice picture of you with the bust. | like having it

Cct ober 21, 1942

Dear Rudol ph: | suppose you have heard fromCarleton Snith ere this. Look in
VWho's Who for much data about him He is agent for A & S Lyons Inc. 356
North Canden Drive, Beverly Hills. W had never net until he was here with
Judith but I liked himvery much. Kitty Carlyle is an actress. W do not
know her. There has been talk of Judith & others doing "The Tower" on tour
| do not know what will come of it.

Carleton is a friend of Charlotte Kellogg al so.

Garth surprised us by stopping in Sept. 27. He had brought sone
prisoners of war over. Looked fine. He left again Gct. 2 from San Franci sco
where he stayed a few days.

This is just a note to give you what information we had of C.S. [|I'm
sorry | delayed so long in answering. |'ve been trenmendously busy & have had
a friend fromN Y. staying with me who took all ny tinme.

Affectionate greetings fromus both. Una
May 9, 1943
My Dear Rudol ph: | know I haven't witten for a long time. W have often
t hought of you & have duly rec'd several announcenments & panphlets from you,
all interesting. | seemto have less time than ever these days. It's hard to

get any help of any kind now -even nost of our washing we do ourselves. (The
only first class |aundry hereabouts, the Del Monte, is conmpletely given over
fromnow on to the Pre-Flight School which took over the Del Mnte Hotel.)

| wite constantly to Garth--still overseas & to Donnan. He & Patty
have just presented us with a granddaughter Candida. | cannot renenber
whether | wote you that | visited there briefly a few nonths ago. He was
married into a conmpletely charming famly & lives in a wonderful ol d house by
the river--one of a half-dozen quite fanmous col oni al houses in Zanesville.

Carmel is full of people--officers' wives & fanmilies. Luckily for us,
gas rationing keeps cars fromour road. Very few cars except on an occasi ona
hol i day or weekend. W are conpletely renpte in our courtyard. At this
nonent a dozen fat quail are picking away with the pigeons & gol den bantans
just outside ny desk wi ndow and ni ght herons roost in our trees all day.
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Robi n hasn't done anything to Dear Judas. | agree that will be up to
M chael Meyerburg. A letter from himsome weeks ago said he would be on the
coast soon & cone to see us. He is wildly enthusiastic about the play.

I am not too keen abut Hone's "Yeats," although it is pretty good as
plain facts go. But much seenms to be held back. Perhaps because of Ms.
Yeats & the rest of the family didn't allow all of the material to be used.
Lacking details of his various |ove affairs nakes sone of his passionate

verses hard to understand. | think on the whole that Hone's "Moore" is
better.
Robin still does air-warden duty one night a week down coast. | give one

full day a week to Red Cross office as staff assistant.
We hope you continue well & prosper.
Affectionately, Una

Sept enmber 21, 1943

Dear Rudol ph: | seemto find it inpossible to get at ny letters any nore but
will take the last few minutes here today to wite a fewlines. | ama staff
assistant here & give at |east all day Tuesday each week--sonetinmes nore.
Sonetimes there is little to do at the end of the day. This is the hottest
day | have ever known in Carnel. Makes me |long for the Hebrides.

It seens a very long time since we saw you. Qur son Garth has been in
Hawaii for 18 no. MP. Corps & Ranger work. He is due for a furlough but I
hardly dare count on it until | see himor hear his voice over the phone from
San Francisco as we did one norning a year ago now when he suddenly arrived
with some prisoners of war--from M dway | guess. Donnan who was deferred for
a slight heart-murmur, is married & lives in Chio & has a baby Candida 4-1/2
no. old. A grandchild delights Robin & me. Perhaps | told you | visited him
in Dec.

Qur friends the C apps cane here fromN Y. for their holiday in June,
July, Aug. but soon left for Santa Barbara. They found it too cold here & too
much going on. W are crowded with arnmy & navy & every kind of maneuvering
goi ng on about us on land, sea & in the air. | do not know whether they | ooked
you up. He was very tired & very intent on sone witing he was trying to
finish.

Did you read Yeats' Life by Joseph Hone? Not very exciting but ful
of material which may be used nore vividly |ater

| agree with all you said of Pound. Ponpous creature. | am amazed that
Yeats & he were such close friends.

If Daly's book comes out soon, I'Il urge Robin to wite him W are
very very sorry to hear of his plight. --If Robin were to wite himjust out
of the thin air with no apparent excuse, | think it would startle himas he

knows Robin's tenper about letter-witing.
Do you ever hear from Sweazy--is that spelled right? [Swazy]
We hope all goes well with you.
Affectionately, Una Jeffers
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January 15, 1944

Dear Rudol ph: | do apologize. | have had a letter, a book & 2 post cards
fromyou. | have been working up to the linmt of my waking hours for weeks &
weeks. This is the second (only) personal letter I've witten this week (the
other to Garth). | have taken over the chairmanship of the Staff Assistance
Corps of our Red Cross Chapter here. W have a corps of sixty. W keep
several busy constantly at the chapter house here & three or four every day at
Ft. Ord. There has been so nuch sickness here & also shifting of arny
famlies (many of our staff are officers' wi ves or daughters--) that our
schedul es have needed incessant rearranging. The details of our work are
count | ess.

Then our Garth arrived home suddenly on an 18 day furlough. Robin &1 felt
rejuvenated by that! He left us Jan. 3. W took himto the train at 8:00 in
the norning. It was raining & wind blowing. | felt |et-down when we cane
hone & sinply undressed & went to bed by the sea-wi ndow, wote sone letters &
read for several hours two books of poetry. Daly's & Capp's new one. |
haven't read any poens of Daly's lately until this book & felt a start of
surprise & pleasure at their excellence. They are so sensitive, sometines so
tender & so aware of natural objects around us & of their beauty or powers.
They are nodern in the best sense of being in the stream of new experiences &
usi ng words that evoke contenporary experience. In a few !l see a sinlarity
to ny dear Rilke--tell me whether Daly likes hin? | haven't tine to refer to
the book now or to wite really conpetently of it as | should like. One poem
that | reread several tines because it pleased me so nuch was called "Stone-

steep the Pier." Another | thought realized itself conmpletely was "The
Asker." Sonme of the poens--and this is an adverse criticism| al so nmake of
Ri | ke--seem needl essly involved but, as in the case also of Rilke, Daly is
able to surround themwi th a poetic enchantnent. | wish | had time to say
nore, and nore thoughtfully but | have an enornmous mail here to answer. |
hope Robin will wite soon about this book but he still is afflicted with a

paral ysis about letter-witing that seens to me partial insanity. The
Rai ner (?) picture on your card--1lovely.
Conni e Flavin spoke of talking to you--with great pleasure & Jean Kell ogg
speaks of you with interest too.
Affectionately, Una

April 29, 1944

Dear Rudolph: I'mawfully sorry |I didn't wite at once about your little
book, but | can't apol ogi ze too much either because | amworking terribly hard
& never wite letters to friends any nore. | just today wote the first

letter in six nmonths to the Clapps in New York & Timmy Clapp is nmy dearest
friend in the world.

But | did read your articles with utnost attention. | like the Daly one
al nrost as well as the one on Robin. You wite as if you had the background of
a schol ar--meaning a man who has a very wi de range of readi ng which he has
had the tine & the wit to weigh & assess, and it nakes your opinions val uabl e
& arresting. Thank you so nuch for this book.

Qur dear Jean Kellogg wote an article on Robin for her nmother's friend,
Vinal, in "Voices." She was very shy about it but it has a very nice quality
& she did it froma painter's standpoint which makes it different from nost
articles. Do you ever see "Voices?"
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A rather new book, "The Heritage of Symbolism" | saw very well reviewed
in several papers but it isn't very good. Have you seen it? By an Englishman
named Bowr a.

Garth is at present stationed at Ft. Sam Houston, San Antonio, a very
pl easant old brick barracks. He is training men in judo, etc.

I am chairman of the Red Cross Staff Assistance Corps here & amvery
busy--both here & at Fort Od. M house is often in a turmoil of disorder
Robin helps a lot. He is witing very busily these days. --1 don't know
what .

The ot her day a woman Greek professor from Stanford came to call. She is
head of G eek archeol ogy dep't & also teaches a top class in ancient Greek &
nodern Greek. A nost interesting person who has been to G eece twel ve tines,
living there four years one time. She has a house on the island Scyros. She
cane to beg Robin to wite some nore Greek poens--or a play, came to find out
how much he had lived in Greece to be so accurate & to beg himto wite some-
t hi ng about her own great pet Achilles. | had received her reluctantly being
particul arly busy but found her very exciting. She had much to tell us of
Schli emann & sone of his diaries & notebooks she had charge of for a tinme & of
the treasures the U of Athens (is that its title--) has (& buried for the
duration).

Don't forget us, & if we can just cone through this hell & really live
agai n.
Affectionately, Una
Up & down witing! I'min bed this nmorning with a witing board--nust up & at
it now

[ The followi ng three nessages were witten on postcards to Stanley WIllis. See
erratumin RIN 74:2].

April 18, 1947

Thank you sincerely for your letter & enclosures. This interested us very
much & I wish we were not so harried & pushed about by tasks of various kinds
whi ch hi nder any sort of adequate response.

Sincerely, Una Jeffers

Cct ober 5, 1947

Thanks for your note & interesting snapshot! W hope to see you here again.
Best wi shes.
Una Jeffers

May 25, 1949

Dear M. WIlis: Thank you so nuch for the clippings--it was thoughtful of
you to send them W have never subscribed to a clipping bureau & have to
depend on our friends & thanks for the mamgazine & poem Rudolph is said to be
ecstatically happy in his church

Sincerely, Una Jeffers

*kkkk
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PASSI ONATE, UNTAMED, A FALCON: A MEMJO R OF UNA JEFFERS

Editor's Note: Shortly after Una Jeffers' death in Septenber 1950, Stanley
WIllis wote this tribute, which he subnitted to severa
poetry nmagazines (where it was seen by editors as too
personal). He sent a copy to Jeffers which elicited a note
of response which here immediately follows the tribute.

"Passionate, Untaned . . . Like a Falcon .

Her husband described Una Jeffers with these words. Together with great-
ness and nobility (which the falcon rather inplies) they succinctly epitom ze
her essential nature. She did not possess these qualities because her husband
was Robi nson Jeffers, a renowned poet, but because she was a towering person
herself. | cannot conceive of her having been other than great just as |
cannot conceive of the sea's appearing anything but endl ess; greatness was her
destiny and role. Probably no one who ever net her forgot the neeting because
she had that rich and seldomfound attribute. Jeffers has said that she
"excited and focused" his nature and "gave it eyes and nerves and synpathies."
She had been with himconstantly since 1913, the year of their marriage,
acting in alnpbst every capacity conceivable. Not until 1924 did Jeffers
appear in print with a book that began to build his fane--TAMAR AND OTHER
PCEMS. In the years between their marriage and that tinme Una Jeffers was
evidently influencing himdecisively, unconsciously if not otherw se.

Una Jeffers gave his life a course and his art a singular vitality. She
saved himfromthe people who could cone to look at a curiosity, she directed
the house and raised their twin sons without servants, she answered his mail;
in spite of all these tasks she found time to sing and play the organ at hone
and be an active nenmber of the conmunity (she was chairman of the Anerican Red
Cross Chapter and a director of the Carnmel Misic Society)

I met her but once. | gained an invitation to visit themat Tor House
one sunny August afternoon in 1947. It must have been boring for themto
recei ve a young stranger, however strong his enthusiasmand interest. But if
so the fact was conceal ed well by Una and Robi nson Jeffers; one could not have
wi shed for nore charmng or gracious hosts.

She was an heroi c woman of beautiful energy and sinplicity, and such a
person lives on like the Pacific and old ballads she | oved, and will be
cel ebrated by word of nmouth and in print by those who never knew her through
tinme to cone.

Stanley Dutton Wllis
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A LETTER OF RESPONSE
By Robi nson Jeffers

Tor House
Carnel, California
March 14, 1951

Dear Stanley WIIis:

Thank you for the little essay about Una Jeffers. It is beautiful and
true, and will be kept here with the poens and other tributes to her that have
been sent ne.

It has been hard to live without Una. But indeed she is still present
here: alnpbst all the objects and books in this house--and the house itself--
are of her choosing, so that everything rem nds me of her; and even my bl onde
daughter-in-law, living here with our son Donnan, is rapidly acquiring some of
Una's interests and characteristics.

If you can cone west I'd be glad to see you again.
Cordi al l y,

Robi nson Jeffers

*kkkk

STRONG COUNSEL
By Dana G oi a

ROCK AND HAWK: A Sel ection of Shorter Poens by Robi nson Jeffers. Edited by
Robert Hass. Random House. 292 pp. $19.95.

No maj or Anerican poet has been treated worse by posterity than Robinson
Jeffers. Twenty-five years after his death, he has still not received either
a collected poens or a responsibl e biography. The only conprehensive
bi bl i ography of his work appeared in 1933--shortly after Jeffers's sudden rise
to fame--and was never updated to cover the remmining three-quarters of his
prolific career. His critical and autobi ographical prose remains scattered.

Al t hough the poet lived and wote until 1962, the only substantial gathering
of his vol um nous work appeared half a century ago in Random House's 1938
SELECTED POEMS OF ROBI NSON JEFFERS

In 1955 Horace Gregory called Jeffers the "poet without critics." In
1987, the centennial of the poet's birth, one would hardly revise that
verdict. Academic interest in Jeffers remains negligible. No |onger
consi dered prom nent enough to attack by critics, he is now ignored. Not only
is there little first-rate acadenmi ¢ comentary on his poetry, conpared wth
t he massi ve schol arship on his nost significant contenporaries--Eliot, Pound,
WIllianms, More, Stevens, Frost, Crane and Cunmings--there isn't even much
second-rate witing. Wat little scholarship appears originates mainly in
California, where Jeffers spent virtually all his adult life. Half a century
ago he towered as an international literary figure. Now he survives as a
regi onal figure studied mainly by specialists in Wst Coast authors.
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Al t hough no representative historical anthol ogy can exclude Jeffers's
verse, few general collections of poetry consider himworth notice. The three
wi dely used, non-historical college textbooks on nmy shelf--X J. Kennedy's AN
| NTRODUCTI ON TO POETRY, John Ciardi and MIler WIlians's HON DOES A POEM MEAN?
and John Frederick Ninms's WESTERN W ND: AN | NTRODUCTI ON TO PCETRY- -i ncl ude only
one short poem by Jeffers in their collective 1,300-plus pages. Poor Jeffersl!
Even Rod McKuen gets two poens.

As these anthol ogi es suggest, Jeffers is not nuch taught. An informal
poll of friends who teach college-level English reveal ed that not one was ever
assigned a Jeffers poem from high school through graduate study. Nor, it seens
i mportant to add, are any of themcurrently teaching himin their classes.

Hi s verse, especially the wild, expansive narratives that made himfanmous in
the 1920s, does not fit into the conventional definitions of nbdern Anerican
poetry. His work is not essentially lyric, elliptical, stylistically

i nnovative or self-referential. Likew se his preoccupations with sexuality,
vi ol ence, intergenerational conflict and the extrenes of nental and physica
di sease bear little relation to the thematics of his poetic contenporaries.
(One can't imgine Wallace Stevens witing on incest or Marianne More on
patricide.) Instead, Jeffers's poens ask to be conpared to the work of
novel i sts and dramatists |ike Lawence, Faul kner, Hem ngway and O Neill--a
difficult request for academ c specialists who usually study these genres in
i sol ati on.

The acadeny's neglect is particularly interesting because Jeffers, unlike
nost noderni st poets, still comands a general readership. Conpared with the
usual audience for twentieth-century poetry (which is made up mainly of poets,
woul d- be poets, acadenic specialists and students), Jeffers's readers form an
unusual group. Few of theminhabit English departments. |If they are at the
university at all, they will nmost likely be found in the sciences. 1In the
author's lifetinme they were so nunerous that he becane one of the best-selling
serious poets in American history. Even now enough fans remain to keep
fourteen books of his verse in print without the subsidy of a captive student
market. His 622-page SELECTED POEMS has been reprinted so many times (wth
progressively cheaper paper and bi nding) that Random House has | ost count of
its sales. Even the neager paperback selection of fifty-eight short poens
i ssued after his death sold over 80,000 copies before it went out of print
| ast year.

In a culture where nost intellectuals agree that "poetry makes nothing
happen," Jeffers also remmins strangely influential. He is the unchall enged
| aureate of environnentalists. The Sierra Club's lavish folio NOT MAN
APART: PHOTOGRAPHS OF THE BI G SUR COAST, poens by Jeffers with illustrations by
Ansel Adams, Edward Weston and ot hers, hel ped focus political efforts to
preserve that spectacular stretch of California coast the poet celebrated in
his verse. It also turned a passage fromhis 1937 poem "The Answer" into a
credo for Western conservationists:
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A severed hand
Is an ugly thing, and man di ssevered fromthe earth and stars and his

history . . . for contenplation or in fact
Oten appears atrociously ugly. Integrity is whol eness, the greatest
beauty is

Organi ¢ whol eness, the whol eness of life and things, the divine beauty
of the universe. Love that, not man

Apart fromthat, or else you will share man's pitiful confusions, or
drown in despair when his days darken.

Per haps what nmakes Jeffers's poetry so inmportant to environmentalists is
exactly what repels academi cs. Mre than any other American noderni st,
Jeffers wote about ideas--not teasing epistenologies, |earned allusions or
fictive paradoxes--but big, naked, howing ideas that no reader can mss. The
directness and clarity of Jeffers's style reflects the priority he put on
conmuni cating his world view. Many interesting studies have been witten on
the style of Eliot and Stevens, for indeed one needs to understand how nost
noder ni st poens nmean (to use Ciardi's fanmous formul ati on) before one can
understand what they nmean. Jeffers's verse, however, presents no such
barriers to an intelligent reader. It states its propositions so lucidly that
the critic has no choice but to confront its content. The discussion can no
| onger be confined within the safe literary categories of formal analysis--

i nternal structure, consistency, thematics, tone and synbolism-that stil
constitute the overwhelmng majority of all acadenmic studies. |I|nstead, he or
she nmust deal with the difficult and di sagreeable primary issues of religious
belief and norality.

Jeffers' world view certainly never makes it easy for his critics. His
sel f-procl ai med phil osophy of "inhumani sni' contains something to offend
everyone--Christian, Jew, Marxist or humani st--who assumes nan's centra
position in the cosnbs. He resolutely refused to be bound by any of the usua
al I egi ances of human society--not nmerely those of race, class, religion or
nation. (Voltaire and N etzsche had al ready questi oned those pieties.)
Jeffers's originality cane in going beyond social loyalties to the nore
fundament al ones of species, time and even--no, |I'mnot kidding--planet. No
poet ever wote nmore consistently sub specie aeternitatis. For Jeffers,
humanity was ultimately only one species, which happened to gain biol ogica
ascendancy (like the bison or the passenger pigeon) over a particular range in
a certain epoch. Mankind may be nore intelligent or adaptabl e than other
speci es, but these gifts hardly conpensate for its cruelty, greed and
arrogance. Before any other imaginative witer Jeffers articulated the
i mense evil inherent in humanity's assunption that it stands above and apart
fromthe world. He saw the pollution of the environment, the destruction of
ot her species, the squandering of natural resources, the recurrent urge to
war, the violent squalor of cities as the inevitable result of a race out of
harmony with its own world
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Attenpting this cosnic scope, carrying the weight of his harsh nessage
Jeffers took as great a risk as any nore stylistically innovative nodernist.
He not only risked being ponmpous and banal with his grave phil osophi zi ng.
Stating his unconfortable ideas strongly and lucidly, he risked being wong.
Al one anong the noderni st poets, he challenged the scientists on their own
territory. Unlike nbost witers, he had studied science seriously in college
and graduate school. His break with tradition was intellectual, not
stylistic. He accepted the destruction of anthropocentric values explicit in
current biol ogy, geology and physics, which humani sts had struggl ed agai nst
since the Victorian age. |Instead, Jeffers concentrated on articulating the
nmor al , phil osophi cal and, indeed, imaginative inplications of those
di scoveries. He struggled to answer the questions science had been able only
to ask: \What are man's responsibilities in a world not nade solely for hinf

How does humanki nd | ead a good and neaningful life without God? Jeffers's
great triunmph is that now-sixty years after he began his radical redefinition
of human val ues--his answers still seemdisturbingly fresh and cogent, while

the political and social theories of Pound, Yeats, Eliot and others have
become nusty period pieces.

But Jeffers's poetic independence cane at the price of being bani shed
fromthe acadenmi c canon, where the nerits of a nodernist are still nostly
det erm ned by distinctiveness of stylistic innovation and self-referentia
consi stency of vision. |In this environment Robert Hass's ROCK AND HAVWK: A
SELECTI ON OF SHORTER POEMS BY ROBI NSON JEFFERS constitutes a nmmjor act of
restitution. This mediumsized anthol ogy represents, difficult as it is to
believe, the first representative selection fromJeffers's life work ever
assenbl ed. There are criticisms to be nade of the collection, but one nust
first credit the seriousness and quality of effort displayed here. The book
is well conceived, intelligently edited, suavely introduced and beautifully
designed. It also contains sone of the best poetry ever witten by an
Aneri can.

The critical |anguage we have inherited from noderni sm makes it
difficult to discuss the qualities that distinguish Jeffers's poetry without
soundi ng hopel essly out of touch with contenporary literary taste. To say
that his chief imaginative gifts were scope, sinplicity, narrative poise and
noral seriousness nakes himseemcloser to a distinguished jurist than a great
poet. But there was sonething of the judge--particularly the A d Testanent
variety--about Jeffers. Standing apart fromthe world, he passed
di spassi onate judgnment on his race and civilization, and he found them
wanting. Pointing out some grievous contradictions at the core of Western
i ndustrial society earned Jeffers a reputation as a bitter m santhrope (he
sometines was) but this verdict hardly invalidates the essential accuracy of
his message. As clearly as any Marxi st he saw the interdependence of economc
and noral ideologies. H's genius canme in translating these conplex socio-
political situations into a few stunning images. 1In "Ave Caesar," for
i nstance, he portrays a crippling contradiction at the heart of Anerica's
vision of its destiny:
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No bitterness: our ancestors did it.
They were only ignorant and hopef ul
t hey wanted freedom but wealth too.

Their children will learn to hope for a Caesar
O rather--for we are not aquiline Romans but soft m xed
col oni sts--

Some kindly Sicilian tyrant who'll keep
Poverty and Carthage off until the Romans arrive.
We are easy to nmmnage, a gregarious people,
Full of sentiment, clever at nechanics,
and we | ove our |uxuries.

This short poem shows Jeffers's unique style. Hi s |language is direct
and conversational w thout ever being dull or sinplistic. The subject unfolds
as clearly as in expository prose. A listener can follow the story perfectly,
even on first hearing. The | anguage, while strong and concise, never calls so
much nonentary attention to itself that it overwhelns the narrative line. The
i mages and net aphors are subordinated to a paraphrasabl e argunment. One
noti ces what Jeffers is saying, not how he says it. H s subject also has a
public inportance one rarely sees in nodern poetry.

On rereading the poem however, one notices how nuch Jeffers has packed
into these eight lines. He sets up three tenporal planes--the past of the
ancestors, the present of the speaker and the future of the children--and
outlines the political choices each nmust make. He nanages to condemn American
val ues w thout bitterness, through a clever rhetorical trick. He begins the
poem by di scussing contenporary Anerica, but just as the nessage becones harsh
(at the end of line three) the narrator relocates it metaphorically to the
anci ent Mediterranean world. Wthout ever being difficult this metaphor is
complex. It shifts twice, each tinme beconming slightly crueler. First the
children willl "learn to hope" (through unpl easant experience) for a Caesar
(notice they don't get the heroic original but sone latter-day autocrat). No
sooner has this insult registered, however, than Jeffers qualifies it. His
fell ow Anericans don't even deserve to be called Romans. The Romans (like, by
inmplication, the British) at |least once built a great enpire civilization
Anericans are nerely soft colonials like the Sicilians and a petty tyrant is
enough to keep themin order.

Even by today's hyperbolic standards Jeffers's public career was
remarkabl e for the speed both of his rise to literary fame and his plunge to
critical disnmissal. H s public breakthrough resenbled a young witer's
daydream Havi ng published two volumes of elegantly dull juvenilia, Jeffers
was unable to place any of his mature poetry. After years of quiet work he
decided in 1924 to publish TAMAR AND OTHER PCEMS with a vanity press. For a
year after it appeared nothing happened. Then Janes Rorty and George Sterling
decided to use one of Jeffers's new poens as the title piece for CONTI NENT' S
END, a 1925 anthol ogy of California verse, and the grateful poet sent them
both copies of TAMAR (After all, the 37-year-old author had nearly all the
original printed copies still stuffed in his tiny attic.) Suddenly Jeffers's
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luck changed. Not only did Rorty review the book ecstatically in March 1925
for The New York Herald Tribune but he al so passed on copies to Mark Van
Doren, who lauded it a few days later in The Nation, and Babette Deutsch, who
told readers in The New Republic that she "felt sonewhat as Keats professed
to feel, on I ooking into Chapman's Homer."

Jeffers shipped a coffin-sized crate of books to New York City, where
they inmmediately sold out. By Novenber an expanded trade edition containing
Jeffers's nost fanmpbus poem "Roan Stallion," was issued by Boni and Liveright.
The critical reception was tumultuous. Dozens of excited articles and revi ews
appeared hailing Jeffers as a great tragic poet. Critics conmpared himto
Sophocl es and Shakespeare and ROAN STALLI ON, TAMAR AND OTHER POEMS went into
multiple reprintings. Leonard and Virginia Wolf published a British edition
Even a French translation was reprinted five tines. By the end of the decade,
Al fred Kreynborg felt obliged to devote the final chapter of his now forgotten
but still engagi ng OUR SI NG NG STRENGTH. A H STORY OF AMERI CAN PCETRY 1620-
1930 solely to Jeffers, declaring himthe heir to Witmn. Wen Boni and
Li veright went bankrupt, in 1933, thirteen publishers scranbled to sign up
Jeffers, who had recently appeared on the cover of Tine. The wily Bennett
Cerf flew out to Carnel to court himpersonally. He knew Jeffers's nane woul d
add prestige to his fledgli ng Random House. As Cerf |later comented, "There
are always a few poets that people think it's smart to have around." | ndeed,
by then Jeffers was so chic that Carnel real estate brokers used his nanme in
their ads to sell property.

Meanwhi |l e, Jeffers remained in Carnmel where he and his bel oved,
domi neering wife, Una, had lived since fall 1914. Carnel then was not the
chic resting place for retired financiers and real estate nmoguls it is today
but an isolated rural area with a touch of bohemi anism Witers since Robert
Loui s Stevenson and Jack London had found its breathtaking scenery and its
privacy invigorating. But it was nore than Carnel's natural magnificence that
first drove the couple there. They al so needed to escape their past--the
| ong, scandal ous breakup of Una's first marriage in Los Angeles and the death
of the newl yweds' first daughter at birth. They had hoped to nobve to Engl and
(as Frost, H.D., Eliot and Pound al ready had), but the outbreak of World War
prevented them They came instead to Big Sur, their "inevitable place," where
they would remain the rest of their lives.

The couple lived sinply, without electricity or indoor plunbing, in Tor
House, a snmall stone cottage that Robin, as his few friends called him had
constructed on a headl and overl ooking the Pacific at Carnel Point. He wote
in the norning, quarried stone for further building in the afternoon and read
to his wife and twin sons by |anplight each evening. Little changed for them
after he achieved fane, except for the pestering of visitors. But Jeffers's
austere, colorful life and patrician good | ooks made him a favorite subject
for the press, and, as with Frost, a popular nyth soon began formn ng around
this quiet, private man.
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To his credit Jeffers ignored his celebrity. He wanted nothing to do
with literary society or worshi pful fans. Wat the 40-year-old author now

wanted was to work. Inspired by his sudden if |ate success, he made up for
lost tinme by enmbarking on the nost remarkable, anbitious and bizarre series of
narrative poens in American literature. |In the ten years follow ng the

accl ai m of ROAN STALLION, Jeffers published eight major collections of poetry:
THE WOMEN AT PO NT SUR, CAWOR AND OTHER PCEMS, DEAR JUDAS AND OTHER OTHER
POEMS, DESCENT TO THE DEAD, THURSO S LANDI NG, G VE YOUR HEART TO THE HAVKS
SOLSTI CE AND OTHER PCEMS and SUCH COUNSELS YOU GAVE ME AND OTHER PCEMS- - nearly
a book a year, alnpst a thousand pages of verse in all. These poens, which
have never been adequately assessed by literary criticism constitute an
American realist and regionalist alternative to the mandarin aesthetici sm of

i nternational nodernism Largely ignored by poets in the two generations

after Jeffers, curiously, they are just beginning to have an inpact on Anerican
literature through the young poets currently reviving narrative verse.

Nearly every volunme centers around one or nore |ong narrative poens,
usually set in Big Sur. Violent, sexy, subversive, these conpelling verse
novel | as are inpossible to describe briefly. Sometines hard to stomach, they
are always difficult to put down. Their tragic stories of famly rivalry and
primal enmption usually nove at |ightning pace toward their bl oody finales.
There is nothing quite like themin Anerican poetry. |In sheer narrative
energy and visual scope they frequently remnmi nd one of novies. Not real filns
but wild, imaginary ones where high and | ow art collide--Bergman's CRI ES AND
VWHI SPERS reshot as a Pecki npah western or Kurosawa's RASHOMON reset as a
California thriller by DePalma. In these poens Jeffers's central human
obsessi ons energe as the suffocating burden of the past on human freedom the
harsh i nt erdependence of power and sexuality and the inpossibility of human
salvation. At their worst they become ponderously phil osophic and
psychol ogi cal ly hyperbolic. At their best, however, as in "Cawdor," they
remai n anong the few successful |ong poens in nodern Anerican literature.

From t he begi nning these narratives divided Jeffers's audi ence. Mny of
his early supporters could not accept the sprawling energy, the lurid
vi ol ence, the sheer weirdness of THE WOMEN AT PO NT SUR.  What critics had
judged as a young poet's monmentary nightmare in "Tamar" or "Roan Stallion" now
emerged as Jeffers's considered view of humanity. Each book fuel ed new
controversy. Conservative readers bridled at Jeffers's explicit sexuality,
his strident anti-Christianity and anti-nationalism Leftists found his
di strust of all political programs for human inprovenment repugnant. Hi s use
of free verse and Freudi an psychol ogy |ikew se alienated literary
reactionaries. Meanwhile, the New Critics rightly perceived Jeffers's
conmitment to a poetry of direct statenent and |linear narrative as a chall enge
to the high noderni st nbde they had chanpi oned. To the degree they

acknow edged Jeffers at all, the New Critics attacked hi msavagely. Yvor
Wnters suggested that if Jeffers truly believed his own phil osophy, he should
kill hinmself. Randall Jarrell nocked himas "O d Rocky Face, perched on his
sea crag . . . who nust prefer a hawk to a nan, a stone to a hawk." Al

factions agreed Jeffers had no place in textbooks or anthol ogies.
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The controversial |ong poens caused Jeffers another problemas well:
t hey overshadowed his shorter work. Reviewers treated himlike a novelist.
As his collections appeared, they focused on the central narrative and ignored
how many stunning short poenms were literally tucked away in the back pages of
each book. The critical agenda was to debate the psychol ogical realism and
noral inpetus of each histrionic story, not listen carefully to the sad, quiet
nmusi ¢ of Jeffers's lyric poens. Conplaining in The New Yorker about
"Robi nson Jeffers's latest set-piece of human savagery," Loui se Bogan was so
busy daming the title poem of SUCH COUNSELS YOU GAVE ME that she mi ssed "The
Purse-Seine," "The Answer" and " The Beaks of Eagles" in the same vol une, al
of them | believe, permanent additions to American literature.

Though Jeffers's books continued to sell well, by the end of the 1930s
his critical reputation had coll apsed, never to rise again. The Depression
had made his cosmic pessimsmless palatable to intellectuals caught up in
international politics. Jeffers still commanded a snall but devoted group of
serious readers, but the literary establishnment had deserted him The
ort hodoxy of Eliot and Joyce had bani shed all other variants of nopdernism
Finally, Pearl Harbor did what little damage to his reputation there was |eft
to deliver. For years Jeffers had warned that Anerica's entry into a new
worl d war would drag the country into the tenptations of inperialism Now his
refusal to endorse the American war effort as an absol ute good fighting
absol ute evil disgusted many of his remaining readers.

Surely not only international but literary politics contributed to
Jeffers's fall frompublic grace. He had no interest in the literary world
and once the initially receptive literati realized his indifference, they
gradually returned it. Even then the American poetry world was a buzzing
networ k of personal |oyalties, interests and obligations that collectively
shaped literary fashion. Unlike a Pound or Frost, Jeffers never devel oped the
rel ati onships that sustain a witer's reputation through the vacillations of
opinion. Hating big cities, he scarcely stirred from Carnel. (Eleven years
once passed between visits to San Francisco, only a hundred niles up the
coast.) He would not teach or lecture. He scarcely answered his mail, and
even then he was nore likely to respond to a serviceman than a fellow witer.
He declined all invitations to read fromhis work. The one reading tour of
his career--at the age of 54, in 1941--was undertaken only to pay his property
taxes in a Carnel growi ng too expensive for him Wrst of all for his
reputation, Jeffers stayed in California, which the literary establishnments of
London and New York have never taken seriously. Has any American author ever
been able to build and sustain a major literary presence fromthe West Coast?
As witers fromAllen G nsberg to Joan Didion know, if one lives out West, one
nmust al so keep an apartnent in Manhattan

By 1948 even Random House had grown inpatient with their forner prestige
aut hor. Reading the manuscript of THE DOUBLE AXE, Jeffers's editor, Saxe
Conmins, declared it "proof of early senility" to his coll eagues and
forcefully persuaded the author to tone down its political |anguage. Jeffers
eventual |y dropped ten short poems fromthe manuscri pt and nade changes in
ei ght nmore, nostly renoving slighting comments about Roosevelt and Truman
But Commi ns convinced Cerf to print an enbarrassing di sclaimer on the dust
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jacket and front section of the volune to announce that "Random House feels
conpelled to go on record with its disagreenent over some of the politica

vi ews pronounced by the poet." Meanwhile, Cerf, always the businessnan,
conment ed hopefully that this "footnote" would "attract added space and
attention fromreviewers." Thus high principle and | ow commerci al i sm conbi ned

to reduce the public reception of one of Jeffers's nbst powerful volunes to a
political squabble. By the time the reviewers began their attack Jeffers
probably didn't care. He now lived alnost totally in the quiet isolation of
his famly. Wen Una died two years |later, he sank gradually into an

al coholic loneliness waiting for his own death. The end of his last |ong
poem "Hungerfield," witten in 1954, is heartbreaking. The violent story
finishes, and suddenly Jeffers breaks into an unexpected |yric coda:

Here is the poem dearest; you will never read
it nor hear it. You were nore beautifu
Than a hawk flying; you were faithful and a lion heart like this
rough hero Hungerfield. But the ashes have fallen
And the flane has gone up; nothing human remains. You are earth
and air; you are in the beauty of the ocean
And the great stream ng triunmphs of sundown; you are alive and

wel |l in tender young grass rejoicing
VWhen soft rain falls all night, and little rosy-fleeced cl ouds
float on the dawn. --1 shall be with you presently.

A few years later Jeffers joined his wife in the nonhuman world. His

ashes were buried with hers in the Tor House garden. "Posthumous |ong before
his death," as Robert Zaller put it, his obituaries displayed "chiefly the
surprise that he had still been living." He had never won a major literary
award, but the bulk of his work was still in print.

In attenpting to rehabilitate Jeffers's reputati on, Robert Hass has
si destepped the central issue in evaluating the poet's legacy by limting his
sel ections for ROCK AND HAVWK to Jeffers's shorter work. Fortunately, he
cheats a little by stretching the definition of "shorter” to include two fiery
medi um | ength narratives--the early "Roan Stallion" and the late "Hungerfield"
(twenty-one and twenty-two tightly packed pages, respectively). But beyond
these Hass offers only two unpersuasive excerpts from THE TONER BEYOND TRAGEDY
(Jeffers's reworking of THE ORESTEI A) and THE WOMEN AT PO NT SUR as wel |l as
the two lyric set-pieces from"Cawdor" that Jeffers hinmself chose for his 1938
SELECTED POEMS. One can understand, if not totally synpathize with, Hass's
conservatism He wants to present Jeffers at his nost accessible and
uncontroversial best. Certainly the case he makes for Jeffers in this volune
isirresistible, if inconplete.
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No reader ever entirely approves of someone else's selections froma
favorite poet. But the usual grumbling aside, Hass does an excellent job
Even in his short work Jeffers wote obsessively about a few subjects, and
Hass di spl ays exenplary taste in presenting just enough of the best poens of
each sort to register the author's fixations w thout wearying the reader
Hass's choices also reflect some interesting biases beyond the om ssion of any
long narratives. He generally favors the earlier work to the later. Mst of
the poems | would wish to add cone fromthe second half of the canon. Poens
like "Hellenistics," "Cassandra," "The Eye" and "Wy Do You Still Mke War?"
seem conspi cuous in their absence. Hass also reprints virtually all of
DESCENT TO THE DEAD (an atypical collection witten after Jeffers visited
Britain and Ireland), presumably to highlight the unacknow edged debt Ted
Hughes and Seamus Heaney owe the el der poet.

Know edgeabl e and synpat hetic though Hass is, however, he does make a
few curious mstakes. Organizing his selections according to the origina
vol umes from which they are drawn, he places Jeffers's fanmous " Shine,
Peri shing Republic" in the wong book. Meanwhile, going to the |length of
presenting the poens from AMERI CAN POETRY 1927: A M SCELLANY as a separate
group (which Jeffers himself did not do in his SELECTED POEMS), Hass confl ates
the title as AN AMERI CAN M SCELLANY. He al so nmisconstrues the |ineation of
"Hungerfield" at one point to give the poema bizarre visual |leap on the
page at odds with Jeffers's intention. (This unfortunately is a conmon
problemin reprinting long-lined free verse, about which Jeffers hinself
frequently conpl ai ned.) These are small m stakes but annoyi ng ones. The book
al so | acks an index of poens by title and, worse yet, an index by first l|ine.
Publ i shers today assune that readers no | onger search out a poem because a
particul ar |ine has been buzzing around in their heads. And the publishers
are alnmost right. Mst contenporary poetry is emnently forgettable.

But Jeffers is a distractingly nenorable witer. Rereading his poens in
ROCK AND HAWK, | found an astonishing nunmber of his lines tunbling around in

ny head. But hearing themthere, | noticed it wasn't only their strong nusic
| savored but the hard edge of their wisdom They held their own agai nst
experience. It was good to live with these poens again. Jeffers has entered

his second century quite splendidly.

This review essay is reprinted here with the perm ssion of NATI ON nmagazi ne
where it appeared in the 16 January 1988 issue, pages 56-64. Dana G oia

wites frequently on poetry for THE HUDSON REVI EW and el sewhere. A book of his
poens, DAILY HOROSCOPE, was published by G aywolf Press.
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