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18. TRAVELING [May-September 1906]

~

Al have found my God. o
1

Vachel entered Asheville North Carolina,in high spirits, recording in a new
notebook (the third and last for his 1906 tramp) that there were three stories he needed to
write: An(l1) The coming into Ashville?, t he
[Mitchell]. (3) The Gardens of Biltmoréll three great experiences, worthy of letters of
gol d. 0 |hadalreadycjdtted ddwebservatios concer ni ng @At he quac
referred t o-mas chaAHaodg Gude foreBeggarss ee i Man, i n t
City of fheadldcharwhadyove me into Ashville” the last day of my journey
toward that place had a wonderful story to tell of having spent two months in a wagon as
an Indian doctor. His hair grew long. He had with him a wreck of a regular physician to
furnish diploma, badkg and advice and, lend the use of his name when occasion
offered. This combination did wonders. The regular worked among the whites. But the
Indian among the Negroes did wonders in the matter of purging away chills and fever.

The 0 qgu ahiskitohhikerdithe whol e story of his | if
combination of peddling and labbro s si ng, wi th t he Vackeldidpt i on o
not comment, but one or two things the old man related must have struck a familiar cord:

AHe had ne Xlkersaidhthodgh helh&d livedifom hand to mouth and was blest

with nine healthy children, no harder to cal
his oldest boy, who had lost an arm and who had rebelled when his father tried to send
himto schooi And he had to drive his son into the

The storydescribing the ascent of Mount Mitcheéems not to have been written,
althoughfi T h e G storyrpeages John Collier as a climbing companidtady
Guide47) andfi Ma n ,he City of €ollar® makesa vague reference® it hi rd manao
wh o A wa sto dimbrNoong Mitchellwi t h (Harelp Guide81). On May 2
(Wednesday), when he wrote to Alice Cleaxsaichelannounced t hat he was
out the window for a man who is gg to make an expedition with me, straight north

across the Blulen Rhidgeonot ¢db o @akn) . however, we
morning, May third, that John Collier of Atlanta and your servant started for the
Ashville? s t &achebrelaedt ol NNell90i%, Vieira how Col

appointment to meet me at Ashville® and Climb" Mt. Mitchethe highest mountain

east of the Mississippi, or the Rockies. We climbed for four days and became friends
forever o ( By wmwhdeorby railedd)Mount Mitchell is more thanwenty

miles northeast of Asheville.)

Vachebs notebook also discloses that the vi
in 1895), the luxurious home and grounds of George W. Vanderbilt, occurred after the
trip to Mount Mitckell. Indeed the account of the civilized Biltmore gardens is sprinkled



with disparaging comparisons to the natural scenery of Mitcheltheb s gui de at
Biltmore was superintendent of grounds, C.D. Beadle, whose name is duly regorded

the ARolblr opf aiMMdnt he ethewsitorwitn aneoppgrtunitywtdo d e d
practice his landscapgournalism The following excerpt is representative, as it
demonstrates the wouliehumani nt e r e scontinminguse efeordrasts:

The landscape gardening walainly based on the native laurel and cedar. Another
element was the winding road, which passed through high avenues of trees, when the
prospect was unfavorable, and in fact, afforded only a few vistas, till the heights of
the Gardens were reached. Awimythe South (was it the South?) was one vista
remarkably rich and well considered, a combination of massed cedars in lines, and
ploughed field and bright green oak clumps that was” superb. It was studied to
maturity, there was nothing strained or artdicabout it. One could not, however,
escape the impression of a tortured landscape, through most of the affair, till the
house was reached. It was like holding a book to the looking glass. After the wild joys
of Mitchell, the only chance to charm lay in extreme artifice, or else a redoubled
wildness. A compromise was of no avalil.

At some pointVachelmust have recognized that his English was Igeas tortured as

the landscapei These hasty | mpressi on dateecontessgqut down
Al est the flavor of this trip be | ost. I h o
places, phrases and lines have been crossed through, indicating that the author planned

some rewriting but later found neither the time nor the inclination.

Actually, in Asheville and immediately afterwardacheldid very little writing.

Hi s new notebook, as he himself admitted, fis
three rich expeences in Ashville*but have hardly the nerve to write them down, or the
t i m®neadf therich experienceal most certainly is the basis

City of Coll ar s, 0 aofthdéafairgnhthe hokelkbooknd thesstom 0 me nt i
was likely written a year or more after the incidents occuifééreis a simple reason

for the dearth of notebook entries at this poinVatheb s t r emtkred Asheville in

high spirits,but he departedeeling more depressed than he had at any other time on his

journey. He had intended to travel to Washington, vighRiond, Virginia; and his third
notebook was originally entitl ed: AFrom As
Virginia. o The | att e,rhowewsrca nwdo ridcs aamkd oct ps Kea
written in. Sometime in Asheville, a lonelyncle Boydecidedto head directly north,

toward the Cumberland Gap. He was tired of pentirgd of tramping,even tired of

strangers. He yearned forethestfulnessof relatives and homegnd hi s f at her 6s
living near Frankfort,Kentucky, beckoned aghe nearestefuge Uncle Boy needed

conforting.

He left Asheville on May 10, walking north toward Weaverville. He had spent his
last $2.50 ér new trousersand in the notebook entry marking the renewal of the tramp,
he focused on the implications of his lack ofdanin fact, the entry offers an informative
conclusion to the events redammeahmymadi Man, i
from Ashville® to Cumberland Gap. This is the morning of my second day made
twenty miles yesterdayHoddobie, saythe people as they pass.) | am penniless, and
payed”™ for my nightdés | odging with a shirt
happened to have. And the mavhose price \as only thirty cents in moneyas not



cheerful ®#out accepting the substitutdis name was J.F. White, Ray P.O., Madison
County, North Carolina.(Cheerful or notf J W . t e, 0 wowe address, Is dulya b
inscribed mtheil Ro | | of Honor. 0)

White and his famil y tTheoTkee df caaghisgiBdller ab |l e |
according totheirguest And White (who was nearly deaf)
the whole thing into his wear. Yet he took
Whiteds attitude oMVadhgd ss edrewe e s tsleshqabuoio tdy a taes
revels:

These are the sad days. Hospitality wanes, and | am far from home. | do not seem
to have any fight in me today. Five dollars in my pocket would give me all the nerve
in the world.

| must here note that my book must have a teadfully cynical poemabout
money dedicatedo the merchants of the world. mu st s @yhougyBlhave her s
rebelled, | must acknowledge sometimes that there are few things more honest than a
trade. The soul is so seldom its high self in extremity, that it cannot emaoaighen
spiritual glory to give a foandrwe mustcghtan g e , €
back to a money basis.o0 A man realizes ho
dollar when he lacksadt what a dreadfully big symbol it is of big things. Once | set
foot on Kentucky soil ot he ht mikdpuhléssaintedyn €d y A E
heart comes from somewhere. | have books, but hardly care to sell them. . . . It is at
least one hundred and fifty miles to the Gdpface a week of pennilessness that
seems tane almost dishonorable. | should have worn my old trousers and kept the
two and a half these cost me. It would have lasted all the way to the Gap.

Spirit! Spirit! Courage. These are the things | need. Why the soul should be gone

frommeldonotknow. Asong as a mandés heart gl ows, he
perfect health, and the sun is warm, and | have twenty books. Let me then go forward.
As an afterthought, he added: ARAOdJIltisant | e pi t )

abasement to takeo

Fortuitously, j ust wh e Wachelehancedon uindy ed fAa n
Hensler of Little Creek, North Carolina. The day was May 11, 1906; and Little Creek,
according tot he t rdaevsed reir pdtsi o n, was fAa quarter of a
Mountain that divides North Carolina from Te
to the despair that preceded, had a powerful effestamimel and he tried to immortalize
Hensl er asHefelady Itrhen eponymous hetweatne of t
the closeof thefirst half of A Handy Guide for Beggaréi Li ndy madeherme happ)
admirerc o mment ed in his notebook: AShe dhas t he
see previous chapter, p6]2. She has a beauty alliteher own
He n s | e rtdosgh the simplg truth lacked drama, and he allowed his imagingttion
supersede his recollectiom.L ad y-Hd elosn i s o0 b Wacbalegplains tmhisst or y, 0

reader s, Abut embodi es my exactpressethiforme ssi on
thananoth ook r ecor d cléandy Guideog)vTde nbteboak secofd
survives, however, and provides us with an opportunity to comygaockeb s | magi nat i o1

with his collateral factual account. In making the comparisonwilleseethatthe story
ALady-Hdelosno revedleaumbordsabolar acter and va
have intended.



Not ebook and story concur I n sever al det
said t o be r e mi dike speamnmist of thé Gerfimarfueny papeb
Simplicissimus Moreover, when/achelannounces his name, grandmother asks if he is
related to a | awyer in AFlagpondo [Flag Pon
defended her son in a criminawydrihilndday,td
whileinthe st ory it ioGsbutiwehavwe geetiteraNNVacheb $ apr ocl i vi t
for disguisng names andletails. More significantly, the notebook suggests that the son

was arrested fwhilei iimolhe st i ngt e cri me i s mu
Fl ori st [ John] Kent on, 0 thg exdenuitn® obkeevationpr oc | ai
At hey wer & Kethih ocdhr ursk . not mentioned in the n
the factVacheldid include amagyi n a | comment : AThe picture of

was on tThiseconwnerlt, lof.caurse, adds credence to the storyline but casts doubt
on the notebook observatiorfNote 1]

Both notebook and story report that, whilachelwas talking with hemother,
Lindy Hensler (notebook) or Lady Ireade el s (st or y) enter s, carr
mi g ht have doneo -(maotebdeskpreg), hanlllecanedr i ng
(notebook)eedrediibmrommganso (story)stitlh8&8he are al
al so wore fAthick -lriemde & twkeikritn,gds ,asanidn at reedst o

adds that it was a-wdsb[Was]hdf operkat thetthroataHerdneck e r  d r €
had a blue handkerchief tied around it in Western fasldod her hair was done up any

old way. o0 I n the st olrhyat 6tsh emymodtahuegrh t 2&mrn o uShhcee
marry John Kentaom ; and the narrator h i mtseme wdya t gran

engendered byit he r oses, just gounsi ¢hehiswwdtebodkd 6 od n | €
Vachelsi mply remarked that Hensl er greeted hir
nothing about roses until several days later, wWiachelfound himself near Greeille,

Tennessee, in an area where many homes boastet®/ or more rose busheBut now

we are ahead of the story.

Af ter fia dec eddornread, buttar, mikiamd peadmeanal, that
is to say, Lindy, took up her banjo with its faded ribbons and played a rattling tune while
we bent about the hearth. . And after her banjo, she listened well to the story of the
Indian girl, and she graciously received a copy of the Tree, duly inscribed to her and her
Banj oo ( nAi this pang kotebook and story differ considerably. The latter
exalts LadylronrHe el s as AJohn Kentondés chief rose. c

bushes throughout the area; she serves as af
the askh eap 0 ; she is fna changeling whose real a
forcemt uri es o; she 1 s, for Aan instant, 0 AQuee
of i mmemori al Egypto; and then she is fia Tel

doe. 0 Lhkadgl 4 omet amor phoses, the ®Mtywof ytell er
his visit. The very absence of familiarity allowsvigiting stranger to idealize both the
circumstances and the characters of his experighpassed by quickly; therefore | had

aglimpsed what s he waHe thatioseth hislldéeshalltfirad iDfViatthewd

10:39]. | see her many a time when | am looking on scatteredleases. She was a

wo man, Goddés chief rose for man. She was sc
am only saying that she wore the face of Beauty when Beigetyabove circumstanoe.

The moral, in other words, serves to punctilageauthod s per sofNaé2] val ues.



Li ndy HH#e @rtumstadces, howevegre mainly the productsof her
visitorb s | magi nati on. aréh rmentallyo teagpknted fromtivemtgor st or y
more miles away; the lovely Tennessee girl lived in Little Creek, North Carolina; and the
inspired florist, John Kenton, seems not to have lived at all. Indeed, his name
suspiciously resembles the namev@eicheb s Hi ram friend, John Keny
the writeroften claimed that he modeled literary characters after fridigsstoryii L a d y
lronrHe e | s 0 Vackelamnbuades in his footnote: it is an impressionistic tale. Like
the Indian giriin The Tree of Aughing BellsHensler/IrorHeels exemplifieshe authods

bel i ef (so reminiscent of Freudos descript
creativity is dependent on feminine inspiration. Though known only in passing, Lindy
Hensler, as the notebook reveakasvacheb s, not John Kentonds, fir

As far as the raw material of her womanhood is concerned, | could love her forever.
The hills have done wonders for her, and no doubt she and her Spartan sister are
planting corn this moment on thesep hillside, while | journey merrily onward with
a vision of browreyed womanhood within to make me forget the perils of the way.
Farewell to the fairest of all Carolina. Biltmore and all its glories is™ not arrayed like
this tigeress”, who toils with ¢h h o e, because her husband
prisord or it may be her brother. Let it be a mystery. (It was her brothigng
parenthetical comment\gacheb significantafterthought.]

I f he did not Aj ¥achektdepspanedframiLindy Hemstewar d , 0
in amoreelevated moodhan when he had arrivetile continued in his resolve to seek
the comfort of his Kentucky relatives, but the desperasiamt so evidenfTrue, the high
spirits that he carriethto Asheville had passédand woudl not return until his tramp
wasover.But t hanks to fit h& af &ipast@shavilleaépressibnl Car ol
abated somewhat Little Creek, before he crossed the border into Tennessee.

2

On Saturday, May 12yachel hurried fifrom mountainous Nrth Carolina into
mountainous Tennesseédollowed byfithe Seven Suspicioagsee the prefatory chapter
of fiLady IronHeel®). He walked fast, as h#®ound himself in moonshiner country,
where a stranger could be admidedr shot. Reaching the relative sgf of Flag Pond,
he asked for anceceived a niglis lodging at the home of Joseph Ray. (He did not sleep
in a fstrawstack) as he claims i Handy Guide According totheir guestthe Ray
family provedfifascinatingy largely because one memh#rthe household was a young
mother with three children but no husbanghe remindedvachel of a Japanese friend
[onefiYao Sam] who lived inNew York City, and he remarked hofome photographs
of Japanese on the wadileightened the mystetyAccording to s now-established
custom, heentertained the Rays with a readingTdfe Tree of Laughing Bell$iThe
audience was perfect around the fidee enthused, especially thieung mother. She was
inspiring: Al loved that woman, therefore | rea@ll,andthepem t ook on new | i f

Sunday morningVachel walked to Laurel, Tennessee, whereflagtended the
latter end of a service at a hardshell Baptist chargfter the servicehe took his noon
meal with one of Lauré severalSheldon oiShelton families. Whe he tried to read his
Tree of Laughing Bellaspayment for dinner, however, he discovered that his audience



was lesghan intent:i. . . in the midst of it the young woman and the old left without a
word. . . . Later on they returned. | persuaded thentigien to the finishThen the old
woman turned her snufitick, and sat on me, hard; skaid she had no use for such
liesd wanted something with the GospdlJesus Christ in it, the old book was enough,
and she had no uger any other.| tried to draw some analogies from the snowball bush
in the front yard, but she counted the bush a vanity for @hsake. The lillies of the
field had nothing to do with the case. . And no one else on the porch wanted my book
left there, so left in debt for one mealMaybe the chance to air her religon™ wesrth

the cornbread she cooked for m&haking the dust of Laurel off his feet, so to speak,
Vachel headedtoward Greeaville and the Cumberland Gap, walking for a time
alongsidefia Presbytean female Missionary from Jacksonville, lllin@sShe toarefused

his book, although she offered an excuse that at least satiséeduthor fibeing on
horsebaclg she wasiunable to storeéa way . 0

Sunday night, May 13Yachel reached Limestone Spgse, Tennessee, dhe
outskirts of Greeeville. Here he spent the night at the house/stbitd.D. Reaves, across
from afgypsy camm In fact, he first passelly, fithinking the man in the store had
enough of hospitality (cateringto the gypsies)il wasso hungryo Vachelexplained fil
truly andfervently prayed to Heaven for the blessing of a meal, with someltieisides
cornbread, and passed by many interesting cabins, all beo&usg carnal marm. Mrs.
Reavesfia most charming woman, with the mashsitive sort of a face, a lady of fine
bloodo proved to be the answer his prayes. iHow | enjoyed Mrs. Reavésooking! It
would have mad¢he gods rejoice! There was a comely girl visiting her who may have
had something to do with the outlay. Ongique dish was fried cottagdeese. It was
great, and there was honey, and good meat and goodhjellyd pr eser ves and a

The wanderer haddditional reason for good spirits, as the gypsiagmed he
was fjust entering the land of hospitalitthat henceforth lavish tables and big hearts
aboundo In turn, theyaskedfall sorts of questiors and,Vachelaffirmed, fil kept back
nothing. The stor&eeper” liked thei said they were a good set. Thegnted to know
what | paid for my niglés lodging That was the onquestion they meadtfor some
reason. | told them a boakior oncethough, he seems to have lost his nerve, perhaps
fearing that thegypsies would look at his slim book and consider hisuako artist, a
profession heonsistentlydetesed Anyway, headdedin his notebookAAnd | told my
host afterwardtat t hey must not see the book. 0

It was Monday, May 14, walkingut of Greereville, that Vachelfirst observed
the roses he would later attribute to John Keggttwve for Lady IronHeels.fil begin to
find yards with twenty rose bushasfull bloom, while yesterday a yard wittwo roses
was a” event. The country widens and except for the brbkeon, rolls like that
between Rushville and Connersville [Indian&ouses are paintedBack porches are in
order. There are walks and thane swept, store houses and they are painted. It is a joy to
the eye. did not know there was so much pleasure in a white house withred mmi ngs . 0
The signs of prosperity contindie but Vachebs forward journey didnot. When he
stopped to ask for lunch, a nameless host relatedAtidriew Johnso@s tomb could be
seen in Greawville. Curious, and o longertotally despera for family comforting the
Springfieldlllinois adventurerfbacktracked and spent theest of his day sightseeing in
thehomdown of Abraham Lincold s successor :



Greenvilled | am now in the cool shadow of the monument of $beenteenth
president of the United StatefAndrew Johnson. It is aatrocityd a low squa
archway, supporting an obelisk. Upon the sideéshe archway are flaming funeral
urns. On the obelisk is thAmerican Eagle, screaming. Andrew Johnson is duly
punished. [Here&/achelincludes a rough sketch of the monumeri]poem should
be inscribed ¢ the grave of the statesman who failed. It is on a kigib, with a
scattering of arbevitae, overlooking Greenville. dpent the day trying to avoid the
road to Greenville and keep tmead to Midway. About two in the afternoon the
noords host told me&reenville was Johnsas old home, so | baekacked. Andrew
Jahnson, you have used up my ddiote 3]

The visitordid make a note of Johnsisrepigraph, largely becauseexpressed one of his
favorite principles:fiHis faith in the peoplenever wavered.In regard to the troubled
Johnsonthough,Vacheljudged the epigraphag atbesti possi bl y appropri at

In A Handy Guiddor Beggars the visit to Johnsds tomb is described ifiLady
Iron-Heel® (All. The Tailor and the Florigt. Purportedly,the Lindsay narrator was
figladd for the visit because it was nedohnsos tomb (Johnsohad beeratailor in his
youthful day$ that he chanced upadiie woodenheadstone, markedlohn Kenton of
Flagpond, Florist. 187619006 oHowever, there is no mention afKenton grave (or
any other grave nealohnsofs) in Vachebs notebook;and it is curious that a local
monument maker would misspéflag Pond On theother handthe noteboolcontains
severalreferences t@Flagpond, Tanessee dNe may suspect thadentorts grave, like
Kenton himself, is a product tie narratdd s | magi nat i on.

After a brief visit to Andrew Johnsois home, compliments of A.J. Patterson,
Johnsois grandson and only surviving heWachel spent Monday mjht, May 14, in
Greerevilled at the home of Marvin MyergiHe was a fellowjust married) his guest
commentedfihe and his wife were tractable, asweet and civilize@d. The next morning,
May 15, the northward journelyegan againwith the wanderestill in relatively high
spirits. As usual, when hwas hopeful, he found time to record his thoughts and
aspirations in hisotelmok. Sometimdater in the daynMay 15, hespeculated

Introduction for booR fiEvery house, however busy, practicad@orderly,ought
to have some symbol of Art aspiratbrsometreasure. If it can be no bettthing, let
it be this book. o

Let us be moderate in our demands. The busy American casoigianize his
whole life for the artist. There are other forcesvatk in him.

And would it be well, even if he could, to live ever in thenosphere created by
triumphs of design? What is this heaven we bwdding? Will it not result in
unctuous fatuity, if established?

Is Art not better as the occasional emerging grace of lifé@?nist better as a salt,
and a spice? Is it not better ascmcasional pleasant surprise?

As for clothes, one of lif@s little details that parents often adkout,the Lindsay somad
his own opinion: fiThis is the solution of the dress dadndry questionThose who insist
on a welldressed artist, are tlaglvocates of deadlyni f or mi t y , unctuous f a

Never in his |ife a c¢ anratherdadragglefachel ndead]l
walked through Mosheim and spent Tuesday night, May 15,With Bednerin Bullé



Gap, TennesseéThe Beckneds were greabtheir overnightguestreflected:fiHe was the
lean, atrociously ugly son of &erman milled (Here Vachel includes a crude
resemblance, not unlike caricature of Albert Carver, his high schdoysics teachér
seeChapter 5p. 18) Ugly appearancer not, Beckner impressed his gudsthe little
houseand yard squirmed with disorderly enterprise. . . . The place reeitecdnergy
and promiseé Exercising hissupposed natgdowers,Vachelprophesiedhat the Beckner
family fwill lord it over an atrociously uglyarm house some day, and a mighty big
useful one. They will not stalpng in this shack. They started on nothing and have just
moved from théog house at the far corner of the fie@ld bless ther.

Mrs. Beckner had attended a nearby Baptist college, and she reriviadeel of
his dear Aunt Fannigihad the same kind of spunk, but v&ionger. She was full of the
ambition given her by her small collegad it was all for her sorsHer intention, she
related toVache| wasto teach her sonBat home till they are old enough for colleye.
All'in all, the Beckners confirmed severaltbéir house gue& cherished beliefs; ards
enthusiasm is very evidemt his concluding observatns:filf | could only hold in my
heart the things | have seen in tfamily it would be worth my sod salvation. It seems
to me lunderstand the Great American People for the first time in my lliésvear those
boys will be heard from, and | swear tllae smalicollege is a mighty force when it puts
the salt of ambition intsuch a small houseold. TheBeckners are my best beloveil
brief, the Beckners were just the kind fa@mily who allowed AndrewJohnson and
Vachel Lindsay to proclairthatther ffaith in the peopla ever wavered. 0

On Wednesday, May 1&achelleft Bullés Gap, still enjoying therosperity and
roses of eastern TennessBehave passed a neat houskthe sort that has arrived, and
the old man that did it in the bagard, sunning himselfl could write an essay on the
old men | met. Andhe front yard was full of roses. Oh what passionate hearts they have.
| could write me such a song in praise of red roses as has nevebeenexritten. | have
passed twenty suclosebowered homes since tmeountains. How the roses bloam!
Once enthusedVachel seldom stoppedwith mere description, and his notebook
continues with random thoughts the significance of roses in history, art, and literature.
Thesethoughts, of coues provide the basis for the conclusionfihfidy Iron-Heelsp
where the rose, an emblem of Lady Hdaels herself, isredited with bringing strength:
fAln springtime her magic petals bri@pd to the weary and give Heagestrength to the
wavering of her t Asdwe have seen, howeverachel encountered.ady IronHeels
before he encountered the roses of Tennessee; the story of Lindy Hemgleflection
oft h e acreativesmning. #\ppropriately, in his noteboake artisthimself associates
imaginaton with rosesfievery dreamer has eateh[rose] petals He alsoassociatethe
red rosewith the ideal woman, although the latter is not as easy to discovehidn
d r e a merdsfishave searched for the immortal everlasting woman tedaly | find
notherbutherbls h r efl ect edNote#) t hese petals. o

3

Once he passed Tennessa®se countryyachebs account of hisrampbecanes
increasingly matteof-fact. Late Wednesday morng May 16, he crossed the Holsto
River at Crockets Ferry, compliments of Samuel Grigsbyfj@eacto of a ferryman who
accepted dree of Laughing Bellbooklet in lieu of the fivecent fare.Iln Mooresburg,



1C

Vachel recited his poem to the C.EPPendergrass familyin exchange for lunch. By
evening, he hadicrossed Clinch mountain ke flatgap road, and lodged just on the
other side with a worthyhandsome deaf old man with a ke fat wife who was kind
and a gooatook0 A recitation of theTreeagain paid for dinner, althougtfterward the
author vowedhat he hadishouted [his] poem for the lasine to the dead.

Next morning, May 17Yachelbreakfasted with his nameless hiashily and was
on the road at 5:00That eveninghe reached Tazewelhaving completed, in his own
estimation,fia good deal ofhinking,0 aswell as a good deal of miles. What he thought
about was immorabehavior: about liquor and about n@annhumanity to man, and to
woman.Thesewere sibjecs thatgenerallyconcernedJncle Boy but they weresubjecs
that hadrisen to the fore becausetbis days particularexperiences.In the morning, he
metfia young chap, just married, just heir to a $10,fabtune in farmlands, who rode a
mule beside me, and took me on the nmhééind him for four miles. . .He stoppedat
several villages, and grew each time more cordifleagvertook me. He had a big bottle
but | refused to partake and siarted in [and] roasted whiskey with the best of them. Yet
when | caught him again about tehirty he was helping a refdced mann the road,
with a holdover” from last night, to get drunker. | watroduced and vouched for, and
received a warm invitation fadinner which | was obliged to decline. The last scene,
about eleventhe young heir overtook me just as | was unsuccdgsfubwingrocks at a
garter snake in the road. He dismounted and aftersfioés succeeded, by standing right
over the snake, in shooting him.. . After this masterpiece of sportsmanship, which
illustrated thesuperiority of the weapons of civilizedam over those of theaveman, we
parted at sundering roads, with vows of eteffriahdshipo Typically, and in keeping
with his moral sengvities, Vachel avoided an urconditional judgment of a fellow
human beingfiHe wasa good sweehearted boy, evernén, in no sense roaring drunk,
justcheerful. He was only twenty wo . 0

Lunchtime providedadditionalfood for thought, as well as food for body
noon hostess was barefooted, genial, fat, squalid, brunette, ditmikard husband out
on a tear and anld man boarder and his son moviaogt for fear of the drunkadd
returno Indeed, the exposures to immobahavior were beginning to mount uijgor the
past two days the tabt®nversation has been full of illegitimate lovers cutting, shooting,
etc.,either on the road ahead or the road bebiftie irony,Vachelmused, was that his
fihosts always vouch for the respectability of thmim neighborhoods.For his part, as
we shall seethe observerbelieved he wasollecting stories and materials thabwid
give his next YMCA lecture seriem effective moral focus. Seldom, if ever, did he lose
sight of what hdelt was his Goehjiven, missionary purpose for living.

In Tazewell, Tennesseeyachelfound himself approximatelien miles from the
Cumberland @p:fit is just one week since | started [from Ashevill@d | have walked
fully two hundred miles, and | will feel after my trias been properly set down in about
two letters, it will have been wetbunded out, and | will be prepared to go home and
cram for Europe inabout two weeks. Wonders of study can be accomplished in that
time 0 He addedthat he hadiyet a hope of attending to both expeditigtiee present
tramp and the European trip] with dign@ysoon, howeverTazevell put hisidignityo to
avigoroustest:fiLast night [Thursday, May 17] | stayed at a beautiful plabese only
drawback was the fleas. There were three teambtisored there by the gentlest of
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hosts, and the three and | sl@ptwo beds in one room. But happily the fat maah bt

sleep withme. He ve | | sai d of hjusinas by ditting doant astahding wa s
u p 6 .1 gave mine host the next to the last copy of the Bellshisoweels bunch of
twenty-one have gone at the rate of about tlarelyo

Next morning,an uncomfortablé/achelrose with the teamsters at 4:00, ate
insufficient breakfast ofinothing but corrbread” and sorghumandwalked toward the
Cumberland Gap, trying to rid himself of fleas. At thap, he viewedithe old stone that
markedthe intersection of thregtate® and was informed that a new stone had lisen
up a quarter o& mile away in the woodsHe was hungry, however, and decided that
fithe old time stone by the side of the road, with its blurred inscriptiwas good enouy
for [him].0 He reached Middlesboro, Kentucky, abdi:30 a.m., ravenouslmost
devoid of booklets, and careless of his dignilyknocked at a side door and received at
my own request some bread dndter. And jam was added without my suggestingtit.
was my firsttramp hanebut | felt | was entering a new order of life, distinctly as the
first time | entered a Catholic Church daofortunately, he general delivery mail at the
Middlesboro post office icluded a fewTree booklets sent from Nework City, but
apparentlyonly afew.

In some desperatioriyachel brought his Powlison letter to thiliddlesboro
YMCA, where a Mr. Keeneyiprovided . . .a new pair of oldshoes) which the visitor
hoped would last to Richmo#dto Kentuckys Richmond,that is, not to Virginiésd
because of the change in planadein Asheville. Aunt EudordiDorao Lindsay South,
Dr. Lindsays younger sister, had sent a letter directing her nephew to follo@ahes|
Boone trail to Richmond, someinety miles northnorthwest of Middlesboro. From
Richmond, the trail would lead to Lexington atidally toward Frankfort. (Jett,
Kentucky, his final destination, was located along ttrail, approximately five miles
south of Frankfort five miles south, that is, in 1906Eudor® s n enpalted his
confirmation in one of three stamped envelopes that Kegnelgingly parted withthe
recipientobservedfin the usual frosty styleHe was thankful to Keeney, but he detested
patronizing behaviorHe alsogrumbled about the fachat his new, old shoes hédigh
heels, withdangeroftuni ng t he ankl es. 0

Friday afternoonMay 18, probably in the local YMCA reading roonv,achel
rested for a time and mulled over how he could use his recent thitkstgape his New
York City, winterlecture series:

Let us call it a course iflHow things ought to look.It oughtto be Art, not poetry,
in the announcements, and all pains takétth the cover. The course ought to be
November, December addnuary, we will say. It ought to end Febthat is certain.
| ought to go at the matter with all earnestness, to build pgrmanent work there.
There ought to be two classes a week, at tadlars and a half a class. | cannot live
on less than seven dollamsweek. | ought to digest this spriagand summeés note
books [s0] that there will be really something to say to the men, in the way of
philosophic generalizations from memories. My classes ought i@&eand my raw
material tle checkerplayers of the social rooms.ought to insist upoteing in the
inner councils of the associati@nough to consider their general policy, and not
flounder in thedark.
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| ought to consider this class my experiment station, expeatirtgree or four
years to beat out something that can be trumpetedecowd. Meanwhile | and my
raw material can fight it out.

With his enthusiasm renewed, tnamped out of Middlesboro, planning fmd lodging in

about an hou with no luck. iThe railroad has spoilechost of the people in the

hospitality lineg he concludedil have nothad such a time hunting fare since | have been

South. IGs@go to thenextneigh or 6 on any excuse hereabouts. o

After two hours (andnore thanseven miles), he reached Ferndadentucky,
where AndrewC. Henderson, according #gonotebook eny, fiwas my excédl e nt host 0:

It was as good and clean a family as ever lived in a cabin. Thewagenother of
five already, and in an extremely delicate conditistill beautiful. They were
essentially refinedl no snuff, ortobacco, no spitting.

| left my winter underwear, the shirt being good, and worttolar all right. The
mother was churning in the dark whepdrsuaded her to keep me. | did not at the
time note her conditionBut she took no extra steps that | noticed in the matter of
cooking. In the matter of the bed | was delinquent, and allowed her to spraathe
floor before I noticed. | was talking to Henderson.

When | had retired, the lamp went out as the lantern $@detime before. Mrs.
Henderson saidlf we dortt get more oilwe had better quit houdeeepingo But she
was in general a gentiegoman, and Henderson gentle also. They were as dikasd
family as | have seen.

And it was sweet to hear them crooning and feeding tleingest by the fire on
bread and milk, in peett content. Thgoungster had slept through supper.

(On April 3, 1907 Vacheljotted in the margin next to this entrfil have written to the
Hendersons twice asking of their welfare, but haseer been answerd . 0 )

Saturday morning, May 1%achelrecorded that héstopped . . . ithe woods to
knock one inch of extra heel from each heel, with piecesilvbad iron, so they would
not turn my ankles.The original wearer afhe shoes, he guesséudjas vain as Duffeyp,
his New York actoifriend. Able to move now with his normally long stride, he reached
Fourmile inthe early afternoon and ate lunch, compliments of Mrs. Sallie Godéin:
woman who made me think ffl.G.] Wells by her manner. She was quite sarcagimut
my book, yet | could see sheas pleased.Having traded one olfis few remaining
booklets for his mealachelidreamed of a landthere rhyme was coin of the realm, and
the richest in rhyme was feastéet most of all. | have feasted on cornbread andaralk
feast to himwho will haveit so, who has walked twenty milégActually, Fourmileis
about ten miles northwest of Ferndale

The grudging hospitality of the ardiaally causedhe wandereto speculate on
the decline of that ancient virtugidospitality is as sacred abligation to the guest as to
the host. Man is naturally hospitabfeuests along the railroad have not considered this
sacredness. Therefohmspitality has waned. It is the travellers™ grievous fault. Oh my
wandering brothefs you have done a wrom@Soméime that afternoonwith his ifiheart
full of happiness) he rewarded a nameless hospitatitzen with his lasfTree booklet.

By this point in his tramp, howevdrg had discovered that good fortune seemed to arrive
at the very momertte stripped himsgkbf any medium of exchange, especially money.



13

Ratherthan despairinghen,he was expectaniiYet everything is lovelylt must be the
sun that has come right after a éaiar maybe becausehlave quit waiting under a cliff
for a freight train. Or maybeosnethingg s going to happen. 0

The fisomething this time was a Saturdayght welcome from Fieldingibson,
owner of a general store at Artemus, Knox Couktgntucky Next doorwas iiGibson
house, a crude hotel with a substantial though disordeblgp andvVachebs bed and
board for the nightfiln return for my entertainment | gave a lecture after suppéreto
store loafers, and Mr. Gibsdrall of us sitting about onrackerboxes. Just before | told
fairy tales to the children on th@orch. This storydlling has promise in it. The boys
listened withzest. | tried it last night on the Hendersons for the first timmight
introduce a few stories in my lectures next winter, stooks and new, personal
adventures and fairy tales of the oldest $8ritnm and Schoolcrafand some of my old
favoriteso [Note 5]

He was writing on Sunday, May 20, updating his notebook and ubiag
opportunity to rest and to meditate:

There are some things | have done well, and must cogtiBeek covers, wall
posters, leathaetesigns and lectures and poems.

| ought to arrange my lectures so they would be a sure gelinuary the first. By
that time | ought to have enough books g@nttures to start on another tramp. The
Tree of Laughing Bells hgsroved a good medium of exchange in the country. It is
possible tgget up something more artistic and yet more attractive ttatheer.

In preparing for Europe | ought to fill a notebook on the mmgtortant sights of
each place, before going. But my @obok thereought not to be facts, but principles,
new impressions angeneralizations for my fall classes, so that by fall my artssit
and critical self will be completely rehabilitated and | ¢aitly say | havebegunto
think.

Thinking, indeed is this notebook s miaguo As Vachel tramped from
Asheville to Frankforthe pondered the fact that he wamre thantwenty-six years old
He had proclaimed the years prior thirty, in imitation of Jesus, as the tinfer
preparation and thought. Nothis time wasmore than half gone. édstill retained one
unwavering aim: like Jesus, he intendedbe a saving missionary tmumankind.The
YMCA classesthereforemust beconsidered athe means, not the end, in hielif

Those classes should be myn#ing headquarters, next year.wish it were
possible to have a free class with a decent salarynighe a week. | must carry that
work forward, yet | must pick upriting and designing which | have left behind for a
year. Yet theY.M.C.A. will not payover three dollars and a half for one lecthye
your servant. The only way to make a living is by lecturing twaceveek. That
requires an ocean of preparation, if anything is resdig. | must get as much ready
this summer as possible. There atenty of principles to be deduced from these
spring notebooks™ andhe summeis outing. | do not want to talk about the South too
much or Europe too much. | want rather to keep them in the backgrousdnoé
constructive thinking. The time has really come whean afford to begin to think,
and | must build my system slowly apdtiently, that | may ot have to tear down too
often.
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And after he recorded his thoughts on his thoughts, he set out agdiicfonond,
feeling better in mind than in body.

Sunday nght, May 20, he arrived in the vicinity of Boreing, havinglked some
fifteen or more miles from Artemus. Here he stayed with fariBé€s. McGee and his
wife. iMcGee was a peaahVachel observed:fiHe saidhe couldd afford to turn
anybody away. He hadavelled too mucld. The guest wanderentertained the McGees
with the story of his adventures ahdppily reported his rewarditwo square meals . . .
supper andreakfast He was hungry, having eaten little the preceding daliadbeen
curiously dizzyand without appetite for twentpur hours. Theras an epidemic of
mysterious dizziness going through this part of $tateo And although he was very
tired, his educational experiences themsy did not end with nightfall. Once in bed, he
discovered firthand thedanger of meddling in moonshiner/farming countiiyicGee
shot at someontoling around his corarib just after | had gone to sleep. Then he and
his spouse came to my door in their nightrts ust to explain thenoise & so | would
notbealarred . 0

He was up early the next day and, by 9:00 a.m., he had walkedhsoemmiles to
London. From here he rode five and dradf miles behind anule with a boy who was
returning home after delivering his fatherjtoy duty. In fact, this Monday, May 21,
proved to be one of those dayken riding clearly seemdibetterp andVachelmanaged
three mordifts, covering ten miles, reaching Victory in the early afternoon eatthg
lunch compliments of J.M. Andes. By Monday night, he wasopnof Kentuckys Big
Hill, lodging with G. Philbeck of Cooksburgia simple teamster in a twwom house
with a wife and two babies. A kinthano Philbeck reportedhat fithere was a great deal
of moonshine all abodhe hill, that he could get some in two méeand thathere was a
dealof shooting als@ But his guestof course, knew about the shooting.

Tuesday, May 22y/achelwalked to the town of Big Hill, and ate lunalith Mrs.
Nancy Robinson. Afterward, he met H.P. Barclay, who#erest in The Tree of
Laughing Bells led to the longest netrain ride on the tramp. Barclay drov€achel
thirteen and ondalf miles, from Big Hill into Richmond; and the grateful passenger
carefully recorded in his notebodkat he owed one booklet tiH.P. Barclay, Red
House, Madiso Co., Kyo Once in Richmondyachel again enjoyed the pleasures of
ACIVILIZATION, 0 staying Tuesday night in the home of Christian preacher, Hugh
McClellan, fiby advice of Aunt Dor& He was impatient to reach Jett, and iigebook
entries after Richmondra brief and to the point. OWednesday, May 23, Joe Phelps of
Cleveland provided abuttermilk dinneio; James B. Harp drove hithirteenmiles into
Lexington; andfiRev. George W. Kempérof Midway put him up in the Midway Hotel
for $1.00.The next entryecords the arrival in Jett and is datdgilhursday, May24 (?)0
the quegion mark indicating the auth@ uncertainty as tthe date:fiArrived at Aunt
Dorats, Jett, Franklin County Kentuckgfoot, and glad to get there; next day. There |
remained, stupichappyand recuperating foraweekorsonj oyi ng t hem al | %
[Note 6]

Since their home was located along the old Boone trail, the Sexjlesienced, in
Aunt Doras daughtds words, armintermittentprocession of transientsnone of whom
were turned awayfiThrough theyears this vagrant train came and went, accepted without
question in therite of entertaining the stranger within the gaieStill, Aunt Doras
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greeting for this particulafitrampd became a favorite family storyiDicie, our ®lored
cook of some yeadstanding, had beconsecustomed to these visitations. She therefore
experienced more@nnoyance than surprise on this late afternoon in May when the
staccato barking of the dégunsuspecting herald of the approaclyehiu® broughther

to the kitchen window. What she saw was to Gest &other one 6 them tramps to
feedd But here the ordinary procedure was broken for my mother, abo had
discovered the approach of the stranger, had come outtipgorch and before Dide
horrified eyes was greeting hiaffectionately.d~ore Godjcried Dicie, throwing up her
hands,&Ef Miss Doraaind akissing a tamp6 ¢Cousin Vacheb2-53). In his notebook,
thefitrampd estimated he had reached the endjolieney that measured ov@@0 miles,
7020f which he had covered afodiNote 7]

4

In 1876,Vachebs affectionatewelcomer, ge Eudora Gray Lindsay (185018),
marriedthe ReverendMr. James Knox] fiPolkd South (18441921), pastor of thény
Disciples church at Grassy Spradgand pastor ofseveral other countrghurches as
well. One yeanfter the weddingaccording to their daughter Euddiiadsay Southher
father fipurchased a roomy, ckashioned residence wedlited to[his wifeGs] two-fold
mission in lifé to rear a familyand to establish school. . .aIn 1880, aftettwo year$
preparation ExcelsiorMale and Femal€ollegiate Institute was duly chartered by the
Kentucky legislature. Thdocationwas JettdaughterEudora affirmsfifive miles from
Frankfort in the same section of Kentuckytfjatt ud or a Gr ay hioneed s ay
ancestorsAnthony and Rachel Lindsay, h&drmerly settled. It waswentytwo miles
northwest of Lexington, the hub of the Bluegrass wheel from wtadrated spokes of
white limestone pikes in all directions. The one thant past my mothé school was
the Wilderness Road which had beenttiad made by Daniel Boone in his trek through
the Great Meadow (Cousin Vachel 49). fiExcelsiod ( whi c h i n Latin

Sovu

me a i

hi g hreflecsMr s . Sadnoiratin dos Longfelow, whoseshortp oem A Excel si or

had been forcéed to American students almost from the time it was first published
(1841). [Note §

In his notebookVachelcommentedthat he stayed at Jéiior a weekor 0,0 but
in later years his memory stretched the timéidbout amontho In 1927, for examie,
writing to Aunt Eudrads daughter, Ethelindsouth Coblin, cousin Vachelclaimed: fil
know | timed it sathat it was up to the last day of my start for Europe withfather and
mother from Springfield, Illinois. . . Aunt Dora took care of me for a month and
peppered the folks at home with letters, and hence the trip to Europe. It was certainly not
my idea. | did not want to go home and if they asked me homesipvadably through
her pl ain speakiAudBudradidhal®io assuage mer bBo&sehjirt
and angry feelings concernighat he believed to bkis sorts embarrassindpehavior,
but Dr. Lindsay and his family, including his vagab@mh, fad planned their European
trip since the preceding February. Tinekets were in hand; the June 23 departure date
was confirmed.Moreover when Vachel left Kentucky, he did not return home to
Springfield, at least not immediatelfsometime in early Junbge bought railroad ticket
to Rushville, Indiana, where he remained with imaternal grandmotheand beloved
Aunt Fannie and familyyntil it was time to join his parents and sisféne money for the
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railroad ticket must have come from
someone in thdamily, likely from
Grandmother Frazee, perhafrem
Aunt Eudra, likely not from Dr.
Lindsay.

Meanwhile, the young girls
of Excelsior Male and Female
Collegiate Instituteto the tired and
lonely vagabond seemed nothing
less than the fableldouri. He arrived
a few days before commencement,
on the day thatExcelsior held an
open house for the surrounding
community; and he soomttracted
the attention of his au@ daughter
and namesake, Eudord.indsay
South. Her memories (and adulation)
were recorded many yealater in a
manuscript first entitled Vachel
Lindsay and the Bluegrasdinally
published privately with the title
Cousin Vachel(1978). fiindeed it
was easy to bave that Vachel was
a true member of the band of the
itching footp cousinSouth declares:
fiHis large irregular features were
burnedbrick-red, his blond hair, eye
lashes and jutting brows, were
bleachedlighter still. His shirt was
faded, rumpled and stked with
sweat. Hidbandannawrapped bundle
was tied to a stout walking stick. None wollldve noticed beneath the battered hat his
propheés eyes or guessed thais worn pockets held lines that would forever set him
apartfromthex agabond b@®B2.t her hoodo

Cousin Eudora Lindsay South, Age 1
Author of Cousin Vachel

Understandbly, Aunt Eudra fispiritedd her nephewfoff for a bath andresh
linend (53), making him admissible to what he himself referreds&GOCIETY fBut,0
daughter Eudora contendonventionaldress in no way concealed the fact that this
cousin was differentfromny we had ever knowno:

The first clear image that my mind records is of him seated ocadheh in the
libraryd probably later that first dédywith his headthrown back, his blue eyes
gazing at me from under hithummocky brow thiough lashes so startlingly light as
to seem almost white. firobably was that first evening also that he looked around
quizzically at each cousin in tu@nthere were eight of us. Then herst forth as if he
had just solved the answer to a vexing puzzle:
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AlGm a Frazee. Thé why my father would never bring me to Kentudtky always
brought my sister Ollie. Sii& a Lindsay, she has Aubbraks eyesand you are all
Li nd s a y(€qusintVacheb3l)

During the bustle of preommencement activitiessousin Eudora continues,
fivachel moved quietly absorbing much and giving out more in the mortreaitsvere
his. He read the diary of his tramping trip and recitedploisms to any and all free to
listend for an audience Vachel must havé@unt Eucbrals girls, prelictably, were his
favorite audience; and Sodthmemories offer an early, informative illustration loér
C 0 u scourntlgreanner:i. . .three graduates pamularly caught his fancy. One of them
was apetite brunette. Vachel was intrigued with her naané brilliant coloring and
slightly slanting black eyes. At times he grew mpersonal and demonstrative than
merely treating her as if she werdigurine on an oriental vase. Though pleased by his
attentions, shavas somewhat disconcerted by his canddiniration, having never
experienced the poetic approach to love making. Her name was GuldgnThe Hearn
sisters were the other two graduates. Lizzie Be#s tall and slender and quiet. She had
a quantity of curly regyold hair. Vachel thought hebeautiful like a Préraphaelite
model. Whenhe went to call on her he said little but sat gazing at her witlindasl
thrown back and his eyes halbsed as if he wereontemplatg the Blessed Damozel
herself.. . . Lula, the other sister, he admired andifferent way. He likecher frank,
comradely manner and her intelligent, responsimeversation. He dubbed the three the
Girl with the Golden Name, th&irl with the Golden Hair anthe Girl with the Golden
Heard (53-54).

Cousin South alsoquotes acorresponding reminiscences of anottetcelsior
graduateErmina Jett DarnelfiHe [Vache] was the fulfillment of all our drearsa real,
live poet! We followed him around and hung on his words. Fronshie# he selected the
poems of Sidney Lanier and | ah always remember how he read the lines to a
mockingbirdd dyon trim Shakespeare on the tr@eMany years later | read an interview
in which he said that poetry should be read afoadd well | knew whyBut we were
not always in the clouds. Throughout gp@denhours, whenever he would be sitting on
a couch with the girlsurrounding him, he had a funny, delightful way of suddenly
graspingthe hand of one of the envied girls beside him, giving it a gsegleeze, then
flinging it away exclaiming indignathyt, d_et go myh a n d33-64Q After traveling well
over a thousand miles, from New York City to Florida @mehon to Kentucky, Uncle
Boy had arrived in paradiseyhere he was entertagd by the blessed houri, just as
legend promise

Impressed withnis success in privateudiences, Aunt Euda invited her nephew
to give a public performance ofhe Tree of Laughing Bellat the Excelsior
commencementiAfter the sweet girl graduates had essayed their views of life in
carefully wordedphrase angaragraphy cousinEudora South recall§achel recited his
poem tothe assemblage. . How vividly the scene comes batkhe young poet on the
platform, his head thrown back, his eyes {wtfsed, chanting theystic lines of one in
search of beauty whitew to the uttermogparts of the earth on the wings of the morning.
Near him sat mynother her eyes glowing with delight; before him the frieradlgience
listened intently, for the moment forgetful of theork-aday world; while in at the
windows gazedDicie and her duskyrood carried away by the ythmic tide of his
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v e r ®®&. drhefiyoung poed read,finot in his beggds outfit, but in borrowed clothes,

. agood brown sud donated byyet anothercousin,NicholasLindsay South. And,
cousinEudaa avers, he woréhis borrowed plumage with as little selbnsciousnesas
he had his begg& garl® (63). Her sentimental conclusion, howevechoes the
exaggerated pity that is evident in documents fkanhebs later years (such as the 1927
letter toCoblin cited above)fiSo it was that Vachel found his first appreciative public
audience inthe land of his fathers, Kentuoky ( 5Fephaps one of the first, but
obviously notthefirst.

fOnN the last morning of his
Tho Flower of Maring wition for Miss Ewdora Lindkay South visit,0 according tocousinEudora,
T Tt of L e o by o Vachelfpresented each member of
the family with a copy ofrhe Tree
of LaughingBells inscribed with
an appropriate farewedl. Most
were personal comments, but
finside of the back cover of [her]
booklet was a littlepoem of six
verses, calleddrhe Flower of
Mending0d It was illustratedwith a
penrrandink sketch of a fanciful
blossom which obviously came out
of the inkpot first in true Lindsay
fashion as the opening verse
indicate® (see Poetry 315316).
With understandableride, Eudora
also quotesa portion of a 1918
letter addressed to her from her
troubadourcousin: iDo you know
. that everywere | go | am asked to
e @ o L0t o b r e c iTheeFlower of Mendingo
M{ Wowsa o xS\ {&w ol though | do not do it, because it is

FLOWER,

o Yo m& & o X dssiyw too gentle for largaudiences. You
MENDING,

S&b\f o o e were surely a flower of healinto
: me and | know you havéelped
many a soul sin@g58-59).

On or before June 4, 1908achelhad moved on tdis Grandmother Frazése
farm, near Orangdndiang about ninemiles east of Rushvilletyelve miles west of
Connersville). In his AJanuary 19, 19@8notebookthe wanderercontinuedto speculate
on the nature of art and poetry, justifying the technigged in the drawings of thi&oul
of a Spideod and thefiSoul of aButterflyo (seePoetry838).fALet me make a specialty of
this type ofillustrating, since the figure is beyond mége admittedfil will never have
time to acquire it so wef. Accordingly, he decided once againtty the gowned or
heavilydraped figure, in the manner of earlier wotlkat hehadreferred to as higFairy
Fashionplates. This time he woulddompose verses falraw attention to the garmenn
each plate. Hencluded several crude examples, all mercifully discaréiedm thefairy
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of Whimsical magié the gown | wear is spun / From the sighslafe-worn dragon
fli es[Note8t c.

On June 17, still in Indiana, he recorded more thoughts oriSusIb pictures:
AWhy not evolve the final pictures of the abstrant invisiblethings? Not by obscure
symbolism, but by methods as direct afavious as the soul of the Spid&oetry49],
and the soul of the ButterfljPoetry48]. Let them set the pace for manyra.. . . Let
us, for disciplinés sake, avoid the meiagless indecoration. Now that we have begun to
think, let every thought be agell carved as a rose petal, and as able to be pictured. Let
us evolve a spiritual Hieroglyphics, a heavenly sign language, lefibhe™ of every
dreaming picture be thoughhought, thought, tilmeaningless beauty be driven from the
earth. Every heavenly thoughtis an earthly association or analogy; it should refer by
suggestion, back to something seen bé&fdBeeed should have @utch to it, generosity
should be lavish aa blowing rose, let ihot be greed but the soul of the greedy eut
worm, it should not bgenerosity but the soul of thgenerous rosdt should be as close
to pictures as pure decoration desires to get. The Soul of the Buwnblebee could
come ony after a considerable study of that aninyal, it should be frerom all pictorial
restraints. . .| have sufficient resources as a designer to carry out thesethe luxury
of experiment needs a curb, it must not be an etéatait going no furthe | must put
more order into the designs, md@seeek order, and | must reject even the borders, that do
not carrysome weight of significance. It is well enough for other mede'signs to be
meaningless, but mine must be the servants of thoofytite thinking imagination If the
verses have borders, they shosilghify the veseme ani( ig@anuar y. 19, 19030

He had been on the road for more than three moath&enturing,begging for
board and breadponderingessays and poetryeciting The Tree ofLaughing Bells
battling rednecks and fleadlow, once again, he was an artist, preparing to visigtbat
art museums of Europplot an art for artés sake artist,
for this artist. The fiber of any and all dreamingpicees i n t hi s artistos r
At hought, thought, thought. o

5

Saturday morning at 10:00, June P8, and Mrs. Lindsay, with son Vachel and
daughter Joysailed fromPhiladelphia for Liverpool on th8.S. Meria, arriving July 5.
(Seetheendf t his chapter f orFromlbverpodlLlihegttaveled Pas s e
by rail southeast across England to Harwighh stops at Lincoln, Ely, and Cambridge.
On July 8, theydepartedHarwich for mainland Europe, visiting the Hague (JuhL@®),
Amsterdam (1113), Hannover (1416), Dresden(17-19), Nurnberg (222), Wirzberg
(23-24), Frankfurt am Main (226), Mainz (2728), Cologne (2280), Aix-la-Chapelle
[Aachen] (31), Brussels (Augustd), Antwerp (46), andParis (713). On August 14,
they retuned to Englandstayingthe 15th throughthe 26th in London and the 27th and
part of the 28th at OxfordOn August 29, the parteft Liverpool on theS.S. Haverford
(American Line),returning toPhiladelphia on September Five years after the fact,
Vachel summarized his whirlwind trip for biographer Peter Claflacfarlane in one
succinct sentencél examined 20 museums of #éibroughlypy ( Mac f §Note @ n e ) .

He was not exaggerating. Two notebooks, filled with reflectitestjfy both to
the number of museums visited and to the thoroughnesxarhination. The rest of the
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family may have been on vacation, but the@dsay son was on a business trip, reviewing
past art study ang@reparing future art lectures. In Amsterdam he authored a detailed
treatise on Rembrandt, focusing, in particular, on traits thatpeasbnal appeafiHe
[Rembrandt] has reestablished the word magicianharorable title, a worthy title, a
glorious crown. Consider thReresentation in the Temple. There is more mystetian

little frame than in all of Ma&beth or the Tempest. There is gentleness, and nothing
sinister, neither gorgon nor hydra, such as Poe would have used, douldemake no
mystery without terrot In Dresdenvacheladded a lon@ssay on th internatbnality of

art, in Nirnberg he commented on woadrving, and so on.Interspersed throughout
both notebooks are comment® tramping, on art classes, and on interacting with
parents, especiallgn interacting with parents who treat a grown son as if hre st#l a

little boy.

The overwhelming theme Machets European notebookifiough isthe value of
art, and the relation of art to visions and other religious experiewtesave observed
how he advised Susan Wilcox that he had héal great struggtewith himself onfithe
guestion of which one had thest right to [his] heart of hearts™ devoi@oArt or letter®
(Lindsay Homé cf. Chénetierl1). We have also observed how the tramping notebook
recounting experiences from Asheville to Frankfort emphadizesauthofs desire to
sharpen his thinking. In EuropbBpwever Vachelwas intent on artistic vision, nan

Al et tinehis svords:fiThere ismore life than Truth in this bo@kmy eyes have seen
so many clean cuygictures in the aé how have |hadtime o t hi nk ? 0

He also wrote extensively on the relation of vision to religlmut, heseparated
himself from militant extremists, on the one hand, andators ofcerebral systemson
the other. The following is representative, although the author sedttie adnfused as
to nationalitiestif | had been born among Mohammedans, who are unscientificyld
have believed myself called to shed blood for my visionstarthve died fighting. One
more forgotten fanatic would have stairted burning sands ...if born among German
philosophers, andndowed with power of thought rather than vision, | might have made
scholab s r el i g o n[?or Nietdsobe. Bub Imcarcelthink one thought a year,
and visions come in cataracts. . . . Whikse vision®urning heart and conscience away,
| might, in somegnorant stratumef Society have built a better city than Sadtke or
Zion City. . . . But | am fortunately free . . . havinggenius of éadershim

Typically, Vachets conclusion is not a conclosi. A few daysafter asserting
that he hadino genius of leadership,” he restated diésire to b the father of a new
religion:

But whether | had been born in Islam or China, | would haregle somenew
religom. It is ineviable with me.

By knowing artists | have learned how the making of a religordf a picture have
much in commonthough they are not the same.

Otherwise | would have the conceit to imagine that mine it true religon”
just as some artists have fancied theirs thagnly true art. But there are many races,
there are many languagebere are many architectures . . ., yet born under the
creatinghands of man, inspired and divine. There are many pic¢tures many
religons”.
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AEvery artist sees pictures in the @alie added in Paris (August Bfhe only differences
ared mine seem to be on a religous’itaalistic, a prophetic impadt and the sense of
their religous” lifeis as clear as the sense of their c t or i al | i fe. O

The notebooks also manifakie authos pride in his recent walkingip, what he
referred to as higisearclo for Aladdinds lamp,fiwhich is to say Supreme Beauty, and
Supreme Wisdom, and the essencealbfmagico In early 1905, as we have seen, he
returned to New York witithe manuscript copy oAladdin®s Lamp thinking that the
time of preparation was over. The great art of Europe, however, brought home renewed
realization of inadequacy; and an inspired (rather thannamidated) Lindsay son
proclaimed his new determinatiofil:can never drawvell, but some of my walking tours
should be devoted to drawing thah&y have full command of my resources in 1919, if |
desire to do so moréhan the souls of butterfliégsOn another day, heenteed an
addendum fia picture drawing expedition . . . toput my experience as directly into
pictures as the time before in words, and to give the farmers glictioees but my best.”

Although in Europe/achelemphasized the need to improve &isstic skills, he
did not entirely forget the desire to sharges thinking abilities:fiThe improvement in
my style is considerable, sintéook my walk south. One more three months of that sort
would give me avorking grip on prose. He had no illusion thahetask wouldbe easy:
fiBrevity and sharp edges, and posvef insight are stilbbeyond. But they are nearer than
real powers of thought. Real powerttonk will be the longest comingMeanwhile, he
expressed awarenesspaitential pitfalls in his enterpris@The first danger of the new art
is chaos from stmgling too hard for freedom . . . the second dange&reiariness from
too much surprisé.As usual, he refused shandorhopdulness fiLet us be prophets of
Beauty, in this our Nation, half beguand still to grow. We see by comparison with
Europe that athing yet isfixed in America, all, all is yet possible for our land. Let us
takeheart with great courage. 0O

With optimism andvith courage, the woulde prophet of beauty began mared
more tolook forward tohis imminent fall lecture serie$heYMCA classes would offer
an excitingopportunity to formulate and comunicate his evolving insights. In addition,
he was confidenthat he fiought to be a higher clagscturer this year than lastdnd he
even went so far as to considbat hefipossibly shouldiress for the pad.A few days
later, he addedfil must wear out my dressuit this winter makingpeeches. . . . | must
make my classes great evedtfrom a practicaland personal perspective, he also
guessed that one course at the YMa#d a second dhe Metropolitan Museum would
enable him to get by of little dribble of money from home, say two dollars a weéek.
From a lesspractical perspective, he resolvdi:et me consult Professor Hamlin (?)
[Vachel was uncertain of the name] on getting myselftraining for apermanent
professorship or in some way connected with the Columbi®&partment, if Powlison
fails. Let me be really chesty with thHerofessor, and if he fails me, let me lay siege to
the largeseducational institutionin New York whatever theynay be. Let me setp for
a John C. Van Dyke at least. This U.S. needs to be taught Beadtyfrom no small
rostrum. | have something for the men of learningtiermen holdingfel ows hi ps. o

In accord with his intent to teadiBeauty to the United Statesyachel carried
with him James Bryd® The American Commonweal{bh888editiond two volumes). He
was an avid reader, as his pardmfore him; and it was natural to turn to books during
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long ocearvoyages. Bryaoss well-knownwork, thoudh, was meant tgerve as something
more than intellectual diversiod/ould-be Professotindsay wanted to learn as much as
possible about his chosen studdmdy, namely, the American pgle Indeed, the
Commonwealtlsooncaptivated its reader, aséveral notebook reflections illustrate how
time spent with Bryce led to insights that would play importantsrmie/achets plans
and thoughts over the next few years, especialthenessays that hpennedor the first
Village Magazing1910). Ameria must be taughiBeauty because the knowledge of art
andthe appreciation of art histogre indices to true greatness:

America must be magnificent, she has no other chance. She \wmihdpaificent, as
a merely ostentatious gaudy failure, accordinthéosort of interest her people take in
the matter. She cann@main indifferent. She must che®between gold and gilt. . . .

When shall the American eagle scream, on the Fourth, on theftéalection, on
the triumph of an honest man? But when a gagaiman does a great work does she
scream? She hesitates, she fedues will scream in the wrong place. The people do
not care, and theritics are not heard. . . .

We do the same things from New York to San Francisco, andavait them all at
once. Aman that does not move us all movesone. It is the result of the mechanical
unity of the nation: theailroad, telegraph, newspaper, public school, and political
uniformity. The same set of magazines on every Carnegie litallg. Hearst papers,
from San Francisco to Boston. The same Isest selling books read by the gum
chewing typewriter girls from thBhilippines to the offices of Philadelphia. The two
or threepolitical parties writing platforms which shall induce the follow@wote the
straightticket, and make the mugwump impossible. Eatyertiser in the land plays
upon this principle that the Americaeople do not may unless they move all at
once. And indeed by athousand interwoven and all embracing systems is the
Americancitizen beingnvolved. But what are the chances for the still smaite of
art, among the megaphones and the automobiles? Herehenae to plead for the
voice of the minority, for the voice of theasters.

The battle linehad beendrawn, but further preparation was needed if wiree
wereto be wa. On July 26, 1906, in Frankfurt am MaiNachel offered yet another
resolutionprophecy concerning his futuréFive years from this date | should be on my
way. From now tillthen | shoud be gathering information on the right points of view,
and aing all the preliminary study.. . My tours in the spring and summer should be
gathering the rightstandpoints for foreign observations, and maturing my eye as a
traveler. | should be able tarry on all the functions of life aricavel at the same time. |
should be able to write verses, draw, @aedord progress. With my decorative poems |
should be able to mak@ctures of architecture. But whatever the next five years makes
methat | shouldbe able to go all around the world. And | shocitsbose such a trip that |
should be able to be fully myself, evengh of ito

Curiously, thenVachebfs European notebooks are a mixture offbis need for
further preparation, on the one hand, andrigstenceon a wealth of past experience, on
the other. At times, he viewed l8pring tramping adventure as the highlight of his life to
date:fiThatwas living for the first time. It seems the beginning of wisdom totheefirst
time | have really rewved and followed the diving@ At othertimes, he readily admitted
the needor improvementiin taking my tripSouth | lived up to portions of Aladdim
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lamp. | should live up to abf it before | write at alb And, contrary to his proclamation
of vastexperience, he confessed, at least in his notebook, thatulse seekadditional
knowledge:il should know Mormons and Zionites, akibhammedans and Buddhists. |
shoudkmw mi ssionaries in every |l and. o

6

It is one thing for a young man to admit to himskedt he lacksexperience; its
quite another thing for him to hetire samehought expressed blyis parentsfiThere in
the galleries of westerBurop@ England, Holland, Belgium, and Franadéiographer
Trombly remarksVachel fiadded to his aibre andastonished his family with all that
AmericanMuseums had taught hn{30). Tromblys statement is based on bishjecés
own, ex post fact@ppraisglandVachefs notebooksndeedsupport the statement. These
same books, however, alseecho Tromblys clam that there was a disquieting
discrepancy betweethe Lindsay so@ perception of himself as a mature teacher/artist
and his parent8 perception of him as a mere bdyin Europe, as in his owtandp
Eleanor Ruggles affirmsthere were two Vachel LindssyBy daythere was the son on
leading strings, member of a family quartd®ut after night fell there was the dreamer
and it was he who asked, thanswered in the privacy of his hotel room and the secrecy
of his diary-kingdom: dWhat do you poor littlepeople mean when you s#@so get
experience? | tell you | was Solomon, the son of David, kingJerusalem, and the
Queen of Sheba came walking to me upon the crfstalo o r 6 @vurfcdla2\&ghel
was alive and well: he was Solomon on this journey, at least in his notel®uakas we
have seen, boyachel surfaced in Asheville, North Carolina; and bdgchel made a
dash for the comforts of relatives and hordest 8 R u g g | ethere sveretvioe s |,
Vachel Li nd,sn&yrape and itHAmeneansleand loy.

That there is d@ifference between n epébéic ando n epéivate persoris hardly
an earthshaking revelationexcept that tdifference seems especiallytense anytime
an offspringwho has enjoyed se#fufficiency is forceance again to interact wiitrong
willed parents. In Europe, there wdachelthe dutiful son, attempting to obey the fourth
commandment to honor father and mother. However, there waVatbelthe 26year
old missionaryartist, a man with a new belief in his maturity and indbgity to create a
new God and a new art Millennium, a man who haderted his independence and his
beliefs in a daring, angelic tramp, tse his metaphoqut among the Southern sta
Predictably,awareness of maturity increased while awareness of duty decreasenh, both
proportion to the length of time the family was together. Aftetaig weeksVachelthe
man wasexasperated bparental insinuationabout his youtfulnessand nexperience.
From past encounters, though, he kries/ parents would not changendso he vented
his frustrations in hisnoteboolk rather than risk kindling another family feud. The
passage thaRuggles cites is indicative dfachebs growing irritation,but shequotes
only the openingihes. Here is the entire entry:

What do you poor little people mean when you $@80 getexperiencé? | tell you
| was Solomon, the son of David, king Jerusalem; and the Queen of Sheba came
walking to me upon therystd floor. What do you lovers mean by sayirigo gather
kisse®? | have written the Song of Songs, read it anchsieucted children. What do
you traders mean when you sé@ilzearnto buy and sell, and get gaihl tell you it
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was | who burned thkeonds ofCharles V. What do you mean when you s#@uyt on
your goodly apparef? | tell you | was Sir Launcelot, and wore #tateliest plumes of
all; 1 tell you | was Louis XIV, and | was thang of France, and the tailor was my
prime minister. Do you sayiGo forth and do battl@ | tell you | was Tamerlane, |
have beerAttila. If you say make a religon”, preach the dreams and visisas, |
was Mahomet, and other dreams and visions beset me, dumeavithe sword, and
what did it profit: A little civilization,a little architecture; but the Sahara is still the
Sahara. Do yosay,fiFoolish boy, live while your blood is young, get childrand
let them do you honor | say | was Confucius, and set in ordbe precepts of
Obedience, and the thousandth generatiomy sonsburn incense at mgomb, and
what doth it profit?

With dry humor, Vachel went so far as tecorn his parent8 supposedexperience,
denying that their feelings were uniqaed indicating, athe same time, that he was
wiser than theyfAlso | knew the bitternessf ungrateful children, and their gratitude or
their ingratitude haveb e c ome s hadows of the past. o

In the same contexthe Lindsay son pointed to his vagabond journey as a
manifestation of maturity and asserted that, mentally at |leastad made many such
journeys. Ironically, he then undercut l&n argument, suggesting to himself that he
must make additionatamys,thathe must,imi s wor ds, @A Go get exper.i

Nay, nay, the dust of the road shall make clay on my sweatingafaté¢he eternal
road shall lead me on, till | have traveled evirgt of my ancient dwelling places,
and gathered such wisdom asthere distilled from a thousand memories. Let me
gather the lasbeauty and the highest this whole earth can give. | haréltodof
youth, but | shall spend it in accordance with my heart, wheat with temperate age
when Homer sang in our village the songToby. And | wandered with him. And |
met Dante in his wanderingand young Milton came to me; and | was the aged
Galileo, and wespoke of the stars together. Many times | have jourrieybi last
journey | made in search of Aladdnlamp, which is to say SupremBeauty, and
Supreme Wisdormand the essence of all magic.

In past years, he had learned a great deal,gimea that he believelde was ready to
publish and teach. Understandably, then, he resentedrgaligations, especially from
his parents, that he was an inexperienbegl Nonetheless, the message tWaichel
learned in Europe this summeas finally undeiable, even in private, even to himself:
his years opreparatiorhadnot yet ended.

Dr . L i n dals@argntaised seositive to the fact that he had felt compelled to
fiborrond money, and at first he sternly resolved against any reléPsele requireshat
my next trip be absolutely independeimancially.0 As an afterthought, haid soften his
stance andlownplayed any importance that monegynelaim: filt is not a virtue tado
without money, but it is commendable to carry throughG@mdans,thoughpenniless.
Lack of funds should not stop men a day. It is adtethose who do things, and not those
who might have done, who coulife cannot afford to wait for moné&yAs the European
journey continued, Vachebs afterthoughts also continuedvagabondage meant
independencdérom parental bondage, and in spite of (or because of) the fact that his
parents disapproved, he resolved to prepare himself mentally as wdiysisally for
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future trampsfiThe next time | should write verses, evethey are not polished. They
should be as raw material to be poliskadeisure. | fear me | will not be able to turn the
last notebookstintoversét he moods are gone. 0

By the time the familyhad reached ParisVachel had experienced enough
togetherness. Wdtever else thémood® of the road were, they were tkey, he felt, to
artistic creativityy and they were possible only jorivate. ®veral weeks of family
interaction had transformed the painslafelinessinto the virtues ofsolitude filt is
worth while® to be alone. It is worth while to mix with ofsdellows. It is worth while to
be onés self on the road, and tudy to be that. In a little chapel in the Louvre this
morning these things come to me: One cannot be completelgs wedf unlessalone.
There are a thousand gracious nerve filaments thatespignd themselves and unroll in
solitude; in the garden of the soillere are whole anemones of sensitive plants that
contact withanother personality, however delicate, will cause to fade outlifEnthat is
lived in this solitude, this beautiful life is reachiadour best pictures and verses, and this
in the end shared withthers who take the book and the picture to their solitude, and live
it over again. No matter how we strive, no matter howstmeggle,we cannot be sweet
spirited, nor mightily minded, nor high dreamiamong our kind, as alone. Only orators,
or actors, or great singelngve this privilege. & not given to the artists ancethoet

Balanceis what he sought. He had notention of turninghimself into a
Shelleyanfisensitive plant . .there isa great seasoning of the soul that comes by mixing
with men; and thesthing solitude and society are contrasted abruptly and splendidly
in travel, in meditating along the loiyeload, or from the mountaitop, and in mingling
with the family by the hearth at the close of tfay 0 Mingling with a family was fine, as
long as it did not mean sixeeks of mingling with onis own family. Six weeks with an
impatientfather nayincline anyoneo prefer solitude to society:

The moods of poetry are for the most part the moodslitiide. Let us not rebel
because we cannot carry them into evday, we cannot afford to be mooning,
brooding creatures in theresence of our fellow men. hrnot resist thinking how
inevitably different this European trip would have been had | gone it alonijnois
of my own sweating, or alone at any rate. How many more oftiosts of history
would have risen, how many past nations would Isiveed in heir graves. As it is
when | reflect hereafter isolitude upon these scenes it may be the ghosts will come
then. Andl almost saw one at the tomb of Napoleon, though my fathetheas, and
an impatient commandant ordering us out, and a regjtesp ofsightseers. But to
have done it right | should have comeBworope alone; | should have spent all day in

solitude before entered, and there should have been no one else there. And the rest

of the day | should have been alone, only remembering. Wjghéred more dreams
and visions from the log cabin of Andrelehnson, tailor at GreenvifleTennessee,
than from this thunderingonqueror. But | feel sure that some day alone with the
tomb of Grant or Lincoln, as in the East, the grave of some Tameilaisgpmb of

the emperor will come to me with grace and power. In soonet corner of a
Colorado desert, as a procession of the wopalsses before me in the air of the desert
shall I not then think th&eystone thought of my youth, and write the ripel soard
thatshall be sown for theesond harvest of my middle age?
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Years later,Vachel characterized his father ,aBA man with a mostrestless
energy, great self denélabsolutely preoccupied with himmily and his work, and
believing inhard work, both in theory angracticé® though he goes at his hard work
with a great deal of fidgeand slambany and has not much patience with a job that
requires ankind of delicate pains takingGet it through witlbis his onethoughd be it
visiting Nuremberd@ or driving out at midnight to thesick, over a frozen road
(Chénetierl17). In Parisanyway in August 1906Dr. Lindsaydp son had reached his
saturation point as regards paternifalgeta nd sl ambang. 0o

The beauty of the Louvre and its adcentated Vachebs emotionsHe was in no
mood t o blethehptesence ef ¥enusdf Milo | have gleaned eternal beauty, the
highest sort, much beyond what we usually feel even witlfamarite poem or picture.
And | have felt this eternal beauty the pathway of bronzes alternating with golden
sarcophagi, marblgiellow with time; | have felt it in this avenue that leads up stairs
the Winged Victory; and | have felt it from TitenEntombment irthe great Rubeis
room. This has been the highest paifitEurope tome, and the room of the Italian
Primitives has had a deal to do withh e r \éesug a&ntl the Louvre, in fact, inspired
several essays and, apparentgnewedVachets desire to create a new religion, a new
world: fiTheworld | know will na be the real world but from the dust of all frethways
| have trod shall be shaped beside me a basket of clayraandhat clay | shall make a
little earth, my earth, as | have seeraitd then it shall be my Eve, for she shall bear my
greatthoughts, myCai n and Abel . 0

Once created, theewreligion wouldhave to be delivered to othefket me gird
myself for my roadside priesthood, the teachehefmysteries of beauty in the church of
Beauty. He who in his heaof hearts reveres his fations as a teacher needs little other
life. Let him attain to cleanness of mind and patience, and letivinthe dignity of his
mind, and there will be no dignity lackind.he life of a teacher need never turn
humilities into humiliationd all things neessary to his office are of inherent dignity. |
havelived so many lives let me spend all this body on this onedasipate my energy
on nothing that is meaningless, and whetheatl or refrain from eating, let it be in the
glory of the God ofBeautyd To preach, though, he observed in the privacy of his
notebook, he woulsheed additional experience. What he knew at the present time was
little more than what a child might knoWAs to the history of art | ardetermined to
know so much that what | knowow is a childs knowledged He just did not want to
hear any references fiochildé knowledgé from his parents.

London offeredthe YMCA lecturer an important opportunity to expand his
knowledge of art history. Since his days at the Chicago Art Instingtezonfessed to
Nellie Vieira in 1909, he had been enthralled withe Papyrus of Ani, Book of the
Dead. It is perfectly wonderful. . . . It &l in colors . . . it is a Revelatioof Egypto To
his astonishmerdnd great joy, he found that therincipal scenesof the book had been
enlargedito about twelve feet high and make an immense friezar@lind the walls of
the Splendid Egyptian Roontd the British Museum. . . | will never forget the day |

entered that room,Vachel enthusedo Vieira: filt was one of the glr i es of my | i

(Fowler 129).Indeed, several late entries in the European notebooks covifioinebs
enthusiasm for Egypt and things Egyptian, an enthusiasmwbatd continue to
influence his work but that was especially significairing theearly1920s:
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Looking upon the Egyptian remains it comes to me with the fof@n avalanche
that Egypt every hour of her life was one vidtstal. Was not her priesthood dominant
for thousands of years, wetkey not magicians ruling mystery®hat must have
been every day anevery hour in this land, when every appointment of a life was
ordered and formulated with the things that make mystery, frongiéimé pylons at
the temple gates to the pyramids, from the pyrarudsorship of the godsfavery
day? The perpendiculars ahdrizontals of mystery are with them all, the flat gold
surfaces,the solemn headresses. And consider what the processions must have
been, the ceremonies every hour of the day, the teaching ofuleafter death wa
so enthralling! What must have been éxperience of life? If the soul had to struggle
so far amid terroro meet Osiris, how must it have yearned pale with bitter ecstacy”,
or been mesmerized with fear before the impenetrable mysteriéise opriestly
establishment. When the priest walked abroad, how marle he must have carried
of terror and power than that Belgipriest | saw pass in Antwerp with all the people
kneeling because Heore the Host to the dying. What intricate reactions must have
beenbetween god and god, fear and fear, shame and shame, grandgraretedir in
a civilization all magnificent superstition! What littteom for the things of Greece
and Rome.

fiThe trappings of Catholicism,Vachelmused, werdisimple compared tthe vast array
of trappings Egypt has left, the vast range of thaterial of superstition. How
overpowering then must have been the thilsed upon these sphynkeghese
mummied cattle, these canopic jalgese multitudesf impassive, mummified kings.

The British Museurs Egyptian rooms provided thgrand finalefor Vachebs
Europeartour, as well as thgrand finalefor his desire to be thiather of a new G&d and
a new religion. In his notebook, hEennedhis own summation:finto the Ejyptian
drawings one can put all the plea foragic and the soul of Poe. Into the Greek and
Roman the whole spirit dfeats and Swinburne. Into the medieval there is to be gathered
in the Paulist Fathers Church. Into the Renaissance the souls of @nigeelshe Eat the
soul of Buddha into the Saracenic the sharp swordE#homet, then of Omar. And into
modern art | must choose one man gaaht the whole period his color, that these things
may be massedlThat ione man) finally, becameVachefs new Godfimmanuejo the
singingii C h vApolot

7

Actually, when he was in Parig¥achelspeculatd on how hecould unite the two
cultural backgrounds that seemed to dominatdifeisthe Hebrew and the GreekThere
is much to be enjoyed in Greskulptured he wrote inhis notebookfiset by Immanuel
Apollo with hairand harp strings of gold which outshone the pale Galilean in comeliness;
and when we shall see him there is no beauty that we should desir¢heYeew
Immanuel shall not be outshone by him. Immanuel shhérit that glory and transcend
it. 1 shall carve me an idol called Immanua,ivory and gold, and it shall be as much an
idol as the face oéternity; yet it shall outshine any idol yet made, a graven image of my
holiest dream. Yet it is a simple ideand will not take many words tofuse it into the
whole book. And it is such a grand, constanersweeping idea, that it will keep my soul
burning like an eterndl a mp . 0
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The search for Aladdds lamp hadhearlyended: te long soughiafterhadfinally
been found. Aladdi@s lamp burned within Aladdds soul. Butbefore he could carve his
fidol . . . of ivory and gold or even try toexpress higisimple idea in a few words,
Vachebs soullamp avakenedhim one night with a vision of his new Godllly formed,
a divine geniesprung from a divine source. All he had to do wasrtotizewhat he
envisioned Ironically, in spite of claims concerning solitude and artMis&®n occurred
in a tiny stateroom onboard ti&S. Haverfordin thecompanyof his father. The time
was approximately 2:00 a.non the night of Septembed-5, 1906, shortly before the
Haverforddocked inPhiladelphia. The story was told many times, but here is the version
Vachelrecorded in hismotebook the very next morning:

Last night | saw Immanuel singing in the New Heaven, withctingrch, his bride,
beside him, and his friends gathered round, ibright grassy place. And now |
remember that at first Immanuel wsisging almost alone, and the bride was a later
half-waking hought.The real dream was Immanuel singing wonderfully, as became a
son of David. He was almost as simple a shepherd as David, and his robe was
Angelico red.

But it was the strain of his song that was happiddsswv can Iwrite the grey
memory of that sorig) His lips scarcely sang at ail,was his harp that sang. And
some one listening behind me <aidit is Immanueld That was thevord that came
with the dream.

As to the haHwaking thought that came aféel said fiThis must happen from
within thedoorless walls of the New Heaven, iplace so far within the bright walls
will not overcome. Let me writehe song of Immanuélhis happiness when all
things have passedqlvay, and all things are become new, and he can breathe with a
childé heart the newative songs of Heavénnot the grand newong, but the tende
memory of the grand new song.

fiFor in the singing he was thinking over all things that ¢@mie to pass. His head
was bowed over his harp, with thought as daeg, and a part of the song was
thought 0o

Vachel did, of coursefiwrite the song of Immanuélfirst entitling the poem
fiThe Day after the Milleniumé,finally changing itto fil Heard Immanuel Singirtgor
simply Almmanueb (Poetry 66-68). For years he referred to both the vision and the
resulting poem afin manyways the mosintenseandpersonakxperience of my writing
lifed (ChénetieB5). When hefinally published thevork as the climactic closing poem of
The Tramps Excuse(1909), he included theethils of its inception: filn September,
nineteen hundred and six, on the boat returning farope, about two @lock in the
morning | was awakened by tbeerwhelming vision of Christ as a Shepherd, singing on
a hill. Thefirst three stanzas of the poethHeard Immanuel Singingwerehalf-formed
in my mind before | awoke, and | said aloddhavefound my GodI felt at the time
that this experience had maight to authority over me than any previous picture in the
air. It came with terrible powerlt came after years ofrsiggle betweerthe Hebraism
and Hellenism in my universe, and set that strufgilever at rest. It shows how after
Christ sets up the Moral Ordée sings a requiem for all the beauty destroyed by the
Judgment DayThen he begins to live thmure At Lifeo (Poetry927)



29

The fiVirgino seemingly had answerathchebs prayer. The man wheould be
the father of gods gave spiritual birth to what he caftbe most treasured metaphor of
my life,0 the fifaith . . . that the day aftehe Millennium, Immanuel Wi singo (Poetry
929). Interestingly, the singing Chrig¢pol | o i s a r ef lowndmageon of hi
or at leasthe reflection ofan imageto which his creatoraspied. Like manyother gods
and many other religions, the divine being and the human worshippanifestvery
similar traits andcharacteristicsThe ancient Hebrewlsad a simpleexplanation: God
created man in His own imagen & oceanliner stateroom, Uncle Bothrilled with a
secondpossbility: he fatheed a ®d in his own image, inadvertently expositige
ultimate conundrunthe divine chickerandegg riddle, not likely eveto be answesd to
everyoneob6s sat i sf acQoincdenslly, Wklaseon an easthlypote, wh o m?
when Vahel fatheed his God, he was not aloneHe wasshaing atiny stateroom with
anotherbeing another father, a biological fatherfaaherskilled inobstetrics.

Notes for Chapter Eighteen

[Note 1] German magazin&implicissimusbegan publishing in April 1896, Albert

Langen publisher. It is named after the protagonist in Hans Jakob Christoffel von

Gr i mme | s picarasgumovel®er Abenteuerliche Simplicissimus Teut$t668),

translated aghe Adventures of a Simpletoh satirical magazine Simplicissimugdid

depi clti Kia u b stdf Prassianofficers, etc., but also published serious authors

such as Rainer Maria Rilke and Thomas Mann. The cover of many issues was the art

work of German cartoonist Thomas Theodor Heine,ainéacheb s many st udi es
he was planning to be a Christian cartoonist.

[Note 2] Vachelwas well aware of the literary and artistic relationskapsociated with

women,roses religion, and western cultur&e e, f or exampl e, A The Hi
and Lot us Rhy maletier doutMy FoarPegiammes for Committees in
CorrespondencéPoetry9 32) and AAdventures While Preach
(Poetry 971-972). In the latter citationyachel emphasizes that he has thought about

rosesif rom t he begi.nni ng My ftiirnset song about t|
Rose of Tennessee, 6 written after-Hmel 80r st

in A Handy Guide for Beggats Pdetry972). The A Canti cl e ofthet he Ros:¢
final paglersomfHddlasddy and t hus t hAHandynal pag
Guide (seepp. 109110. Some fiveyearsafter his1906tramp,Vachelwrote his poem

AWIi t h a Ros e(Poetry@7021)@and hnsertatl ¢hé poem as an ditarght

prol ogue theéillsa.ddy | r on

[Note 3] For pictures ofPresident Andrewd o hnsonds home eahed grave
National Park Service wslie at:http://www.nps.gov/anjo/ One of biographer Edgar

L e e Ma wte egregidus emors is his claim th&chelvisited the grave of Andrew

Jacksonin Greemville. Masters therproffers a pejorative comment based on drisor:
ALindsay had been educated on the calumniou
from favorable memory all the men who had striven against the capitalism which the
Civil War and i ts | Gbisaly]irflater getirs, Vachel claimezléot e d 0 (
have learned about Governor Bob Taylor somewhere near GreenevilRoetegh05.

[Not e 4] I n Mastersdéd biography, nearly ever)
some more misleading than others. In this passage concéfaoclgb s sear ch for 7


http://www.nps.gov/anjo/
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i mmort al everl asting woman, 0 Masters change
thus makingvachebs i nsi ght next to meaningl ess.

[Note 5] While most people associate fairy taleigh old world authors, such abke
brothers GrimmGr i mmoé s F, 4812),yachEl#s Ina sontentnerelywith stories
from old Europe. H[enry] R[owe] Schtwwaft (17931864) was an American geologist,

Indian agent, anthdianethnologistVachelwa s f ami | i ar WeMythoSchool c
Hiawatha, and Other Oral Legends, Mythologic and Allegoric, of the North American

Indians (Philadelphia: J. P. Lippinco& Co . , 1856, a book dedicat
Wadsworth Longfellow. o0 The book is digitizeé

http://books.google.com

[Note 6]Vachebs wuncertainty as to his day of arri
years later in a personal letter to his cousin Ethe[i@dve South]Coblin. After

recapping the last legs of his journey along the Daniel Boone trail, he reveals that he
spenthislashi ght on the road with Professor J. W.
teachero and then fAwalking on next day towa
mention of McGarvey in the notebook, and the day of arrival may well have been May

25, not 24.

[Note 7] In the Hiram Collegk i br iNy @& ol as Vachel Li ndsay C
present ) ,RandWdNaly Atlaseaps of Florida, Georgia, North and South

Carolina, Tennessee, and Kentucky, on which Vachel traces his walking tour fd8.John

Kenyon( AGi fts to Lindsay Collection, 0 fAiProfess
1907. See:

http://library.hiram.edu/Archives/Nicholas%20Vachel%20Lindsay%20rg¥d20Aid.htm

[Note 8] The 18989911 @talogi efor the Excelsior Male and Female Collegiate Institute
may be viewed on line at the Kentucky Historical Society Digital Collectiegis page
(type Excelsior in the ASearcho box):

http://205.204.134.47:2005/index.php

The Excelsior Institute was a family affair. Mrs. Eudora Lindsay S¢L@52
1918)servednot onlya sPrirtipab but alsoasteacher i E s poEMathenlaticsyand
Language®.Her spousethe Reverend MrJ a mes Knox @A&Ae1OHK)wasSout h

the AProprietor, o as well as a Disciples o
cavalry officer. One of Mr s . Sout hés sistel
Department, 0 snvihdtler ,a Sspeccaoned Bel |l e Sout h, t e
Nicholas Lindsay South, son of Eudora and James and the same \édgehak taught

AMandol in and Elocution. o6 His si st tis, Eudor

youngerEudora who is the authof the private publicatio@ousin Vachel

From 1880 to 1898, the Institute averaged 3 to 4 graduates per year, some years
graduatingonly 1 or2. The 18889 A Cat al og u e p6oftwhatase ndngd st uden
i S 0.0 Whiting to his cousin Ethelinddouth Coblin, another daughter of Principal
EudoraVachelbr ags about AAunt Dor ao: AWhoever she
at a time, not by any machine or wholesale process. Sthd&epand on them forever,
and they knew it. No thundering herds eveunga through her school. The children were
instructed one at a ti me and eAlribfhistayd hi s c |
of the Institute is pudhlished in the ACatal o


http://books.google.com/
http://library.hiram.edu/Archives/Nicholas%20Vachel%20Lindsay%20Finding%20Aid.htm
http://205.204.134.47:2005/index.php
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[Note 9] For the truly curious, Kate Linds&gpt highly detéed travel diaries, some of

which are housed in Springfieldbds Abraha
Harvardodés Schlesinger Library. The 1906
Vachel Lindsay Association collectiom S e r i e Reséarch Mategal, 188196%;

andt he ACatharine Blair Collection, o Box 2,

Photographs for Chapter 18
Y e

Excelsior Male and Female Collegiate InstituteJett, Kentucky
(Photo from SouthCousin Vache)

Vachel as a tramp (190§)hoto from SouthCousin Vachel



Aunt Eudora Gray Lindsay South (18521918)
Principal, Excelsior Collegiate Institute
(photo from SouthCousin Vachél
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