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,“,aming at us expectantly. He seemed to sup-
g was to impart ‘further information. But there
‘'each other blankly, and started to stir, ready
‘was the name of the man you were talking

“Are there any questions° * Mr Jones said;

; poae that we were as-eager to khow more &
- 'were no questions. Members of the class jooke

. to get up and.depart. 1| rarsed my hand. Y
' about? . £ esked politeiy ' : -

; The young man*s crisp assurance audd; jiited. | could see his mind was casting back t6
the start of his lecture. = Had he not cleart unciated the name of the man at the very
beginning?  Or alternatiVely, was it not ciearifre the context of his lecture whom he was talking
about? - After ‘all, he must have thought, w ‘advanced students of literature; we ought to

: " know about ‘this important figure of early lt itleth century Britain. - All this must have passed -
o through his mind in an instant and left him confused and embarrassed. A glance at the faces
‘  raised inquirtngiy ‘toward. him revealed that everybody,;in the room was wondering. Who indeed -
V WAS he taiking about" -f{ r , o

in a soft reluctant vorce he said the name. It was the name of a once-famoue Bntish
Y =FrBbtuinre 38=1 Yraited e , ftm”ﬁs*m“foumerotthé‘”“‘““"w
as a friend of Ezra Pound. He was killed in .
September 1917 while serving as an artillery officer in France. | had heard of him, but knew little
—about him, and during the lecture | had wondered if Mr Jones was speaking of somebody named
-Holmes. Although Hulme was said to have rejected Victorianism in all its aspects -and 1o have- o
e :_“%'proneered Ythe twentieth-century mind," | am afraid that he has been more neglected and
*forgotten in the mtervemng years than he was baek then, despite Mr Jones echolariy efforts on
his behaif , 3 . o

) "imagist" schooi of- Apoetry, in WhICh 'activity ’

1'—often think of it when R read some of the o
-when they talk about something I myself " -

The incident remains vwid in my recolieeﬁm
- mailing comments in FAPA. They befuddle me
- have written — almost as much as Mr Jones' Wi ul lecture. "As in his case, | think that

before: you go dashing- off In a flurry of comments about some subject, you ought to teii us,
, 'cieeriy and even bluntly, right at the start what the heii you're taiking about. Do

'mvmemssmucx

) My friend Sergeant Nat Kusher,. from Brooklyn,.loved porkcheps more than anybody | ever
heard of. When | :went to dinner with him at the entisted men's mess — which was almost every
night, for. we worked together every. day at the airbase Public Relations office — | had to Tesign
myself to a-| ngthy meal every time we found rk hops on the menu. | sometimes missed the

’ "ese theater becauee of him ¢ 'sessien. We sat at dinner eating pork= .
,thirds sweating out the long slow chow line again and agaln with amazing persistence “Ah,_ he
a}said gnawing every morsel of meat from the bo'ne,‘ "i;t,Momma could only see me nowl" - ‘

=)

Luckiiy hxs mother was thousands of mkies away. over the sea in Brooklyn, for this was
,during World War 2, and we were stationed at an Eighth Air Force bomber base near Rackheath,
“Norfolk,” England. 1 could easily picture her- pain and dismay at the sight of her beloved son
-gating just a single porkchop, let alone the porcire multitudes that he consumed with euch gusto f
b found the feat eimost as ‘unbelievable as she wouid have

: We taiked of meny thmgs between devouring - the savory porkohops He told me. about,»-
- Keesler Field, Mississippi, where he had spent his weeks of basic training. He claimed it was the .
- Wor heiihele on the American continent, at:least In.the 'summer of 1943, But | could match =

tes -with tales of Jefferson Barracks, Missouri, where | had endured basic training, the
ce in the System outward bound from the planet Venus. ~He also told me about I
eV Yerk, a much sitrenger piace than mseissippi and the stones were like Munchauseni e

and smalitime numbers racketeers ‘fbody he knew in Brooklyn was a crook of







