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In this issue we do not attempt to
give a comprehensive picture of
what is going on in the arts at
Furman. To do so would require a
volume instead of an issue.
We do try to suggest the range of
activity by including a few of the
works of professors and students, an
article about art and education by a
Furman professor, the opinions of
several Furman artists on working
within the academic community and
other subjects, and a brief look at the
art of makeup.
Nowhere in this issue do we
attempt to list even the most
prominent Furman alumni who have
become successful artists-for fear
of leaving someone out. The fact is
that many alumni have become
distinguished musicians, a good many

have become journalists and a very
few have become poets and novel
ists, a few have gone into the
theatre, and a growing number are
active in the fields of visual arts.
This score is not half bad con
sidering the limited facilities of the
music, drama and art departments.
( Writing has always been part of
the English program and requires
no special facilities.) Construction of
the fine arts complex within the
next few years should greatly
strengthen the fine arts program as a
whole.
Included in this issue is an article
about alumnus William M. Black
burn '21 , a remarkable teacher of
writing, some of whose students, in
cluding William Styron, are among
the most successful writers today.

Also reproduced are two of the 50
pieces of artwork by alumni who
graduated in the sixties, which were
recently on display in the Furman
Art Gallery.
For their work in this issue, we
would especially like to thank Tom
Flowers, who has designed four
covers for the magazine and fur
nished artwork for many other
issues, and Dr. Alfred Reid, whose
poems and articles have appeared
in four issues and who helped com
pile the information for the article
on the opposite page. Without their
help and the help of other faculty
and staff members at Furman, The
Furman Magazine would not be
possible.
M.H.
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Traditionally the word "arts" at
Furman has meant music. From
the earliest days of the Greenville
Woman's College, even before it
was known by this name and long
before consolidation with Furman
University in 1 933, music was the
pervasive artistic activity of women
students. According to Miss Lennie
Lusby, author of the chapter on
"Music" in The Arts In Greenville
( 1 960 ) , glee clubs and ensembles
were integral parts of a liberal
education. A succession of capable
musicians for 150 years has given
instruction in voice, string, piano,
and other instruments. Alumni may
well remember the names of M. G.
DeCamps, Wade Brown, Giuseppe
Ferrata, Luis Hubbard, George
Schaefer, Wendell Keeney, Arnold
Putman, DuPre Rhame, and many
others who have led in Furman's
musical arts.
Today the music department is
one of the largest and strongest
departments at Furman. This year
150 students were enrolled as music
rnajors, specializing in performance,
piano pedagogy, sacred music or
theory, and about 250 other
students took some kind of music
course. Headed by Dr. Lindsay
Smith, the music faculty includes 14
talented musicians, who often appear
as soloists throughout the region.
This spring pianist Steven Anderson
gave a series of concerts in Germany.
The music department sponsors
several performing groups, including
the Furman Orchestra, conducted
by Dr. Daniel Boda; the Furman
Band, conducted by Dan Ellis ; the
Furman Singers, directed by Bing
ham Vick; and the Concert Choir,
directed by Dr. Milburn Price. This
year these groups, together with
faculty and student soloists, com
bined forces to present a four-day
festival of British music. Now in its
third year, the opera workshop,
under the direction of Dr. Sidney
Buckley, presented Menotti's op
eretta, Help, Help the Globolinks.
The earliest of the theatre arts,
public speaking, flourished on the
Men's Campus as an adjunct to
the study of rhetoric and composi
tion. The campus literary-forensic
club, the Adelphian Literary So
ciety, fostered debating for many
Spring, 1972

years, and as late as the early
1 960's the Furman debating teams
still had strong support. Not until
1 935, however, except for annual
pageants on the Woman's Campus,
did Furman inaugurate a dramatics
club, later called the Furman
Theatre Guild, and begin to de
velop theatre toward its present
place of prominence among the
arts. Directors have included Arthur
Coe Gray, Frances Bailey, McDonald
Held, Sarah Lowrey, and Dorothy
Richey.
The drama program has ex
panded significantly since Dr.
Philip Hill became chairman in
1 964. With the opening of the
Theatre Playhouse in 1 969, the
department gained a small stage of
its own and other much-needed,
though limited facilities. The faculty
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now consists of three fulltime and
two parttime members, and students
may major in drama, taking
courses related directly to produc
tion, as well as more theoretical
courses.
As part of the new laboratory
theatre program, students can give
plays in which they control the
entire production; this year they
presented 14 lab productions, in
cluding plays by O'Neill, Pinter and
Plautus. The Theatre Guild pro
duced four plays, Death of a Sales
man, The Chalk Garden, Juno and
the Paycock and A Midsummer
Night's Dream.
Like music and speaking, litera
ture is one of the oldest of the arts
at Furman. The student literary
publication on the campus, The
Echo, dates back to the 1 880's when,
first, the Adelphian and Philosophian
Societies and then later two other
"literary clubs," The Prelude and

The Cloister, supported it for many
years. Now under the direction of
the Student Publications Board, The
Echo still continues to publish the
best creative and critical writing
among students.
Periodically, creative writing
classes, taught by Mrs. D. H.
Gilpatrick and Dr. Alfred Reid
among others, have helped students
learn a difficult craft and produced
some of the better student writers.
Since joining the faculty in 1 955,
Dr. Reid has published two books
of poetry, and since 1 968 he has
helped edit The South Carolina
Review, a magazine of literature
and general culture. In recent years
a Visiting Writers' Program has
brought to the campus such dis
tinguished poets and novelists as
Richard Eberhart, Richard Wilbur
and Reynolds Price, who have read
their works and conducted student
workshops.
Perhaps the youngest of the arts
at Furman is the visual arts. In the
1 930's art instruction was intro
duced on a limited scale by Mrs.
Catherine Boyd Calhoun. Later, the
program was expanded under
Charles Blackwood. Headed by
Tom Flowers since 1 959, the art
faculty now includes Glen Howerton,
who teaches ceramics, and James
Lawless, who specializes in print
making and art history. Students
may major in studio art or art
history. Each year the department
sponsors exhibits of works by
nationally known artists. Since 1 960,
68 art majors have graduated from
Furman, and many are now active
professionally.
Through the years countless guest
artists have appeared on campus.
Performances of the Greenville
Symphony, as well as the Furman
Fine Arts Series, are now held in
McAlister Auditorium.
"The fine arts program at Furman
has a great deal to offer," says 1972
graduate Richard Band, former fine
arts editor of The Paladin. "In fact
budget is the only thing keeping fine
arts from going off in really innova
tive directions. With our faculty
there is certainly no lack of
imagination. The new music and
arts buildings should really open
things up."
D

Fine Arts Complex
Visual Arts Center

f everything goes as planned, two buildings, the
music building and the visual arts center, will be
added to the Furman fine arts complex within the
next five years. The complex is designed to center around
McAlister Auditorium and will also eventually include
a theatre.
The music building, which is scheduled for
construction in 1 974-75 at an estimated cost of a little
more than $2, 100,000, will be attached to the east side
of McAlister Auditorium, and its design will be
complementary to that of the present building. It will
contain a recital hall, with a seating capacity of 400;
1 8 teaching studios ; 22 practice rooms, some with pianos
and others with organs ; an electronic piano studio ; a
large band-orchestra rehearsal room, a music library
and a record-playing room, as well as several offices,
classrooms and other facilities.
The visual arts center, scheduled for construction
in 1 975-76 at slightly more than $850,000, will be
located just across the street on the west side of the
auditorium ; its front will face in the same direction as
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the front of the auditorium. Designed to be completely
functional and to be constructed as simply as possible,
the building will consist of a series of repetitives shapes
designated for various areas such as painting, sculpture,
ceramics, printmaking, design and art education. It will
also contain a gallery, an audio-visual room, a library
and several offices. The entire back of the building will
be enclosed in glass to capture the northern light.
According to Moffett Kendrick, vice president for
development who is seeking funds for the construction
of these buildings, the estimated costs for these buildings
are based on today's construction costs projected forward
with inflation costs added. "If donors could be found to
give the money immediately so that construction could
begin right away, the buildings could be constructed
for consideraqly less than the projected costs," he said.
Confined as it is now to McAlister Auditorium, the
music department suffers from lack of rehearsal and
teaching space. The art department is located in two
classrooms and two offices in the Classroom Building
and a room in the basement of the Science Building.
The Furman Magazine

The visual arts center and
the music building are next on
the schedule for construction.

McAlister Auditorium and the Music Building

lc

0
The site plan for the fine arts
complex ( right) shows the position
of the new buildings in relation
to McAlister Auditorium.
Spring, 1972

(;

�
AUDITORIUM

att� J:C

� �

3

The Art of Makeup
"If a person scowls a lot or worries a lot, his brows will
knit and his face will develop creases in certain places,"
said Marjorie Hill, instructor of drama at Furman,
in the Playhouse 72 makeup room recently. "If someone
is simple-minded, he will have a completely different
kind of muscle development in his face. Students always
enjoy trying to decide on the makeup of a character
on the basis of what the character is like and how his
personality would have affected the way he looks over
the years."
Although makeup is a noncredit course at Furman
( it can count toward lab hours for other drama
courses ) , it is one of the most popular drama courses
and, indeed, serves a vital purpose in the total drama
program. Under the supervision of Mrs. Hill, a core of
students who have taken this course do most of the
makeup for the Theatre Guild's four performances each
year, although actors are encouraged to do their own
makeup so far as possible.
A fairly complicated makeup job, such as the
character shown on the opposite page, takes about two
hours. Mrs. Hill explained the various steps as she
transformed student actor Dan Tollison into a
"foreign diplomat."
"The bare face under stage lights has an almost
pale, translucent look, which suggests ill health,"
she said. "One of the functions of makeup is to provide
color ; another is to cover up some of the imperfections
the actor might have."
For this character, she first built up the actor's nose
out of putty, making it somewhat crooked and a little
higher and sharper. Next she covered the entire face
with greasepaint. Using soft cream-type liners, she
applied highlights in the areas where light would
naturally strike and shaded the areas that would
naturally be in shadow. Applying the liners to the
major areas of light and shadow with her finger, she
blended them carefully. (Middle photograph above)
"Stagelights tend to wash out the face and make it
flat because of the changing relationship of the actor
to the lights as he moves around, so we have to put
4

the shadows where we want them.
"As the face ages, the bones become more
prominent and the depressions become deeper. Lines
around the mouth become more marked. In order to
indicate the effects of aging on the face, you make the
shadows deeper so that there is more variation between
the highs and the lows."
After applying the major areas of light and
shadow, she added the more detailed lines with a brush,
using the same, but more intense, reddish brown color
she had used for the shadows. She drew the lines on
and blended them so that they had a hard edge and a
soft edge, making them look like natural creases in the
skin. She drew on highlights where the light would
naturally strike the topmost part of the wrinkles.
(Right photograph above)
"One of the most difficult things a student must
learn is where to apply these lines and how to blend the
shadows and highlights so that they look like the
natural outgrowth of the skin rather than something
painted on."
Next she applied powder to the face, which, she
explained, sets the makeup and keeps it from smearing.
To help it set further she patted cold water on the
face and blotted off the excess water.
In the final stage she glued on the actor's beard,
which was built on a net foundation, with spirit gum.
She built his mustache by hand, painting on spirit gum
and adding wool hair in small patches until the
mustache was built up. She then trimmed it and sprayed
it to make it set. Finally she sprayed a little of his
hair with white hair spray to make him look more
"distinguished."
Mrs. Hill is the wife of drama department chairman
Philip G. Hill and has worked extensively in summer
theatre and outdoor drama. Most recently she was head
of the costume department for Home Is the Hunter.
At Furman she is also in charge of costumes for all
the department's productions. "It is almost impossible
to separate makeup, hairstyles and costumes," she said,
"because they all make up the character's appearance."
The Furman Magazine
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MEDITATIONS ON THE NATIVITY
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Let All Mortal Flesh Keep Silence
(Call to Worship)
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Dr. Milburn Price,
associate professor of
music at Furman, is
director of the Fur
man Concert Choir
and the Greenville
Civic Chorale. His
choral compositions
and arrangements
have been published
by Broadman Press,
Carl Fischer, Inc.,
Oxford University
Press and Word, Inc.
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Meditations on the Nativity is intended to be a service
of worship, based upon the scriptural narrative concern
ing the birth of God's Son, which draws minister, choir
and congregation into active involvement as participants.
A major emphasis of the service as a whole is con
gregational involvement. The collaboration of Dr. L. D.
Johnson, Furman University's Chaplain, and myself on
the development of this service grew out of a mutual
concern that too frequently congregations function as
spectators rather than as participants in worship services.
The Meditations, as published by Broadman Press, con
tains musical responses for congregation, choral move
ments, and dialogues between congregation and minister,
all of which can be enhanced by the addition of selected
scripture readings and periodic moments of silent
meditation at appropriate times in the service.
The excerpt from Meditations on the Nativity
reprinted above might be considered a "Call to
Worship," shared by choir and congregation. One of
two musical sections requiring congregational participa
tion, it utilizes the traditional hymn tune PICARDY
in a new harmonic setting.
Milburn Price
The Furman Magazine

ARTISTS
at Furman
laywright Arthur Miller said recently in a conversa
tion published in Audience magazine that he was
pleased when ordinary people were affected by his
plays-even though they might not like them-because
"the problem most people have is the fragmentation of
their experience ; they can't make any sense at all out of
anything that happens, excepting in a retrograde way
you know, they figure this is all because they sinned . . .
instead of trying to make a conceptualization on some
life-giving level."
If art does indeed serve to make sense out of life,
the artist must be a person who sees more clearly than
most and who communicates his understanding more
skillfully in words or shapes and colors or music or
movement. He is in his own way a supreme teacher.
In recognition of the unique role of art in educa
tion, American universities and colleges have become
patrons of the arts. Besides inviting guest artists to their
campuses, many large universities and some small private
colleges employ well known musicians, painters and
writers as artists-in-residence to teach one or two courses,
advise students and practice their art.
Many other colleges, like Furman, hire a number
of artists to be fulltime teachers and parttime artists.
Furman's faculty now includes 25 professional artists:
a poet, three painters, potters and designers, three
dramatic artists, and 14 performing musicians. ( This
number does not include those many faculty members
who sing, write, act and play musical instruments
as a hobby.)
What made these people choose a career in the
academic setting? What are the advantages for an
artist working within the academic framework? What
are the disadvantages ? What are some of the artist's
main concerns ?
Five Furman artists recently expressed their
opinions on these and other subjects in conversations,
which are partially recorded in the following pages.

P

Robert Shaw, conductor of the Atlanta Symphony,
pauses between workshop sessions held at Furman in
February, which involved the Atlanta and Greenville
symphonies and young musicians in the Greenville area.
Spring, 1972
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think we ought to be able to risk an occasional
mistake in an effort to find the truth. "
Philip Hill
I think that anyone who does not
genuinely want to teach should not
teach. When I look for new staff
members I look desperately for
someone with a serious interest in
both teaching and the theatre, and
this combination is not all that
common.
I think it takes a double-pronged
person to be a good teacher in the
arts-someone who genuinely wants
to teach as well as practice his art.
Many people who may be fine
artists simply don't care to teach
and have no talent for teaching.
Others may be good teachers but
mediocre artists, although generally

8

I have found that poor practitioners
turn out to be pretty poor teachers.
Some people are both good teachers
and good artists, and I aspire to that
category. I do not think one intrudes
upon the other at all because my
interests lie in both and I feel that
people in my situation can make
meaningful contributions in both
areas precisely because of their
interest in both and because of the
obvious ways in which the two are
connected.
The theatre artist has, I believe,
greater freedom today in the
academic setting than in commercial
theatre. By this I mean that at least
he has the opportunity to be
involved. The professional theatre in
America today is sick ; it does not
provide a decent living for most of
the professionals who are attempting
to practice their art. The unemploy
ment rate among union members of
the acting profession right now is
over 90 percent, and you don't even
get to be a union member until you
have been hired at least once. This
speaks appallingly of the condition
of the professional theatre artist in
today's society in the United States
a condition that's not so true in
other countries.
The director who wishes to prac
tice his art in a New York situation
has to hope that he will be offered
a chance to do one play sometime.
Once he does it, his contract is
terminated and he starts hoping
again ; whereas a director who is
employed by any institution-be it
university, community theatre or
whatever-has at least a year and,
hopefully, a continuing number of
years in which to do a number of

plays and plan a program. He knows
that when he's finished directing one
play he gets to direct another one.
He can select the plays he wants to
do ; he doesn't have to wait for a
producer who already has a play to
come and hire him. I have the entire
world of dramatic literature open
to me. I can do any play that I
think I can do.
This kind of security and freedom,
when they come together, is
extremely important. Of course,
there is always a danger that one
might become more concerned with
security than with creativity and if
that is so, one loses his creativity in
the process.
The most important thing to an
artist in a university is academic
freedom. In his search for truth an
artist must be able to say anything
at all. If there are areas that are
forbidden, then one may, in the
fear of infringing upon them, miss
the truth altogether. I think any
artist-particularly an artist in an
academic setting-has a responsibil
ity for good taste. The minute it is
evident that someone either has no
taste or is deliberately flying in the
face of good taste just for sensation
alism, then he has sacrificed the
right of participating in that sort
of community.
But in the meantime I think we
ought to be able to risk an occasional
mistake in an effort to find the
truth. If an occasional play or paint
ing or event of some sort turns out
to be a mistake, something simply
went awry. I think we shouldn't
become alarmed. We should simply
chalk it up to experience and learn
from it.
The Furman Magazine

h,
ent of Drama and Speec
irman of the Departm
ma
dra
al
tot
the
Dr. Philip G. Hill, cha
to supervising
ys each year in addition
summer
usually directs two pla
worked extensively in
ve
ha
,
e, Marjorie
Colony,
st
Lo
e
program. He and his wif
Th
Unto These Hills,
ing
lud
inc
,
ma
dra
or
ress Theatre in
stock and outdo
Wayne, Ind., the Deert
rt
Fo
in
re
eat
Th
c
usi
rsity of Southern
the Festival M
er Theatre at the Unive
mm
Su
ern
uth
So
the
Maine an d
ector of Home Is the
. Hill was associate dir
Dr
tly
en
rec
st
Mo
pi.
Mississip
tume department. A
Hill was head of the cos
rs.
M
d
an
d
cky
ntu
Ke
Hu nter in
University of Florida an
ll graduated from the
Hi
.
Dr
,
ian
row
od
gin
Wo
Vir
a
e
nativ
rth Carolina on
at the University of No
rsity.
earned the M.A. degree
.D. from Tulane Unive
Ph
received the
Wilson Fellowship. He

0
..l
;:>
0
<..?
z
z
"'
..l
<..?

9

Spring, 1972

Dr. Robert C. Chesebro, assistant
professor of music, plays five instru
ments, flute, clarinet, oboe, bassoon,
and saxophone, and teaches wood
winds at Furman. He is an associate
conductor of the Furman Band and
also conducts various woodwind
ensembles. A regular member of the
Greenville Symphony, he plays
principal oboe and clarinet with the
orchestra and is a frequent soloist
both with the Symphony and the
Furman Band. He has performed
with many other orchestras, in
cluding those in Charlotte, Asheville,
Columbia, Augusta and Kingsport.
He is a graduate of Wisconsin State
University and received the M.M.
and D.M. degrees from Indiana
University.
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('�very artist needs the stimulation of an audience. "
Robert Chesebro
I don't know what it would be like
to be a professional musician in an
orchestra. I have had opportunities
to do so, but the pay in those days
( about ten years ago ) was very
small. When you considered taking
an orchestral job, which paid $120
a week and only had a 20 week
season, you were talking about
$2,500 for the year, which would be
pretty hard to raise a family on.
The only people who do it are
usually single people or young people
who can survive on a very small
amount of money.
Of course, over the past ten years
the orchestral scale has gone up
tremendously, and the season is
longer. But you have to look at all
sides of it. Because you have
financial obligations to meet, you
just can't decide to play with such
and such an orchestra to gain
experience. Since I have been at
Furman I have played in many
symphonies in the area.
Although I like to teach, teaching
does inhibit practicing. I play five
instruments, and I don't have
enough time to prepare everything
I do in my field. I have to spread
myself a little bit thin over the
whole range of instruments.
One thing teaching does do : it
makes you more aware of what you
do as a performer. If a student has
to crescendo or accent or staccato,
you have to tell him how to do it,
and when you go back and prepare
your own pieces, it helps you to
think of the right things at the right
time. In fact, the easiest and fastest
way to teach is to demonstrate for
the student. You pick up his instru
ment or your own and play a
Spring, 1972

passage and say "Do it like this."
It really is interesting because you
can learn from students as well as
teach them.
I think we have some good stu
dents. When I first came to Furman,
the woodwind section was very weak.
The first year I was here I had
something like four students-two
majors and two who were studying
as a hobby. Now we have about 20
woodwind majors, which is pretty
good. Of course, we still don't have
the depth they have at Eastman or
Indiana, where you'll find 50 to 100
clarinet players alone.
Although the Furman Band is our
major ensemble, we have many
ensembles, including woodwind
ensembles of various sizes. These
smaller groups have done really great
works-the Strauss "Serenade for 1 3
Winds" and the Mozart "Serenade
for 13 Winds." Last year we did
the Stravinsky octet, which is an
extremely difficult work. I was
thrilled that our students could do
it because it's usually considered the
type of work that a major music
school would do. Although we are
still just a small liberal arts college,
we have a pretty much full blown
mus1c program.
I am afraid there is a gap between
the arts and the academic com
munity at Furman. It seems that
very few students-except music
students-will take the trouble to
come over to McAlister Auditorium
for a concert unless it's Blood,
Sweat and Tears. Some might come
for the Greenville Symphony; a lot
came to hear the Atlanta Symphony,
but there have been a lot of other
good things which have been poorly

attended. This worries me because
at a school like Furman, where we
have bright kids with good back
grounds and high SAT scores, it
seems that a lot more of them would
be apt to go to concerts.
I think we don't do a very good
job with publicity on campus, but I
don't know how to improve it.
Generally, articles about concerts and
recitals are run in The Paladin and
once in a while somebody will put
up a poster in the Student Center.
But I don't think this is enough.
Yet if a guy is preparing for a recital,
it's very difficult for him to go
around and toot his own horn. That
gives him a bad feeling. He'd rather
someone else did it for him. That's
the way it should be. Every artist
needs the stimulation of an audi
ence-someone to give his work to.
Positive or negative, he needs
some reaction.

11

�"�"The artist, as well as the scholar, interprets his culture.
Instead of dealing with the culture directly, he penetrates
within himself and provides a personal perspective. "
Alfred Reid
I find the academic atmosphere
stimulating, not stifling. Discipline
is liberating rather than stifling.
Although much of what we do is
routine-judging other people's
work, teaching students who have
the same writing problems over and
over again, doing committee work
there is still this dominant activity
which has to do with literature. We
are reading and talking about stories,
poems and criticism-the kinds of
things I would be reading and talk
ing about no matter what kind of
work I did. I'm working with words
and books, with sentences and
compositions and that's what I would
be doing anyway.
Some writers working on college
campuses complain that there is not
enough range of human activity.
According to most standards, work
ing in the library is not as exciting
a subject for a poem as working in
a mill or flying an airplane. One
school of thought says that writers
should go where the action is-to
Spain, to China. Another says use the
resources you have right here. Go
inward. Penetrate farther into your
own consciousness. If you've got any
sensitivity or responsiveness, you
don't need all that wide experience;
you can go on from a suggestion and
fill in the rest with imagination.
I believe that one of the reasons
for having a writer on the campus
is that he testifies to the vitality of
the liberal arts. Traditionally the
university has been committed to
scholarly and critical activity
studying the course of human history
and achievements, interpreting and
explaining, providing critical view
points. Yet much of what the liberal
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arts tradition interprets is creative
activity. When you have artists on
the college campus you are per
petuating the creative tradition,
which is the basis of the liberal arts.
The artist, as well as the scholar,
interprets his culture. Instead of
dealing with the culture directly, he
penetrates within himself and pro
vides a personal perspective. T. S.
Eliot in The Wasteland, for instance,
expresses one poet's feelings of how it
was to be alive at a particular time.
Yet in expressing how he felt, he
told how other people felt ; he
interpreted the culture.
In his work a writer also dem
onstrates a superior form of thinking,
thinking in wholes rather than in
parts. Most of what we do under the
name of thinking is glimpsing an
idea. We have half an idea or an
inspiration for a thought, but that's
only the first step in a thought. To
have a complete thought you've got
to give it form. It has to have a
beginning, a middle and an end. A
work of art-for that matter a
scholarly paper-is superior to some
rap session or class discussion or a
not completely worked out lecture.
It deals in whole ideas, not partial
ideas.
I think a writer serves still another
purpose on a college campus and
that is to give the lie to the so-called
"neutrality of excellence." English
departments, for instance, have the
reputation of being concerned with
formalism. When we teach literature,
we frequently teach form as essential
to making an idea work, and we
sometimes give the impression that
we don't stand for anything except
nebulous excellence, as if there's no

idea, no cause there. With a poet or
artist you have an example of some
one who's committed to an idea. He
has put his life on the line, so to
speak. It may be that what he seems
to stand for is awfully trivial com
pared with the great body of
literature, but there may be a per
spective there and it does show some
kind of commitment.
For about ten or twelve years a
large portion of what I wrote con
cerned Southern resistance to social
change. They're not very good poems
but there was a commitment to an
idea of humanity and justice and a
sense of shame that our region does
not live by the kinds of democratic
and equalitarian standards it claims
to live by.
In recent years I've written on
much more personal themes. One of
my important themes through the
years has been "becoming"-a per
son's search for a definition of who
he is. In some poems I have written
about the tension between roles a
person has to play-the sense that a
person must do something, but he
doesn't really know what he should
do or the sense that he's torn
between kinds of achievement that
call for different energies.
I don't regard myself as an artist
or a poet, but I try to write poems
as artistically as I can.
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Dr. Alfred S. Reid, professor of English, is the author of two volumes of
poetry, Crumbling Stones and Lady Godiva's Lover. His poems have also
appeared in several magazines, including Southern Poetry Review. For
1 2 years he has edited Furman Studies, Furman's scholarly publication; he
is also co-founder and editor of The South C;:uolina Review, a magazine of
literature and general culture that takes the place of certain issues of
Furman Studies. He has published scholarly and critical articles on Haw
thorne, Emerson and other American writers. He mainly teaches courses
in American literature and occasionally teaches creative writing. A native
of Florida, he graduated from the University of Miami, studied at Merton
College of Oxford University in England and received the M.A. and Ph.D.
from the University of Florida. In 1968 he was named the Bennette E. Geer
Professor of Literature at Furman.
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c-c-The younger you are the more you respond to the

Dr. David Gibson, pianist, is an
associate professor of music and
director of the Fine Arts Division at
Furman. A native of Decatur, Ala.,
he studied at the University of
Alabama and at Peabody Conserv
atory of Music, where he received a
three-year Colson scholarship, a first
prize in contemporary piano music
interpretation, and the Professional
Debut Award. He studied on a
Fulbright grant in Frankfurt,
Germany, toured Europe, and
played concerts in Frankfurt,
Munich and Wiesbaden. He has also
performed in Town Hall in New
York City and in Mexico City and
has played with the major sym
phonies in the southeastern United
States. He received the D.M.A.
degree from Boston University last
year.
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ego-building institution of being a solo artist on the stage. "
David Gibson
I think I have been as successful at
combining teaching and performing
at Furman as I could have been
anywhere. To begin with, I am glad
my livelihood does not depend
completely on being a concert
pianist because the field is over
crowded. In fact, it's glutted with
young concert pianists, and unless
you have some other steady means
of making a living, you're running
grave risks.
In a college like Furman, a musi
cian has a ready-made clientele of
far above average students. If he has
a studio outside the academic com
munity, he lays himself open to
having to teach just anyone who
comes along. At Furman we work
with anyone who shows any inclina
tion toward music at all, but we
usually have to limit ourselves to
those who want to take it for credit,
and generally a student does not take
music unless he is talented in it.
In the Fine Arts Division we are
especially fortunate to have a very
small student-teacher ratio-much
smaller even than Furman's overall
14 to 1 ratio-so there is a lot of
give and take on a very intimate
basis between student and professor.
We have a chance here to really
spark enthusiasms and impress
people with what we believe in much
more intimately than in the com
munity at large.
For a liberal arts college, I think
Furman has one of the best music
programs in the South. You might
find a conservatory with a better
program, but it would not have as
healthy an atmosphere. I think a
musician should know something
about the humanities, the natural
Spring, 1972

and social sciences and anything else
that would fulfill his potential. And
he should rub shoulders with other
students who are majoring in other
fields and find out that they are just
as intensely interested in history or
biology as he is in making music.
Although I spend most of my
time at Furman teaching and doing
other sorts of work, I still have
ample opportunity to perform-at
least enough to keep me from feeling
frustrated. When I do get a chance
to perform, I enjoy it tremendously,
whether its soloing with an orchestra,
playing chamber music or playing
in joint recitals with other faculty
members.
Sometimes it's difficult to maintain
a rigid practice schedule, because
frequently I find that at the end of
a typical day at Furman I am too
tired to practice. But I do get in as
much practice as possible and when
I have an appearance coming up-at
least the month before-1 practice
an average of four hours a day no
matter what time I have to get up
or go to bed. I work very hard so
that I don't goof up. People expect
a professional performance from you
and you can't afford to let anything
slide by.
I cannot hide the fact that I love
to perform almost more than any
thing else. But I used to think of
performing in an entirely different
way. I used to enjoy playing solo
recitals probably more than I do
now because, I think, the younger
you are the more you respond to the
ego-building institution of being a
solo artist on the stage. Now I find
that solos no longer appeal to me as
much as sharing an experience on the

stage with someone else, which not
only takes away from excessive
nervousness but also almost doubles
the amount of rapport you have with
the audience.
I used to think of performing as
a career-building thing. Now I
think of it as a sort of musical
offering-something to give other
people. That's important for a
musician to learn. You play differ
ently when you feel that way. It
takes the spotlight off of you and
puts it on the music.
Unfortunately I still have an ego.
I guess all artists do. But maybe we
shouldn't call it ego but just taking
pride in being as successful as we
can be in a given field. An artist
has to care tremendously for what
he is doing. I would like to be as
excellent a pianist as I can be and
at the same time produce in my stu
dents as much skill as I possibly can.
I have, I suppose, an inordinate
respect for what it takes to produce
an artist in any field. I cannot think
of anything I would enjoy more
than being an artist of some sort
and working with young artists.
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rrThe academic atmosphere zs not always sympathetic to art. "
Tom Flowers
I think the big problem for the
artist who teaches is that there is no
real continuum. Your work time is
sporadic ; therefore your work is
sporadic. You have an idea and
begin to develop it, but then after
a while you have to stop and go back
to teaching. When you come back
to your work, it is the same as you
left it, but you are not.
Yet not many people can make a
living painting. Teaching probably
gives you more time for your art than
any other profession. One of the
good things about this kind of sched
ule is that while you are away from
your work you are thinking about it
all the time. You are thinking and
looking-always receptive to new
ideas. Sometimes you may see some
thing or be affected by something
and you decide to try it. Then you
spend all your energy and what little
time you have working on the new
idea. Sometimes it works and some
times it doesn't. If it doesn't work,
then you have to go back to where
you were before and start again. It's
always a reaching back and coming
up. At the same time you reach back
and come up, you are also trying to
move ahead.
Sometimes you can see some of
your own ideas reflected in your
students' work. ( It is possible to give
away all your creative ideas to your
students. ) You can see how they
handle these ideas and you may
begin to think, well, maybe your
work is pretty valid in comparison
to what students have done. Some
times their work can be a stimulus.
Just the fact that students are
working stimulates you to work
yourself. I think this is particularly
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true in the beginning of the school
year when you are in contact with
new students. There is a sort of
renewal.
Putting down ideas in sketchbooks
helps me bridge the gap in the
continuum. The nice thing about
sketchbooks is that they are always
within reach.
To me, art is primarily visual. I
see something and then I think
about it. I am always conscious of
what I see-or at least I try to be.
Sometimes I might see something
very pleasing-a color, a texture or
a tone-and remember it and make
something out of it. I have done
paintings that way. In traveling from
one place to another, my mind might
be on something else and yet some
thing catches my eye. There is a
kind of snap of the shutter and I
remember because it affected me.
Not long ago I saw some winter
trees against the sky on top of a hill.
Behind the hill another hill cut
across, repeating the same pattern.
That night I tried to sketch what I
had seen, but I knew that something
was wrong and I kept thinking about
it. I went back to the same spot and
looked again and finally realized
that I had made the trees dark and
the ground light when I should
have done just the opposite.
Sometimes I worry about style. I
feel I have no direction, and yet I
want to stay flexible enough to be
able to change. It is easier for some
one else to see style in your work
because it is hard for you to be
objective.
The academic atmosphere is not
always sympathetic to art. It may be
the time we live in, the culture, but

everybody does his own thing and
nobody really cares about what any
one else is doing. The only way you
can get anybody to notice what you
do is get out and wave a flag and
send a lot of memos, which I am
not geared to do. The fact that you
are working, no matter who notices,
gives you some satisfaction and yet
every artist would like other people
to see and enjoy his work, to accept
or reject it.
The greatest satisfaction for me
in teaching is seeing a student evolve
into a vital human being through his
involvement in art. I think the value
of art to a student is immeasurable.
No matter what he or she may do
in later life, at least he will have
had this creative experience and he
will be much the richer for it.

Artist Thomas E. Flowers, chairman
of the art department, has held
one-man shows in the Midwest and
throughout the South. His works
have won numerous awards, most
recently the $1,000 purchase prize in
the Painter's Choice Exhibition at
Georgia College and a $2,500 second
place award in the Franklin Mint
Bicentennial Medal Design Com
petition. Many of his works are in
permanent collections, including
those of the Chase Manhattan Bank,
Vincent Price Enterprises and the
S. C. Arts Commission. A 1954 Fur
man graduate, he received the
M.F.A. degree from the State Uni
versity of Iowa. In 1966 he received
a Fulbright grant to travel and
study in India, and this summer
he is to be in India on a similar
program.
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Art, Education and
the Quality of Life
By Thomas 0. Buford

W

HAT IS AN EDUCATION? Most of

US think of it
as a package of experiences bounded by kinder
garten or first grade on one end and college
on the other. During this time certain things were
expected of us. We were to go to class, sit in neat rows
with girls usually on one side of the room and boys on
the other, never talk unless granted permission, not chew
gum, see Encyclopedia Britannica films, go to art class,
read textbooks, take exams, go to PE, play in the band,
and develop close friends. This pattern, followed rather
closely by most of us, came in capsules of nine-month
periods with twelve of these periods spent in public
schools and four in college. Somehow these experiences
were "to prepare us for life" or "to teach us to live well."
Too often, however, our "education" seems to have had
little or no bearing on the actual conduct of our everyday
lives since graduation. Particularly is this the case with
the study of the arts.
Most of us would agree that something is wrong
with this picture and with the result of our education.
But what is it?
I believe that the very meaning of education on
which our present-day educational system is based is
inadequate. The goals of this system are the conformity
of the individual to culturally prescribed standards, the
amassing of a body of information which can be
regurgitated upon demand, the ability to compete in the
market society, and, with regard to the arts, the apprecia
tion of art objects as manifestations of some higher
spiritual values. These goals are not "wrong," or
"incorrect" or "indefensible" ; rather, they are shallow.
They do not go far enough in spelling out what it is
we should be educating for.
The fact almost totally overlooked is that what is
being educated is people-individual persons who have
feelings, frustrations, hopes, fears, misunderstandings,
and who are at the same time both ignorant and
knowing. Furthermore, these people are changing
physically, emotionally, intellectually and socially.
Finally, each person is different in every characteristic.
The generally accepted goals of education are too
shallow because they do not touch the individual
where he lives, breathes, eats, thinks, loves. They do
not make contact with his life. They do not engage him
so that he becomes concerned with what it means to live
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well. To use a worn out word, they are not "relevant."
Well, what is education ? What place, if any, can
the arts have in education ?
It seems to me that education should engage each
student at his own situation, that it would make contact
with him where he is in his own development and help
develop the understanding which would allow him to
gain intelligent control of his own life. Students can be
engaged at many points. A psychiatrist may engage a
person emotionally and conatively, while the chaplain
may engage him spiritually. No doubt, the teacher may
also engage the student at these points. But, I submit,
the teacher should primarily relate to the student at the
point of the student's presuppositions, his beliefs, under
standings, attitudes about himself and his place in society
and nature.
What kind of engagement is this? It would, no
doubt, have numerous characteristics. The teacher
would be seeking the well-being of the student rather
than using him as an intellectual foil or brow-beating
him into acceptance of the teacher's own cherished
beliefs or using him as a means for an ego trip. The
teacher would help each student to articulate his own
assumptions, to clarify them, to evaluate them in the
light of good reasons and the best available information
from the various disciplines, and to remain loyal to his
presuppositions which withstand the force of the best
intellectual effort the student can make.
On the other hand, the student would open himself
to the intellectual engagement the teacher is seeking. He
would critically evaluate the teacher's perceptions and
presuppositions in order to understand himself better
and to take responsibility for the intelligent guidance of
his own life.
One implication of this sort of engagement is the
progressive achievement of freedom. "Freedom" here
does not mean that state of being set loose from controls,
laws, responsibilities and social expectations. Rather, it
is that kind of experience one has when he understands
the presuppositions on which he conducts his life so that
he can control them rather than be controlled by them.
If he does not understand himself, if he does not know
what his presuppositions are, then he is bound by them.
He is not free to choose among alternatives not pre
scribed by these presuppositions. Clearly, if he knows
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what the assumptions are, he may nevertheless decide to
do what he would have done had he not known them,
but at least he would have been able to make a
rational choice.
This sort of critical self-understanding-of Socrates'
"Know Thyself" -is not packageable in a neat four- or
even sixteen-year packet. Education in this sense is a
life-long activity. Hopefully, it would be for every man
a progressive movement toward freedom, enhancing the
quality of his life.
How might this goal of freedom be achieved? Three
intermediate goals might be : communication, per
spective and critical judgment. By "communication" I
mean the development of the skills of writing, speaking
and language use ( particularly English ) . Yet com
munication is more than this. Essentially, it is the kind
of relation a person has to himself and to his social,
cultural, physical environment when he can make sense
out of what he sees, hears, reads and feels. Whether it is
the environment of a ghetto, a white middle-class sub
urbia, a play, a painting or a political speech, he will
be able to understand it, make defensible judgments
about it, and when possible and needed enter into an
intelligent dialogue about it.
Clearly the establishing of communication in this
sense will demand of an individual that he know his own
biases and prejudices so that they will not unduly
influence his judgments or hamper his attempt to
understand his larger world. If it is the case that all of
us are social beings, and what we are is in large part the
result of our life in society, then to understand that
society is to understand something about ourselves.
By "perspective" I mean the ability to see where
in the historical scheme of things we fit. None of us
grew up in communities, attended schools, learned
disciplines which were free from the influence of the
traditions, values and understandings of the past. An
individual's past and his society's past significantly
condition the way he thinks, speaks, worships, and yet
the past does not have to be the only influence on his
behavior. He can choose among the alternatives
presented to him and create to some extent his own
future. Awareness of his past and the extent to which
he is influenced by it obviously contributes to an
individual's self-understanding and promotes his
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progressive achievement of freedom.
Finally, by "critical judgment" I mean finding
adequate criteria by which to evaluate judgments. We
daily make claims we believe are true. If we have
arrived at some crucial insight about ourselves, our
society, our history or how we ought to conduct our
lives or what to believe about God, on what grounds
are we going to support that insight so that we can
call it true?
That is a tough problem and none of us will settle
it for all time. Most of us settle on one of three possible
criteria : pragmatism, coherence or empiricism. A
pragmatist will say that a statement is true if it allows
him successfully to predict what will happen in the
future given the information at hand. To put it
another way, if he is faced with a problematic situation
and he advances a solution to that problem by means
of assertions, then the assertions will be true if, in fact,
the proposed solutions really are solutions to the problem
being faced. If you hold to the coherence criterion of
truth, you would want to accept as true only those
ideas which are consistent with the other ideas that are
yours and you believe to be true.
Most of us are less precise about the whole matter
than either of the two foregoing would require. We
usually believe that an idea is true if it refers to
something that can be touched, smelled, heard, seen or
tasted. We employ the test of experience.
Most of us, however, are not aware of the criteria
we are assuming when we make claims. In order for a
person to become aware of these criteria so that he can
reject them or remain loyal to them, he will have to
critically examine his own presuppositions.
The most obvious way to achieve this freedom is
by some rational means, such as logical analysis. Yet
the arts also can contribute to this goal.
Although the word "art" is an extremely vague
term ( it is not clear whether it means the activity of
creating an art object, the aesthetic experience of an
art object or the art object itself ) , I use it in the sense
of the work of art. What, then, is a "work of art" ?
Virgil Aldrick says in The Philosophy of Art that
"a work of art is a material thing produced for
prehension ( or appreciation ) as an aesthetic object."
In a list of works of art I would include Miller's
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Works of art serve as vehicles
for understanding ourselves and
our lives in society.

Dr. Buford

The Death of a Salesman, Dante's Divine Comedy,
Franck's Symphony in D Minor, Derain's painting,
Still Life with a Jug, and the ballet, Swan Lake. I
would not include any object which was made
primarily for utilitarian purposes, for example, a ball
point pen. Also I would exclude those objects which are
simply interesting only, such as the movie Godzilla
and the Smog Monster.
Obviously, there will be some differences of opinion
about what should and should not be included in a list
of art objects. Yet, by "the arts" I mean simply the
various kinds of art objects such as music, painting,
drama, films, and ballet.
Works of art are created for the purpose of
aesthetic enjoyment. They are intrinsically valuable ;
yet their meaning often goes beyond themselves, and
they serve as vehicles for understanding ourselves and
our lives in society.
A person establishes communication with his total
environment when he makes sense out of it. The arts
contribute to this relation because they at least convey
insights into the feelings, attitudes, fears and joys of
people around him, as well as providing different ways
of seeing the world. Also, the arts allow a person to
enter vicariously the worlds which are effectively closed
to him. For example, Bernard Malamud in his novel,
The Fixer, provides a way of entering into the experi
ences of a Russian Jew who leaves his small village in
search of a better way of life in the city. Malamud's
portrayal of Yakov helps us to "feel" what it means to
be a Jew in an anti-semitic society and to grasp
something of the web of events spun largely by forces
beyond his control. Features of life of which the reader
is at best only dimly aware, such as the tension between
his own interests and those of the state, those values
which for him are unimpeachable : hate, love, jealousy,
hope-all are brought into bold relief and explored by
Malamud. Somehow, after reading The Fixer, one sees
and understands dimensions of the human condition
which were formerly vague at best and closed at worst.
An individual achieves perspective when he sees
himself as an historical being, heir of traditions and
forger of a different pattern of life. Not all art forms
are concerned with perspective in this sense of the term,
but some art forms provide insight into and underSpring, 1972

standing of our cultural inheritance. Novels, such as
Gone with the Wind and The Sun Also Rises, and plays,
such as 1 776, ( assuming these are works of art ) , allow
us to enter into a way of life, a way of seeing things,
developed by the artist. ·with this new vision comes
understanding, both of ourselves and our society.
Although it is not so obvious, the arts can help us
develop criteria for making defensible judgments. For
example, in Candide Voltaire is not simply telling a story
about the misadventures of a foolish young man ; he is
saying that the view that this is the best of all possible
worlds does not make sense. It does not make sense
because it is not supported by that sort of evidence
available to all of us : experience. If one applies the
empirical criterion to assertions about this world, he
says, it becomes obvious that the world is evil rather
than good. In Candide we witness the development of
the empirical criterion of truth and, assuming the
correctness of this criterion, discover that some meta
physical and theological assertions are false.
Who can claim to have come to a full understanding
of himself? None of us, I suppose, has achieved full
freedom of rational choice-or ever will. For this
reason, at least, our education should never cease and
we should use the full resources of the arts as we accept
the challenge of assuming full responsibility for our
quality of life.
Dr. Thomas 0. Buford, chairman of the philosophy
department at Furman, is the editor of Toward a
Philosophy of Education, Holt, Rinehart and Winston,
1969, and Essays on Other Minds, University of Illinois
Press, 1970, and the author of several articles which have
been published in scholarly journals. He was selected
recently by the National Endowment for the Humanities
to receive a stipend of $2,000 to study 'The Place of
Intentionality in Learning" this summer. A native of
Overton, Texas, he received the B.A. degree from North
Texas State University, the B.D. from Southwestern
Baptist Theological Seminary and the Ph.D. from Boston
University. From 1962 until 1968, Dr. Buford served as
coordinator of interdisciplinary studies and associate
professor of philosophy at Kentucky Southern College.
He taught a year at North Texas State before coming
to Furman in 1 969.
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Dr. William Blackburn '21 has been a
powerful influence in the lives of some
of today's most successful writers.

Willian1 Blackburn:
Teacher of Writers
n March 30, 1954, Dr. William M. Blackburn,
professor of English at Duke University, received
a telegram from a former student saying, "Just
received contract to publish novel, Random House. May
I dedicate it to you?"
The former student was Mac Hyman of Cordele, Ga.
His novel, was indeed published that year, dedicated to
"William Blackburn" and titled No Time for Sergeants.
The book was an almost instant success, selling hundreds
of thousands of copies in hardback, millions in paper
back, and was eventually adapted for a play, a movie
and a television series.
In 1954 it had been seven years since Mac Hyman
read aloud his first short story in Dr. Blackburn's writing
class, but until Hyman's death in 1 963 Blackburn
remained one of the strongest influences in his life. After
leaving Duke, during long years of struggling to write
and publish, Hyman often spoke wistfully of the
writing class. "When I was at Duke," he wrote to Dr.
Blackburn in the fall of 1 947, "I could write a story and
get a certain amount of interest from the class and from
you, and then I was very excited about the thing and
was eager to start on the next one. That kept me going
pretty well for a time. But here if I don't publish a story,
I feel that it is an utter flop, which most of them [ are]
beginning to be, and that the whole thing has been a
waste of time."
During these years Hyman continued to seek advice
and encouragement from Dr. Blackburn. Blackburn, in
turn, put Hyman in touch with editors, entered one of
his stories in a writing contest judged by Robert Penn
Warren, and critiqued his stories, whenever he was asked.
In 1 949 Hyman wrote to him from Macon, Ga., "They
brought your letters to me from home and you don't
know what they have meant to me. I knew there is still
lots wrong with the story-in fact, I had decided the
thing was hopeless, but since hearing from you that you
think it does have potential possibilities, I feel so much
better about it that I even want to go to work on it
again."
Mac Hyman was not the only student to be en
couraged and sometimes sustained by this extraordinary
professor. During Dr. Blackburn's forty-three years of
teaching at Duke and, after his retirement, at Chapel
Hill, he has worked with talented students-taught,
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guided and inspired them with a degree of success
unusual in the history of American letters. Today,
many of his students are professional writers and some
are among the best in the nation.
Aside from Mac Hyman, probably most widely
known among his former students are William Styron,
who won the Pulitizer Prize in 1 967 with Confessions of
Nat Turner; Reynolds Price, whose A Long and Happy
Life won the Faulkner Foundation Award in 1 962 ; Fred
Chappel, whose Dagon was first widely acclaimed last
year in France ; Clay Felkner, editor of New York
Magazine; poet and critic Guy Davenport ; poet James
Applewhite ; and perhaps most recently, Ann Tyler who
studied with both Dr. Blackburn and Reynolds Price
and has had three novels published by Alfred A. Knopf.
A 192 1 graduate of Furman, Dr. Blackburn is an
author, scholar and editor in his own right. Although he
has never written fiction, he has published in journals,
written a book about Duke architecture, edited col
lections of letters by Joseph Conrad and Mac Hyman
and edited three volumes of works by undergraduates
and by professional writers from Duke. While he taught
at Duke, his course in Elizabethan and Seventeenth
Century Literature was as popular as his writing course,
but it is for his writing course that he is best known
beyond the campus.
Creative writing, Dr. Blackburn thinks, is a rather
silly name (you can't teach anyone how to write
"creatively" ) for a subject that has been taught at
least since the time of Aristotle under the name of
"rhetoric"-the study of what makes a story effective.
He believes it is possible to help students develop their
own sense of form and design by letting them read their
own words aloud, by analyzing them and reading and
analyzing proven works of literature.
Generally, he believes, writers are more sensitive to
the world around them than most people. They possess,
he says, a deep sense of conflict or, in other words, a
"narrative sense" of events in time. They are also deeply
interested in language and devoted to reading in general.
"I'm convinced there's a relationship between read
ing and writing," he says, "although it would be awfully
hard to say exactly what it is. Bill Styron has said that
he read a book by Tom Wolfe when he was in college
and he got so excited that he read all of his works in
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William Styron wrote some of his first
short stories for Dr. Blackburn 's class.

two weeks, nearly going blind in the process. I wonder
if this tremendous love of reading comes very early-if it
is not the deciding factor in pushing a young man or
woman towards a writing career?"
Although several of his students have become suc
cessful writers, Dr. Blackburn does not teach his writing
course for the purpose of "turning out" professional
writers.
"I'm very much irritated when people say, 'Well,
what genius are you turning out now?' as if I were run
ning a lathe. I've tried to avoid little sessions in which
you use the archepiscopal laying-on-of-hands and saying,
'You, a writer.' I think that's a very dangerous thing to
do because the gap between good undergraduate writing
and professional writing is so great and the chance of
success in the professional world is so small."
The drive must come from the individual, he says.
If a student discovers he has a knack for writing and if,
on further reflection and maturation, he discovers "he
can be happy only in writing, then he's got the bug."
If a student makes this discovery in his class, "that's
fine," but he justifies the course on a liberal arts basis.
"I feel that, unlike an academic course, the student is
thrown on his own experience. I think it sharpens his
memory, it sharpens his observation and it gives him a
respect for language and it subleties. Everything a stu
dent has goes into a good short story, and I count myself
lucky if I can get one good short story a year. In the
meantime, students who have not been too successful
have had this experience, which may deepen their
insight into the problems of writing and make them
better readers."

A

lthough Dr. Blackburn will accept no credit for the
success of his former students, he is still friends
with many of them, especially Styron, Chappell
and Price. He speaks fondly of them, telling about them
as they are now and as they were as students.
William Styron, he remembers, came to Duke with
a V- 1 2 unit in July, 1 943, after a year at Davidson. He
handed in his first story with a note on the title page,
'Dubiously submitted-Bill Styron.' Blackburn handed
back the story with the note : 'A sincere and beautiful
story ; you have got to the inwardness of your subject
and that is poetry.'
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"I can honestly say I saw William Styron start with
that first dramatic paper," Blackburn says.
On the other hand, when Reynolds Price came into
his class, he had had a very fine teacher in high school
and had started writing with her. "Reynolds was my
most self-assured student. He knew exactly what he
wanted to do by the time he got to my class. During his
senior year, in spite of a tremendous program-editing
the Archive, taking honors in history, winning a Rhodes
Scholarship-he wrote one of the best stories I think
he's ever written : "A Chain of Love." When he went to
Oxford, he became friends with Stephen Spender, who
published the story in Encounter."
The story Blackburn is most proud of, he says, from
the standpoint of his being "first reader," is that of Fred
Chappell, who is now professor of English at UNC in
Greensboro.
"Fred had been writing epic poems and long
stories since he was 1 4, perhaps. He came to Duke much
against his will, sent there by his parents. He came into
my class the last semester of his senior year and read a
sketch called 'January.' I called him aside and said,
'Fred, there's certainly nothing I ca� teach you. There
is something I can give you, though, and that is time.
Don't come to class. Just cut for the semester and see
what happens. So he came up with the first three chap
ters of his first novel, It Is Time, Lord."
Blackburn introduced Chappell to Peter Taylor,
dramatist, novelist and short story writer, who sent the
first chapter of his novel to The Sewanee Review, in
which it was published. Fred Chappell stayed at Duke
another year to work on his master's degree.
"At the end of his first year of graduate studies,"
says Blackburn, "he asked, 'Are you going to be around
this summer ?' I said, 'Yes.' He said, 'Would you mind if
I brought you 1 0,000 words of my novel every Friday
afternoon around 4 : 00 ?' I said, 'No, I wouldn't mind in
the least,' and so there it was for seven weeks running.
He completed his novel, and by August he had sent it to
Hiram Haydn, editor of Atheneum, who agreed to
publish it.''
After the novel was published, Dr. Blackburn sent
a copy of it to Maurice Edgar Coindreau, the famous
translator of Faulkner, who asked Chappell for per
mission to translate it into French. He later also transThe Furman Magazine

Tennessee Williams ( righ t )
attended t h e Blackburn Literary
Festival at Duke in 1969

lated Chappell's third novel, Dagon, complete with an
introduction.
"Maybe the main influence in Fred's It Is Time,
Lord is the modern French novel, with its emphasis on
the non-hero. His last two books are not exactly novels
of terror, but there's a great deal of terror in them, com
bined with a powerful sense of evil. I feel that they are
literature and-as I kept telling him-someday he will
be read. He is a very brilliant person."
Speaking again about Styron, who recently spent
an evening in his home, he says, "Bill has the gift of
total recall. I mean he can go to Charleston, spend one
night, take a walk and write a chapter for Set This
House on Fire with this city as its setting. Or he can go
by the University of Virginia and spend a night or two
and you get a chapter set in Charlottesville for Lie Down
in Darkness. Unlike Thomas Wolfe, who also had total
recall, he knows how to select from his memory.
"It's curious talking to a man like Styron . . . . Well,
there are two Styrons. There's the anguished writer, if
you will. Then there's the social Styron and you'd never
guess he's this man who. . . . I mean it's really frightening
to talk to people of such perception."
Dr. Blackburn feels that the controversy over Sty
ron's Confessions of Nat Turner was ridiculous. Styron,
who called his novel "A Meditation on History," was
attacked by black critics who objected to his writing as
if he knew what was in the mind of the black man, Nat
Turner, who led a slave rebellion in Virginia in the
1 830's.
"It is perfectly clear, as many a reader has said,"
says Blackburn, "that these are the memoirs of Nat
Turner as dreamt up by William Styron. It had to be
because the known facts about this rebellion wouldn't
cover a half of a typewritten page. You're dealing with
Aristotle's distinction between poetic truth and historic
truth.
"When Bill spoke at Chapel Hill last week, a Negro
gentleman got up and asked, in effect, 'How do you
account for your fancying that you can understand the
Negro psyche ? Bill's answer was very moving, I thought.
He said, 'Well, really, there's no such thing as a Negro
psyche as opposed to the white psyche. There's only the
human soul.' "
A few years after Mac Hyman's death, Dr. BlackSpring, 1972

burn decided to edit a collection of Hyman's letters,
letters mainly concerning his career as a writer. He was
encouraged to do so by the late Jessie Rehder, then head
of the creative writing program at UNC, and by Max
Steele, a Furman alumnus of the class of 1 943, who now
heads the UNC writing program and was one of
Mac Hyman's close friends. In 1 969 the Louisiana State
University Press published the volume under the title
Love, Boy.
"To me this is the story of the failed writer, who
perhaps was, as a writer, too dependent on other people,"
Blackburn says. "I think it is an immensely sad book."
Love, Boy is also an immensely funny book because
Mac Hyman was an immensely funny writer. In 1 963,
about six months before his death, he wrote to Max
Steele, describing his version of the rehearsal of an ABC
network television show honoring Dr. Blackburn.
Speaking of B., I received your letter in
Greenville, [N. C.] (where I am not now-I am in
Cordele now ; going to Florida tomorrow. ) just after
getting back from New York where I had been in
order to appear on a TV show called "Meet the
Professor" with Blackburn ( he was the prof. being
honored ) with Styron, Reynolds Price, and another
fellow from Duke by the name of Fred Chappell who
has a book coming out soon. It was kind of fun in a
way ; they paid the expenses so we stayed at the
Plaza and lived elegantly. It was to be one of the
cultural things, a kind of impromptu discussion that
Blackburn kept trying to plan in detail. "I'll say this
to you and then you say that." We went through two
hours of that kind of rehearsal the day before and it
got worse and worse and Blackburn got more and
more nervous. ( He had called me three times giving
me exactly the same information--once all the way
from New York to Greenville. ) Everybody would
chit-chat and nobody would take his planning
seriously. Then the TV men would try to explain
how they wanted it, and this would embarrass him.
They wanted to show him as the good professor with
us saying nice things about him. They wanted to
show we were all friends. Blackburn would say he
didn't see any sense in saying things like that. "The
mere fact that we are all sitting here," he would say,
"shows that we are getting along. I don't see any
point in mentioning things like that." I nstead, he
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The first Furman graduate to receive a
Rhodes Scholarship, Blackburn studied
at Oxford three years.
Dr. Blackburn and former students
(from left ) Fred Chappell, William
Styron, Reynolds Price and Mac
Hyman on ABC television program
"Meet the Professor" in 1963.
wanted to discuss

high school

teachers who influenced

us as writers and the theory that most writers had
had lonely childhoods between the ages of thirteen
and sixteen during which period they did a lot of
reading. I told him that I personally didn't care to sit
on TV with a bunch of people watching and discuss
my lonely childhood. All the others agreed with this,
and Blackburn pouted. Reynolds wanted to discuss
the time that he (Blackburn ) threw a chair at one
of the students. The TV people didn't like this line,
and finally Blackburn came up with the notion that
we discuss the way writers become

aware

of things.

He mentioned Styron's great feeling for water and
things like that. I said I thought that would be
embarrassing too. If Willie wanted to discuss how
he became aware of water, it would be all right, but
I didn't want to discuss things like that. Blackburn
began to get right miserable. And the more miserable
he got, the happier everybody was.
Did you see it by any chance ? It was on last
Sunday. I haven't seen it myself. Actually, it went off
alright. We went down the next day and they taped
about forty-five minutes of profound discussion with
the idea of trimming it down later, and I believe
it worked all right. Blackburn and Styron carried
the ball most of the way, and we chit-chatted all
right. We got off on one or two silly subjects. One of
them was how young writers are influenced by other
writers and whether or not they were influenced too
much and whether or not it was a good idea to
read ( this was after the subject began running away
with us ) to read good writers or not, and we went on
about this until we reached the dead-end of the whole
question which unfortunately ended with me so that
I came out with the bright remark : "Well, if you
are not going to read good writers, who are you going
to read ?" which I thought was bright at the time,
but suddenly succeeded, I thought, in making all of
us-me especially-look kind of silly. Anyhow, we
dropped that then and went on to some more
impromptu profundity.

What Mac Hyman probably did not know when he
wrote the letter was that as the program actually ap
peared on television the sound track cut away from the
conversation several times so that, as each writer spoke
and the cameras focused on him, Dr. Blackburn's voice
could be heard telling about each of them. Even on this
occasion, which was supposed to honor him, Blackburn
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managed to turn attention away from himself and onto
his famous students.
He is still doing it. He is a large man and kind, with
great inner vitality and a keen, dry sense of humor, but
he is also an intensely sensitive and private person, and
questions about his own phenomenal success disturb
him. Usually very "quick" and an excellent story teller,
he lapses into sighs and long pauses and safe, non
commital things, like, "Well, there really isn't much to
that . . . ."
One obvious fact : teaching remains immensely
important to him. Although he retired at Duke in 1 969,
he now teaches a course in writing two afternoons a
week at the University of North Carolina at Chapel
Hill. He lives with his wife, Roma, in a faculty neighbor
hood near the Duke campus and moves easily between
the two college communities. In his devotion to teaching
he is articulate enough about his specialty-on an im
personal basis-to "carry the ball" on network TV or
anywhere else, but he is perhaps even more comfortable
with the plain facts of his life and the story behind those
facts of a Scotch-Irish American who was born in
Persia and grew up in South Carolina.

W

illiam Blackburn was born in Uramiah, Persia,
the son of Presbyterian missionaries, and lived
in Persia until he was five years old. When his
father returned to the United States, he became a Bap
tist minister and served pastorates in the Carolinas. The
Blackburns lived in Seneca, S. C., until Bill was 1 3, and
he still thinks of Oconee County as home.
"I believe the first time I ever heard of Furman,"
he says, "was when a boy from Seneca went to Furman
and learned how to dance and play cards and made a
bad record." This impressed the minister's son. He later
attended his first musical concert in the Greenville
Woman's College auditorium with a teacher from
Seneca and found the experience "very thrilling."
His grandmother paid his tuition to enter Furman
shortly before the end of World War I. At Furman he
worked on the staffs of the Bonhomie, The Hornet and
the Echo, sang in the Glee Club, was president of the
Booster's Club and won several awards. Graduating in
1 92 1 , he received a $ 1 00 scholarship to study English
literature at Yale, where he supported himself a year by
The Furman Magazine

working in "hash houses." He then taught for a year at
Carnegie Institute of Technology in Pittsburgh.
At the suggestion of a friend he traveled to Colum
bia, S. C., to apply for a Rhodes Scholarship. After
the interview, he took a train early one Sunday morning
to return to Pittsburgh, just missing a telegram telling
him that he had won. When he arrived in Pittsburgh,
he had a telegram from his friend Bill DeVane, a fellow
Furman alumnus who was then teaching at Yale (and
later became dean of Yale College ) , saying, "Praise
God and little Willie." "I didn't know what God and I
were being praised for," he says.
Blackburn soon received a letter telling him to
choose his college at Oxford, and not knowing that South
Carolinians were supposed to choose Christ Church, he
chose Trinity College because he "liked the looks of
its gates" in a photograph. Since Trinity accepted only
students from two other states, he was turned down by
Trinity and ended up at Hertford College, whose most
illustrious son is the poet John Donne. Once at Oxford,
since he was not a graduate of a prestigious university
like Harvard or Yale, he was required to take a pre
liminary examination called "Pass Moderations."
"I memorized the texts set for the examination
e.g. the first part of Goethe's Faust and Tacitus's
Agricola and Germania-but the catch was in having to
turn unseen English paragraphs into German or into
Latin prose," he says. "It was nice to discover that even
Oxford could be merciful."
He remained at Oxford three years, electing the
Spring, 1972

Honours School of English language and literature. He
received the B.A. in 1 926 and the M.A. in 1 929.
Before returning to the United States in 1 926, he
wrote to William Preston Few, the president of Duke
University, inquiring about a teaching job. President
Few promptly cabled him an offer.
When Dr. Blackburn arrived at Duke that fall, the
university was less than two years old; the Woman's
College was being built and ground was being cleared
in preparation for the Gothic buildings of the Men's
Campus. He began teaching on the Woman's College
campus and continued to teach there during his entire
career at Duke.
In 1 930 he returned to Yale and completed course
work for his Ph.D. He did not receive that degree until
1 943, however, partly because he undertook such an
ambitious project, a critical edition of Matthew Arnold's
Literature and Dogma.
Dr. Blackburn became interested in Joseph Conrad
and in 1 956, after a ten-year search, discovered 73
unpublished letters by Conrad in Kirkcaldy, Scotland.
Conrad had written the letters to Davis S. Meldrum, his
Edinburgh publisher's representative in London, and they
belonged to Meldrum's daughter. Miss Meldrum gave
him the letters and he returned to Edinburgh "very
much touched by her generosity and proud of my good
luck. That was the happiest moment of my life," he
says. He then cabled the Duke Library for $800 to buy
the letters. This discovery led in 1 958 to the publication
of The Letters of Joseph Conrad to William Blackwood
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rl"j/e impressed you with the idea
of writing as a moral act. "

and Davis S. Meldrum, which won praise from The
London Times Literary Supplement, the New Yorker
and The New York Times Book Review.
When Dr. Blackburn first came to Duke, no course
in writing was offered for credit, although a group of
students had been meeting informally for years to read
and discuss poetry. About 1 932, he remembers, he was
assigned a class in essay writing.
"One of the girls in the class-it was made up of
girls, as a matter of fact-said, 'Essay writing is all very
well, but some of us want to write stories.' I said, 'Well,
I'll try to learn how to criticize stories if that's what you
want to do.' So they were given the choice of writing
stories or essays. In a year or two the chairman of the
English department very reluctantly put this composition
course, English 1 03 - 1 04, into the catalogue and in time
men were admitted to it.''
Dr. Blackburn's writing class met in his combination
office-classroom in the East Duke Building on the
Woman's College campus. He usually limited the class
to 15 students, whom he selected on the basis of material
they had submitted. The class was informal, with stu
dents sitting around a table, reading their works and
listening to discussions of them. For many years Dr.
Blackburn served tea, but he stopped because it got to
be too much trouble.
"We had to haul the water in and the only place
to throw the dirty water was out the window, which
seemed to be undignified, but I did it nevertheless. I
once showed President Few what the problem was ; I
told him what we needed was a spigot and a drain, and
he looked at me as if to say, 'I know you are out of your
mind,' but he didn't say anything at all."
In the early years, Dr. Blackburn says, he used to
require his students to write a great number of papers,
but in recent years he has settled on requiring three
papers, roughly 2,000 words each, at certain intervals
during the first part of the term. The last six weeks of
the semester are devoted to writing a 5,000 word short
story.
Dr. Blackburn's reputation as a teacher of writers
has spread far beyond the Duke campus. References to
him and his class have appeared in various national
publications, and in 1 965 an article in The London
Times Literary Supplement said, "A skillful writer or
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critic may indeed be able to point out lapses in point
of view, stylistic infelicities or particular talents and
weaknesses of which the young writer himself is un
aware : he can perhaps, then, do the job of a good
editor. But surely there are few 'teachers' with the
combination of critical acumen and charisma which
makes this job feasible : William Blackburn of Duke
University is such a man . . . .''
In 1 962 a group of his former students established
a scholarship in his name at Duke in appreciation for
his work. In 1 969, the year he retired, the Duke literary
festival ( which he began in 1 959 ) was renamed the
William Blackburn Literary Festival and since then has
brought such distinguished writers as Tennessee
Williams, Stephen Spender, William Styron, Robert
Lowell and Saul Bellow to the campus.

r. Blackburn would have you believe he has just
been an interested observer in the lives of his
students. "I consider all of this an accident," he
says. "Bill Styron would have come to Duke whether I
was there or not. Fred Chappel came against his
wishes. . . . "
It is true he has left no visible mark on their lives.
"One can search through the work of William Styron or
Fred Chappell or the late Mac Hyman or Anne Tyler
and find nothing that is plainly William Maxwell Black
burn," wrote Ralph S. Smith, Jr., in an editorial in the
Winston-Salem, N. C., Twin City Sentinel last year. "In
some strange way, he has inspired men and women to
write without tattooing himself across their work. He has
put himself into their minds-and then erased himself,
leaving the Styrons and the Chappells and the Prices and
the Tylers to work out their own peculiar designs. Like
Count Metternich, his signature is everywhere without
actually being anywhere."
Yet Chappell, Styron and Price ( and Hyman when
he was alive ) have stated-sometimes very eloquently
that he has been a powerful influence in their lives.
"We have been very closely involved with him," says
Reynolds Price, who now teaches the creative writing
course at Duke which most closely resembles Black
burn's course, "because that was part of his genius as
a teacher-his ability to be a friend in the best sense of
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Former student ]ames Wise,
associate editor of Duke
Alumni Register, and Dr.
Blackburn on Duke campus.

the word. He is such a tremendously generous, kind man.
If he believed in you-that you were a gifted writer-he
would go to almost any lengths to do whatever he could
for you.
"He did what few teachers did ten or twenty years
ago or do now," Price says. "He took students seriously
as human beings. He did not treat them as though they
were just kids to be dealt with for 50 minutes. He
dealt with them as though they were important people
whom he respected because they had something that he
honored and that was creative ability, however elemen
tary it might be at that point.
"He gave you something that was harder to get
than technical advice and that was tremendous con
fidence in you and a very sane enthusiasm. He was
measured in his praise and ungushing about it, but you
knew you could believe him.
"And he didn't have any secret methods. People
always say, 'How really did he do it?' He didn't know
how he did it, like so many great teachers-so many
great anything-it was a form of magic. I've known some
very great teachers at Duke, Harvard and Oxford, but I
have never known another teacher like him in my life."
William Styron has often said that he was fortunate
to have been sent to Duke in the Marines and that Dr.
Blackburn was the "deciding influence" on him. In a
conversation with playwright Arthur Miller, which was
published in a recent issue of Audience magazine, he
said that the great thing about Dr. Blackburn, and also
about Hiram Haydn with whom he later studied, was
that "as teachers, both of them created a broth, an
environment in which young people were allowed to get
truly excited. And I think, in retrospect, that both
Blackburn and Haydn lavished, in a sensible way,
possibly too much praise. But far better that, because at
this impressionable age you want a festive attitude
toward life."
Fred Chappell, who teaches at UNC at Greensboro
and has recently published a book of poetry, wrote about
Dr. Blackburn in a letter recently :
He wasn't always right, but he was more
valuable than if he had been. It takes a long time
for a teacher to realize that his task is only partly
that of the critic. He must uphold substantive critical
values, right enough, but he is never to rank or grade
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literary production. Some teachers never learn this
fact, but Dr. Blackburn probably knew it by
temperament.
This is to say, he erred on the side of the angels.
His mistakes were those of precipitate enthusiasm and
generous sympathy-not forced or dishonest. When
he liked something you had written you felt
momentarily equal to Sidney or Drayton . . . . Well,
to Arthur Hugh Clough, anyway. And though you
knew at the time that the exhilaration was fleeting
and would have to be tempered by knowledge of his
generosity, the excitement was no less heady.
He never taught writing merely as writing. He
never said,

"Playboy

will buy this story," or,

"I can almost see this in

Sewanee Review."

He taught

writing as literature, as a part of a civilized discourse
that always had been and always would be going on.
When you wrote a story, no matter how naive or
clumsy, he made you feel that you had contributed to
the great conversation.
He impressed you with the idea of writing as a
moral act. When a story was phoney or cute or
pretentious or callow, you felt that you had done a
wrong thing, like telling an inadvertent lie. Not
something to ponder remorsefully, but something to
correct ; an error curable by earnest labor.
That's how it was : he taught pride and
humility all at once. I know of no other teacher
who can do it.

On Monday after Easter this year Dr. Blackburn
showed a visitor around the Duke campus. They were
walking through the gardens when they met one of Dr.
Blackburn's white-haired colleagues and a young man
with long sideburns and fairly long hair.
"Ah, Bill," said the professor, "I want you to
meet . . . , and introductions were made all around.
After a few moments the conversation seemed over,
and Dr. Blackburn turned to walk away. But the young
man came after him, asking, "Are you the Dr. Blackburn
who teaches writing?"
Dr. Blackburn said yes, he was, and the young man
asked, "Are you teaching a class now?" Dr. Blackburn
explained that he was teaching a course at Chapel Hill.
"That's great," the young man said. "I would like
very much to take your course." He and Dr. Blackburn
talked a few minutes longer before they parted.
D
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Tiny Little Blues
By Ed Boggan

artin, living on a generous annuity doled out of
a trust fund that would become completely his
on his twenty-sixth birthday, could well afford
to spend his afternoons at the Hotch Potch Club on
Pleat Street, playing the same chess game (Emanuel
Lasker v. Jose Capablanca, St. Petersburg, 1 9 1 4 ) over
and over again, day after day; and so he did. Every
day within thirty minutes after his lunch he would retire
to the club's writiog room, where he would sit next to
the same window in the same tall, deep, red, comfortable
chair, fronted by the same manual opened to the same
page, and he would play the same game he had played
the day before, and would play the next day, on the
same board, with the same men of hypermodern design
made of the same hypermodern stuff they were always
made of.
And things would have gone on like that, with
Emanuel beating Jose every time at every turn no
matter how often Martin played out the possible
variations of the key moves, things would have gone on
like that forever, or at least until Martin's twenty-sixth
birthday, or until Martin was dead, and perhaps even
then, somewhere, and that would have been fine, but
one day, a day like any other day really, the short,
red-haired cherub lawyer in a perfectly tailored perfectly
tan suit with heavy, black-rimmed glasses, shiny brown
wing-tips, and white teeth tip-toed across the writing
room, leaned slightly forward over Martin, and asked
softly : "Play a game ?"
Martin jerked his head upward to face the cherub,
wearing that look he always wore when he was taken
unaware, and said : "What?"
"Play," said the cherub, gesturing tentatively at the
board. "A game. Of chess. Would you like to play a
game of chess ?"
Martin was on guard now. He had never seen the
cherub at the club before, though the cherub was there
almost as much as Martin was ; possibly because he was
always so engrossed in his game, the cherub was a
stranger to him, and he was always wary of strangers.
He had, after all, no way of knowing whether or not the
cherub was one of these presumptuous clots who mistake
a common interest for a common bond and then proceed
to force their miserable existences on us for the rest of
our lives. One of the great truths that Martin had
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learned in his young life, and he had learned quite a
few, being, as everyone said, old beyond his years, was
that a common interest did not necessarily imply any
thing ; and those who had not learned this truth were
invariably clots and to be avoided. However, feeling
especially adventurous that day, Martin said yes.
The cherub drew white and played a queen's pawn
opening, to which Martin responded with the Nimzo
Indian defense, a difficult defense, one must admit, but
one almost always favored by Martin for its eccentricity,
which he felt gave him a distinct psychological
advantage. The psychological advantage of the Nimzo
Indian defense was wasted on the cherub, however, as
Martin soon realized ; for while chess was to Martin an
avocation, he having won several amateur tournaments
here and abroad, to the cherub it was only a hobby.
Martin detested hobbies.
The cherub not only did not bother to ask about
any time limit on moves, but drank and smoked little
cigars while they played and even attempted to engage
Martin in conversation. To the cherub's endless talk
Martin would smile and nod politely, and some members
of the Hotch Potch Club swear that they actually heard
him say Yes and No several times, but all the while
Martin's mind was on the game and on it only, as would
have been apparent to anyone who knew him. Since no
one knew him, this fact was not apparent to anybody.
They played three games and Martin won them all,
and throughout the afternoon the cherub never stopped
talking about his job, the case he was working on at the
time, a Miss Pettibog's uncle's will, and something about
probate, getting it out of, and how i�Jvolved it all was,
more involved than anything the cherub had ever
encountered before, more involved than even the famous
case he had studied so much in law school and which he
was sure Martin had heard of, but the name of which
he could not quite recall at the moment, even though
it was right on the tip of his tongue all the time. Martin
smiled and nodded and may have even said yes or no
before he checked the cherub into his third resignation.
And the cherub glanced at his watch and blanched
white and had to leave hurriedly, but not so hurriedly
that he did not have time to thank Martin and ask to
meet him again the next day for a few more games, and
not so hurriedly that Martin did not have time to smile
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Martin played chess by himself every
afternoon until he met the cherub.

and nod and, perhaps, even say yes.
And things would have gone on like that, with
Martin playing three games with the cherub and
winning them all every day, with the cherub drinking
his drinks and smoking his little cigars and talking more
and more, as he always did, about the involved Pettibogprobate case, things would have gone on like that
forever, or at least until Martin or the cherub or both
of them died, had it not been precisely for that involved
Pettibog probate case, which was, in all likelihood, not
that involved at all, and which was certainly not to any
degree as involved as the famous case that the cherub
had studied so much in law school, the name of which
he never could quite recall, even though it was always
on the end of his tongue every day.
The problem was that the more the cherub told
Martin about the involved Pettibog probate case the
more involved it became, and soon the cherub had
time for only two games of chess an afternoon ; and then
only one ; and finally ended up as a member in bad
standing at the Hotch Potch Club.
:Martin called the cherub's office one morning, but
his secretary said that he was very involved with work
on the Pettibog probate case and could not be disturbed.
"It's awful," said the cherub's secretary. "It's the only

case he works on at all now and he works on it all the
time. I never see him when he isn't working on the
Pettibog probate case. I've never seen anyone so involved
in anything. It's awful."
And it was awful. Martin went back to playing the
same game every afternoon at the club, and one morning
each week he called the cherub's office, and every time
the secretary told him, in her voice more thin than
delicate, more flat than even, the same thing : that it was
awful ; that the Pettibog probate case was the only case
that the cherub was considering and that he was con
sidering it all the time ; that she never saw him when he
was not considering it ; that she had never seen anyone
so involved in anything ; and that it was awful. She
always said "It's awful" twice.
Who knows ? perhaps Martin began to worry about
the cherub's health, sitting by that window every
afternoon playing that same game over and over again,
but in the long run it all turned out fine, because that
Miss Pettibog, whoever she was, married the cherub
and took him away on a long honeymoon vacation
cruise around the world for the rest of his life, and
Martin sat by the window, and things went on like
that, you know, forever, and it was fine.
D

This year Ed Boggan was one of two recipients of the
Mattie Hipp Scholarship in Fine Arts, awarded annually
at Furman to students showing the greatest promise
in fine arts. Son of a retired Army officer, Ed has
lived all over the United States and in Germany, but
considers Washington, D. C., home because he lived
there longer than any place else. After moving when
he was in the sixth grade, moving did not bother him,
he says. ((If you grow up in that kind of situation, you
gain a certain ability to adapt to new people and
appreciate people for what they are-wherever they are
and whatever they are like-because you have to or you
couldn't stand it." Ed decided he wanted to become a
writer when he was about 12 years old, after reading a
science fiction novel. His essays and stories, including
((Tiny Little Blues," have been published in The Echo.
Spring, 1972
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Letters

The winter issue of

Magazine

Would you be good enough to remove
my name from the mailing list of your
publication. I find it offensive and do
not care for it to enter my home.
James Lowell Battle, Jr. '54
Atlanta, Ga.

Would it be possible for you to send me
a copy of the winter, 1 9 72 , edition ?

have an excellent selection of articles

Mrs. Jan Hendricks, an alumnus of

some quite provocative and all very

your school and a member of this church,

informative. I appreciated especially

has shown me a copy. There are some

Larry Estridge's "Prospects for Peace,"

excellent articles in it.

John Crabtree's "The Real Differences,"

I t would be great if I could be on

and the article on student voting. Also, I

your mailing list, but maybe that is

enjoyed your profiles on my longtime

asking too much !

friends, Ernie Harrill, Mac Walters and
Dwight A. Neuenschwander

Norah Mullens.

Pastor
William Bagwell '47

The First Baptist Church

Director

Boulder, Colo.

College-Community Service

If they are available, would you please

Center

send me two or three additional copies
of the winter, 1972, issue of

The Furman

is another award winner ! You

Cheyney State College

The Furman

Cheyney, Pa.

Magazine.

The Furman Magazine

Pride is a word, and a feeling, which
I generally try to shun. But as a 1 959

Douglas A. Smith

graduate of Furman in political science,

Manager

I could not avoid a feeling of pride for
Dr. Harrill and for Furman when I read

Congratulations to all concerned on the

the winter issue.

winter, 1972, issue of

And the magazine itself is another fine
example of an exceptional institution.
If the additional copies are not avail

p the

able, please kee
contribution.

enclosed
as a
.

Henry P. Jones '59

is great and

getting greater !

WFBC Television
Greenville, S. C .

The Furman

Magazine.
It's an example of how really good

The Furman Maga

such a college publication can be

T h e winter issue o f

format, typography, content, etc. I ' m

zine

sure most readers will read it cover t o

pictures and drawings and the colorful

is extremely interesting-its contents,

cover and that represents a rarely

cover where Dr. Harrill looks like a 1 900

achieved objective.

parson !

Assistant Professor of
Political Science
Stephen F. Austin State
University

Robert J. Sailstad

Mrs. J. R. Sampey, Jr.

Director

Greenville, S. C .

Educational Affairs and
Public Information
The Duke Endowment
C harlotte, N. C .

I enjoyed very much the last issue of

The Furman Magazine.

It's very nice to

read that "all's right with the world,"

The Furman Magazine

Walter Simister, Jr.

at Furman, anyway.
I suggest that you use the psychology

I enjoy receiving

very much. I read it from cover to cover.

I meant t o write long ago to commend

department for an issue sometime. I

you on the latest edition of

would be glad to send a long list of

Magazine.

comments that you can perhaps use.

under all but Mr. Gordon and thus

The Furman

President & Treasurer
S & V Corporation
Greenville, S. C.

I majored in political science

intend to frame your imaginative cover
Becky Bowling Bond ' 7 1

as a fond reminder of some of my best

Denton, Texas

friends at Furman.

The Furman Magazine

One of my students gave me a copy of

The Furman Magazine,
has always

meant a lot to me because it consistently

winter, 1 9 72 . I

had finished reading the article
"Prospects for Peace"-then left my

says so much about Furman, progressive

office. Someone "got away" with the

I was loaned a copy of

The Furman

education and contemporary issues. It is

copy. A glance at the other articles

Magazine/winter 1 9 72

and was much

one of the finest publications of its kind

assured me of as interesting reading as

impressed by an article entitled "God

that I see and I hope the quality will

the article I read.

sakery and Hellwithery" by Ernest J.

continue to be beyond reproach. I wish

Walters, Jr.

that it could be published at least six

become better acquainted with the

times a year, but I understand that

academic atmosphere via the magazine.

If copies of this article are available,

Do you have a spare copy? I'd like to

I would very much appreciate your

finances have caused it to be cut rather

I'd say your University does a splendid

sending one to the address shown below.

than expanded.

job of journalism (magazine very attrac

Please add this letter to those who
John M. Burhoe

share my sentiments for expansion of this

Director

vital quality link to our friends and to

Fort Eustis Residence

Furman.

Professor A. T. Fiore

Embry-Riddle Aeronautical
University
Fort Eustis, Va.

tive and lively presentation of articles
treated ) . Congratulations.

Department of Government
Mark W. Kellogg '68

University of San Francisco

Nicholson, Ga.

San Francisco, Calif.

The Voice
God never calls me by my nicknames.
He's always formal when he talks. He calls,
"AL-fred . . . ," but not so formal as to use
My surname either, or my middle name,
And never sounds out all three names in full.
Then too he always speaks with rising pitch,
In tones of urgency and blame : "Al-FRED . . . ."
Imperious too, he calls me when I've stopped
To nap a moment on the frontroom couch,
Or merely rest my book and close my eyes
To think or doze a second in my chair,
Or in the dead of night when fast asleep,
Or think I am, or should be any way.
Then there it is, the voice that startles me,
Sounding like the voice of someone whom
I know, or once knew, but who now is dead,
Or far away, and has no claim on me.
That's how I know it's God who calls, "Al-fred . . . . "
And then, most strangely formal of his ways,
He never once has said more than my name,
Just calls to get me ready, then leaves,
Without a clue to what he wants me up to do.

By

Alfred Reid

Placeholder
Instead of the one
I thought I'd be,
I'm nothing
but a cipher,
the ends of me
every day
curved to form
an absence.
Lofty ones
use me for placeholders
and make of my zero
numbers of great importance.
Whether right of their integers
or right of their points,
I order my naughts
to render their sums.
It will take
a calculating genius
to decipher me now
into even half the one
I should have be
come if I
had straightened
my circumferences.
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