
PIECES ’ 2 
Brooks, John Reed, Conrad Aiken, E. E. Cummings and Malcolm
Cowley — it must have been the nearest I ever came to extracting
genealogical marrow from old print. Occasionally Marvin Barrett,
the president, or Bowden Broadwater, Pegasus, would come
through the office, give a start at seeing me at the same chair and
table where he had glimpsed me on the last visit and go off to do his
work.

The following academic year, *41-’42, Bruce Barton, Jr., was
elected^president and John Crockett became Pegasus. We had trou­
bles instantly. Barton, called Pete, was the son of Bruce Barton, Sr.,
an advertising magnate as well known in his period as was Nicholas
Murray Butler, and for that matter one could find similarities. (Bar-
t6nmust have been the last of the advertising tycoons who believed
passionately in a strenuous Jesus with muscles.)

His son, in compensation, was a gentleman. Pete Barton was the
7- nicest guy a lot of us met at Harvard, and with his blond hair, good

if somewhat pinched features and fundamental decency, he could
have passed for Billy Budd if 1) he had not gone to Deerfield, which
left him a little more patrician than yeoman in manner, and if 2) he
had had more beef. But he was gentle, he was quietly literary, and
his father had millions. Since The Advocate was in its usual caul­
dron of debt, no other man would have been so appropriate to serve
as president. Barton might even have had a benign, well-financed
and agreeable administration if not for the new Pegasus, John
Crogkett, a man as talented as ClaggatJ/4nd equally riven in his soul
by detestation of our Billy Budd.

Being innocent of Crockett’s propensities for literary evil, we
were a happy group coming into the office. The magazine would be
ours. We would print what we wished. Our first issue, therefore,
consisted of each of us putting in his own story. Crockett then took
our gems to a printer in Vermont. This was, I think, in November.
By February wc still did not have a magazine. Crockett kept assur­
ing us the printer would soon deliver. None of us ever called him.
Crockett had promised us that the inexpensive rate he had managed
to extract from the Linotype mills of the Vermont woods would be
ruined forever if we broke any of our voices on the printer’s ear.
Therefore, we waited. Nervously, impatiently, suspiciously, we
waited for the issue with our stories.

Instead, Crockett came back with the seventy-fifth anniversary
edition of The Advocate, a little work of love Crockett had gotten to­
gether by himself over the last year — in truth, a prodigious push of
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Pegasus-manship — collecting poems, pieces and comment from the
fine ranks of Wallace Stevens, Horace Gregory, Djuna Barnes,
Marianne Moore, Robert Hillyer, Frederic Prokosch, Mark Schorer,

■ John Malcolm Brinnin, Richard Eberhart, Bowden Broadwater,
William Carlos Williams, plus a poem by John Crockett, “The
Sulky Races at Cherry Park.” It was a mammoth virtuoso literary
crypto-ClA affair back in March of ’42, and none of us on The Ad­
vocate hacLhad the first clue as to what Crockett was cooking. As for
the issue 'with our stories —• Crockett promised to get to that next.
The expression on his young but sour face told us what he thought
of our stories. Crockett, incidentally, while not as well-
featured as John Dean had a great resemblance to him — 1 remem­
ber his tortoiseshell glasses, high forehead and thin pale hair.

Pete Barton had been agitated for weeks at the long wait on our
first issue. Painfully aware of his father’s weight in the world, he
was invariably overscrupulous never to push his own. He had sus­
pended himself into a state of forbearance worthy of a Zen warrior
considering the immense agitation the late appearance of the maga­
zine had caused. When the anniversary issue appeared (to rich criti­
cal reception in {he Boston papers, worse luck!) Barton finally dem­
onstrated his father’s blood. He called an emergency meeting where

< he calumniated himself for his derelictions of attention, took the full
blame for the financial disaster of the issue (it had cost something
like three times as much as more modest issues; our debt on the
consequence had doubled overnight) and — Billy Budd to the last,
absent even to intimations of a further notion to evil — stated that
he would not ask for Crockett’s resignation if he could expect his co­
operation on future projects.

Crockett replied with a nod of his head and a profound turning of
our collective head. Having heard, he said, that Somerset Maugham

t would be in the Boston area during April, he had sent an invitation
to Maugham to come to a party that The Advocate would be happy

i to throw in his honor, and Maugham had accepted. Maugham had
accepted.

This piece of news ran around the ring of Cambridge like a parti-
; c e m a cyclotron. Nothing in four years at Harvard, not Dunkirk,
i earl Harbor or the blitz, not even beating Yale and Princeton in

I same season for the first time in years, could have lit Harvard up
I j Ot.tO ** invitcd to that party was equal to signifying that
I %£ad mismanaged one’s life.
I e literary grandees of the faculty sent their early acceptance:
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F. O. Matthiessen, Theodore Spencer and Robert Hillyer in the
van; the officers of The Lampoon sucked around; housemasters
wives asked how things were going at The Advocate. On the night
of the party, four hundred souls in four hundred bodies as large as
Patrick Moynihan's and as delicate as Joan Didion s came to the
small rooms on the third floor and packed themselves in so com­
pletely that you ended by bringing your drink to your lips around
the wrist of the strange forearm in front of your face. The noise of
cocktail gabble anticipated the oncoming shapings of time —one
would not hear the sound again until the first jet planes fired up
their engines at an airport. Drinks were passed overhead. If you did
not reach at the right time, another hand plucked the drink. It did
not matter. More was on its way. Glasses bounced like corks over
white choppy Harvard hands. From time to time, word would pass
like wind through grass that Maugham had just entered the build­
ing, Maugham was having trouble getting up the stairs, Maugham
was through the door. Maugham was in the other room. We formed
phalanxes to move into the other room; we did not budge. A pha­
lanx cannot budge a volume that is impacted. The lovely smile of
resignation was on the lips of faculty wives: It is the establishment
smile that says, “Life is like that — the nearest pleasures are not to
be tasted.” After a half hour of such smiling into the face of a
stranger as one brought one's arm around her neck to get at one’s
drink, the wind came through the grass again. Maugham, we heard,
was at the door. Maugham was slowly going down the stair. Somer­
set Maugham was gone.

Hands passed drinks above the impacted mass. Eyes flashed in
that hard gemlike smile of pride retained when opportunity is lost.
In another half hour, there was a lessening of pressure on one’s
chest, and bodies began to separate. After a while, one could walk
from room to room. What was the point? Maugham was gone.

It was only on the next day, after the claims of liars had been
checked against the quiet evidence of reliable witnesses who had
found themselves analogously empretzeled in every room and on
the stairs, that the news came back. By every sound measure of
verification, Somerset Maugham had never been in The Advocate
building that night. Crockett, now confronted, confessed. Out of his
unflappable funds of phlegm, he allowed that he had known for
weeks Somerset Maugham was not coming — the great author had
been kind enough to send a telegram in answer to the invitation.
“Certainly not," it said.



S • Our Man at Harvard

It was too late to ask Crockett to resign. Due to the war and an
accelerated graduation, our term as Advocate officers was up; the
new president and Pegasus were in. Because of the party, we left
with a debt that had just doubled again. The Advocate has never
been.solvent since.

A postscript: Pete Barton became a Navy officer and commanded a
ship, came home, worked as quietly for Time as if he had been a
Lampoon man, and died before he was fony. The only time I saw

..-■John Crockett again was about ten yeaxffigo in New York on a re­
union at the Harvard Club. He was now in the State Department
and had been stationed for years in Yugoslavia. He told delicious

.. stories about idiotic conversations with Madame Tito at banquets in
Zagreb. He looked to be as wicked as ever. Our cause was being
well served in Yugoslavia. It occurs to me that the mag across the
street never knew what a talent it missed when The Advocate got
Crockett. Rest in peace, Pete Barton.
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Our Man at
Harvard

Let me tell you about the Somerset Maugham party that we gave
at The Advocate in the spring of 1942. The magazine was housed
then in a dark gray flat-roofed three-story building across the street
from the stern of The Lampoon (and indeed we were much aware

.. of being in their wake — Lampoon editors usually went to Time;
ours th oblivion)? Jn those days The Advocate building was as ugly
from the exterior as it is now. A few small and dingy stores occupied

’ *"the ground floor; some mysterious never-seen tenants were on the
second; and The Advocate offices took up the third. They were
beautiful,tQ me. One climbed a dull, carpeted staircase as dusty as a
back road* in Guerrero, used one’s Advocate key to go through the
door at the top, and opened the suite, an entire floor-through of five
rooms, five mystical chambers full of broken-down furniture and
the incomparable odor that rises from old beer stains in the carpet
and syrup-crusted empty Coke bottles in the comers. It is a better
odor than you would think, sweet and alcoholic and faintly de­
bauched —- it spoke of little magazines and future lands of literature,
and the offices were almost always empty in late afternoon, when
the sunlight turned the dust into a cosmos of angels dancing on a
pin. Magicians would have felt a rush of aphrodisia amid all this
pendant funk and mote. Maybe I loved the Advocate offices more
than anyone who was taken in my competition — I spent the spring
of sophomore year at Harvard drinking Cokes by a table at the win­
dow that faced on The Lampoon, and I read old issues of the maga­
zine, Once I was an authority on the early published work in The

dvocate of T. S. Eliot, Edwin Arlington Robinson, Van Wyck

/
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and agreeable administration if not for the new Pegasus, John
Crogkett, a man as talented as Cl<ggaiJ/4nd equally riven in his soul
by detestation of our Billy Budd.

Being innocent of Crockett’s propensities for literary evil, we
were a happy group coming into the office. The magazine would be
ours. We would print what we wished. Our first issue, therefore,
consisted of each of us putting in his own story. Crockett then took
our gems to a printer in Vermont. This was, I think, in November.
By February we still did not have a magazine. Crockett kept assur­
ing us the printer would soon deliver. None of us ever called him.
Crockett had promised us that the inexpensive rate he had managed
to extract from the Linotype mills of the Vermont woods would be
ruined forever if we broke any of our voices on the printer’s ear.
Therefore, we waited. Nervously, impatiently, suspiciously, we
waited for the issue with our stories.

Instead, Crockett came back with the seventy-fifth anniversary
edition of The Advocate, a little work of love Crockett had gotten to­
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crypto-ClA affair back in March of ’42, and none of us on The Ad­
vocate hadLhad the first clue as to what Crockett was cooking. As for
the issue 'with our stories — Crockett promised to get to that next.
The expression on his young but sour face told us what he thought

< of our stories. Crockett, incidentally, while not as well-
featured as John Dean had a great resemblance to him — 1 remem­
ber his tortoiseshell glasses, high forehead and thin pale hair.

Pete Barton had been agitated for weeks at the long wait on our
first issue. Painfully aware of his father’s weight in the world, he
was invariably overscrupulous never to push his own. He had sus­
pended himself into a state of forbearance worthy of a Zen warrior
considering the immense agitation the late appearance of the maga­
zine had caused. When the anniversary issue appeared (to rich criti­
cal reception in {he Boston papers, worse luck!) Barton finally dem­
onstrated his father’s blood. He called an emergency meeting where
he calumniated himself for his derelictions of attention, took the full
blame for the financial disaster of the issue (it had cost something
like three times as much as more modest issues; our debt on the
consequence had doubled overnight) and — Billy Budd to the last,
absent even to intimations of a further notion to evil — stated that
he would not ask for Crockett's resignation if he could expect his co­
operation on future projects.

Crockett replied with a nod of his head and a profound turning of
our collective head. Having heard, he said, that Somerset Maugham
would be in the Boston area during April, he had sent an invitation
to Maugham to come to a party that The Advocate would be happy
to throw in his honor, and Maugham had accepted. Maugham had
accepted.

This piece of news ran around the ring of Cambridge like a parti-
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van; the officers of The Lampoon sucked around; housemasters
wives asked how things were going at The Advocate. On the night
of the party, four hundred souls in four hundred bodies as large as
Patrick Moynihan’s and as delicate as Joan Didion’s came to the
small rooms on the third floor and packed themselves in so com­
pletely that you ended by bringing your drink to your lips around
the wrist of the strange forearm in front of your face. The noise of
cocktail gabble anticipated the oncoming shapings of time one
would not hear the sound again until the first jet planes fired up
their engines at an airport. Drinks were passed overhead. If you did
not reach at the right time, another hand plucked the drink. It did
not matter. More was on its way. Glasses bounced like corks over
white choppy Harvard hands. From time to time, word would pass
like wind through grass that Maugham had just entered the build­
ing, Maugham was having trouble getting up the stairs, Maugham
was through the door. Maugham was in the other room. We formed
phalanxes to move into the other room; we did not budge. A pha­
lanx cannot budge a volume that is impacted. The lovely smile of
resignation was on the lips of faculty wives: It is the establishment
smile that says, “Life is like that — the nearest pleasures are not to
be tasted.” After a half hour of such smiling into the face of a
stranger as one brought one's arm around her neck to get at one’s
drink, the wind came through the grass again. Maugham, we heard,
was at the door. Maugham was slowly going down the stair. Somer­
set Maugham was gone.

Hands passed drinks above the impacted mass. Eyes flashed in
that hard gemlike smile of pride retained when opportunity is lost.
In another half hour, there was a lessening of pressure on one’s
chest, and bodies began to separate. After a while, one could walk
from room to room. What was the point? Maugham was gone.

It was only on the next day, after the claims of liars had been
checked against the quiet evidence of reliable witnesses who had
found themselves analogously empretzeled in every room and on
the stairs, that the news came back. By every sound measure of
verification, Somerset Maugham had never been in The Advocate
building that night. Crockett, now confronted, confessed. Out of his
unflappable funds of phlegm, he allowed that he had known for
weeks Somerset Maugham was not coming — the great author had
been kind enough to send a telegram in answer to the invitation.
“Certainly not,” it said.
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new president and Pegasus were in. Because of the party, we left
with a debt that had just doubled again. The Advocate has never
been.solvent since.

A postscript: Pete Barton became a Navy officer and commanded a
ship, came home, worked as quietly for Time as if he had been a
Lampoon man, and died before he was forty. The only time I saw
John Crockett again was about ten years ago in New York on a re­
union at the Harvard Club. He was now in the State Department
and had been stationed for years in Yugoslavia. He told delicious

..' stories about idiotic conversations with Madame Tito at banquets in
Zagreb. He looked to be as wicked as ever. Our cause was being
well served in Yugoslavia. It occurs to me that the mag across the
street never knew what a talent it missed when The Advocate got
Crockett. Rest in peace, Pete Barton.
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pin. Magicians would have felt a rush of aphrodisia amid all this
pendant funk and mote. Maybe I loved the Advocate offices more
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Brooks, John Reed, Conrad Aiken, E. E. Cummings and Malcolm
Cowley — it must have been the nearest I ever came to extracting
genealogical marrow from old print. Occasionally Marvin Barrett,
the president, or Bowden Broadwater, Pegasus, would come
through the office, give a start at seeing me at the same chair and
table where he had glimpsed me on the last visit and go off to do his
work.

The following academic year, ’41—’42, Bruce Barton, Jr., was
,electedj>resident and John Crockett became Pegasus. We had trou­
bles instantly. Barton, called Pete, was the son of Bruce Barton, Sr.,
an advertising magnate as well known in his period as was Nicholas
Murray Butler, and for that matter one could find similarities. (Bar-

* ton.must have been the last of the advertising tycoons who believed
passionately in a strenuous Jesus with muscles.)

His son, in compensation, was a gentleman. Pete Barton was the
7- nicest guy a lot of us met at Harvard, and with his blond hair, good

if somewhat pinched features and fundamental decency, he could
.. have passed for Billy Budd if 1) he had not gone to Deerfield, which

left him a little more patrician than yeoman in manner, and if 2) he
had had more beef. But he was gentle, he was quietly literary, and
his father hgd millions. Since The Advocate was in its usual caul­
dron of debt, no other man would have been so appropriate to serve
as president. Barton might even have had a benign, well-financed
and agreeable administration if not for the new Pegasus, John
Crockett, a man as talented as CI<ggar£/4nd equally riven in his soul
by detestation of our Billy Budd. ’

Being innocent of Crockett’s propensities for literary evil, we
were a happy group coming into the office. The magazine would be
ours. We would print what we wished. Our first issue, therefore,
consisted of each of us putting in his own story. Crockett then took
our gems to a printer in Vermont. This was, I think, in November.
By February we still did not have a magazine. Crockett kept assur­
ing us the printer would soon deliver. None of us ever called him.
Crockett had promised us that the inexpensive rate he had managed
to extract from the Linotype mills of the Vermont woods would be
ruined forever if we broke any of our voices on the printer’s ear.
Therefore, we waited. Nervously, impatiently, suspiciously, we
waited for the issue with our stories,

Instead, Crockett came back with the seventy-fifth anniversary
edition of The Advocate, a little work of love Crockett had gotten to­
gether by himself over the last year — in truth, a prodigious push of
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Pegasus-manship — collecting poems, pieces and comment from the
fine ranks of Wallace Stevens, Horace Gregory, Djuna Barnes,
Marianne Moore, Robert Hillyer, Frederic Prokosch, Mark Schorer,
John Malcolm Brinnin, Richard Eberhart, Bowden Broadwater,
William Carlos Williams, plus a poem by John Crockett, “The
Sulky Races at Cherry Park.” It was a mammoth virtuoso literary
crypto-ClA affair back in March of ’42, and none of us on The Ad­
vocate had, had the first clue as to what Crockett was cooking. As for
the issue with our stories —• Crockett promised to get to that next.

' The expression on his young but sour face told us what he thought
L of our stories. Crockett, incidentally, while not as well-

featured as John Dean had a great resemblance to him — 1 remem­
ber his tortoiseshell glasses, high forehead and thin pale hair.

Pete Barton had been agitated for weeks at the long wait on our
first issue. Painfully aware of his father’s weight in the world, he
was invariably overscrupulous never to push his own. He had sus­
pended himself into a state of forbearance worthy of a Zen warrior
considering the immense agitation the late appearance of the maga­
zine had caused. When the anniversary issue appeared (to rich criti­
cal reception in {he Boston papers, worse luck!) Barton finally dem­
onstrated his father’s blood. He called an emergency meeting where
he calumniated himself for his derelictions of attention, took the full

J blame for the financial disaster of the issue (it had cost something
like three times as much as more modest issues; our debt on the
consequence had doubled overnight) and — Billy Budd to the last,
absent even to intimations of a further notion to evil — stated that
he would not ask for Crockett’s resignation if he could expect his co­
operation on future projects.

Crockett replied with a nod of his head and a profound turning of
our collective head. Having heard, he said, that Somerset Maugham

[ would be in the Boston area during April, he had sent an invitation

(to Maugham to come to a party that The Advocate would be happy
to throw in his honor, and Maugham had accepted. Maugham had
accepted.

This piece of news ran around the ring of Cambridge like a parti-
ce in a cyclotron. Nothing in four years at Harvard, not Dunkirk,

earl Harbor or the blitz, not even beating Yale and Princeton in
t same season for the first time in years, could have lit Harvard up
more, ot to be invited to that party was equal to signifying that
one had mismanaged one’s life.

literary grandees of the faculty sent their early acceptance:
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F. O, Matthiessen, Theodore Spencer and Robert Hillyer in the
van; the officers of The Lampoon sucked around; housemasters
wives asked how things were going at The Advocate. On the night
of the party, four hundred souls in four hundred bodies as large as
Patrick Moynihan's and as delicate as Joan Didion’s came to the
small rooms on the third floor and packed themselves in so com­
pletely that you ended by bringing your drink to your lips around
the wrist of the strange forearm in front of your face. The noise of
cocktail gabble anticipated the oncoming shapings of time - one
would not hear the sound again until the first jet planes fired up
their engines at an airport. Drinks were passed overhead. If you did
not reach at the right time, another hand plucked the drink. It did
not matter. More was on its way. Glasses bounced like corks over
white choppy Harvard hands. From time to time, word would pass
like wind through grass that Maugham had just entered the build­
ing, Maugham was having trouble getting up the stairs, Maugham
was through the door. Maugham was in the other room. We formed
phalanxes to move into the other room; we did not budge. A pha­
lanx cannot budge a volume that is impacted. The lovely smile of
resignation was on the lips of faculty wives: It is the establishment
smile that says, “Life is like that — the nearest pleasures are not to
be tasted.” After a half hour of such smiling into the face of a
stranger as one brought one’s arm around her neck to get at one’s
drink, the wind came through the grass again. Maugham, we heard,
was at the door. Maugham was slowly going down the stair. Somer­
set Maugham was gone.

Hands passed drinks above the impacted mass. Eyes flashed in
that hard gemlike smile of pride retained when opportunity is lost.
In another half hour, there was a lessening of pressure on one’s
chest, and bodies began to separate. After a while, one could walk
from room to room. What was the point? Maugham was gone.

It was only on the next day, after the claims of liars had been
checked against the quiet evidence of reliable witnesses who had
found themselves analogously empretzeled in every room and on
the stairs, that the news came back. By every sound measure of
verification, Somerset Maugham had never been in The Advocate
building that night. Crockett, now confronted, confessed. Out of his
unflappable funds of phlegm, he allowed that he. had known for
weeks Somerset Maugham was not coming ■— the great author had
been kind enough to send a telegram in answer to the invitation.
“Certainly not,” it said.
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It was too late to ask Crockett to resign. Due to the war and an
accelerated graduation, our term as Advocate officers was up; the
new president and Pegasus were in. Because of the party, we left
with a debt that had just doubled again. The Advocate has never
been.solvcnt since.

A postscript: Pete Barton became a Navy officer and commanded a
ship, came home, worked as quietly for Time as if he had been a
Lampoon man, and died before he was forty. The only time I saw

< _John Crockett again was about ten years ago in New York on a re­
union at the Harvard Club. He was now in the State Department
and had been stationed for years in Yugoslavia. He told delicious
 stories about idiotic conversations with Madame Tito at banquets in

Zagreb. He looked to be as wicked as ever. Our cause was being
well served in Yugoslavia. It occurs to me that the mag across the
street never knew what a talent it missed when The Advocate got
Crockett. Rest in peace, Pete Barton.
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and syrup-crusted empty Coke bottles in the comers. It is a better
odor than you would think, sweet and alcoholic and faintly de­
bauched — it spoke of little magazines and future lands of literature,
and the offices were almost always empty in late afternoon, when
the sunlight turned the dust into a cosmos of angels dancing on a
pin. Magicians would have felt a rush of aphrodisia amid all this
pendant funk and mote. Maybe I loved the Advocate offices more
than anyone who was taken in my competition — I spent the spring
of sophomore year at Harvard drinking Cokes by a table at the win­
dow that faced on The Lampoon, and I read old issues of the maga­
zine. Once I was an authority on the early published work in The
Advocate of T. S. Eliot, Edwin Arlington Robinson, Van Wyck

I
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Brooks, John Reed, Conrad Aiken, E. E. Cummings and Malcolm
Cowley — it must have been the nearest I ever came to extracting
genealogical marrow from old print. Occasionally Marvin Barrett,
the president, or Bowden Broadwater, Pegasus, would come
through the office, give a start at seeing me at the same chair and
table where he had glimpsed me on the last visit and go off to do his
work.

The following academic year, ’41-’42, Bruce Barton, Jr., was
elected president and John Crockett became Pegasus. We had trou­
bles instantly. Barton, called Pete, was the son of Bruce Barton, Sr.,
an advertising magnate as well known in his period as was Nicholas
Murray Butler, and for that matter one could find similarities. (Bar­
ton must have been the last of the advertising tycoons who believed
passionately in a strenuous Jesus with muscles.)

His son, in compensation, was a gentleman. Pete Barton was the
nicest guy a lot of us met at Harvard, and with his blond hair, good
if somewhat pinched features and fundamental decency, he could
have passed for Billy Budd if 1) he had not gone to Deerfield, which
left him a little more patrician than yeoman in manner, and if 2) he
had had more beef. But he was gentle, he was quietly literary, and
his father had millions. Since The Advocate was in its usual caul­
dron of debt, no other man would have been so appropriate to serve
as president. Barton might even have had a benign, well-financed
and agreeable administration if not for the new Pegasus, John
Crockett, a man as talented as ClaggarjAnd equally riven in his soul
by detestation of our Billy Budd. ~'

Being innocent of Crockett’s propensities for literary evil, we
were a happy group coming into the office. The magazine would be
ours. We would print what we wished. Our first issue, therefore,
consisted of each of us putting in his own story. Crockett then took
our gems to a printer in Vermont. This was, I think, in November.
By February we still did not have a magazine. Crockett kept assur­
ing us the printer would soon deliver. None of us ever called him.
Crockett had promised us that the inexpensive rate he had managed
to extract from the Linotype mills of the Vermont woods would be
ruined forever if we broke any of our voices on the printer’s ear.
Therefore, we waited. Nervously, impatiently, suspiciously, we
waited for the issue with our stories.

Instead, Crockett came back with the seventy-fifth anniversary
edition of The Advocate, a little work of love Crockett had gotten to­
gether by himself over the last year — in truth, a prodigious push of
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Pegasus-manship —collecting poems, pieces and comment from the
fine ranks of Wallace Stevens, Horace Gregory, Djuna Barnes,
Marianne Moore, Robert Hillyer, Frederic Prokosch, Mark Schorer,
John Malcolm Brinnin, Richard Eberhart, Bowden Broadwater,
William Carlos Williams, plus a poem by John Crockett, “The
Sulky Races at Cherry Park.” It was a mammoth virtuoso literary
crypto-CIA affair back in March of ’42, and none of us on The Ad­
vocate had had the first clue as to what Crockett was cooking. As for
the issue with our stories — Crockett promised to get to that next.
The expression on his young but sour face told us what he thought
of our stories. Crockett, incidentally, while not as well-
featured as John Dean had a great resemblance to him — I remem­
ber his tortoiseshell glasses, high forehead and thin pale hair.

Pete Barton had been agitated for weeks at the long wait on our
first issue. Painfully aware of his father’s weight in the world, he
was invariably overscrupulous never to push his own. He had sus­
pended himself into a state of forbearance worthy of a Zen warrior
considering the immense agitation the late appearance of the maga­
zine had caused. When the anniversary issue appeared (to rich criti­
cal reception in the Boston papers, worse luck!) Barton finally dem­
onstrated his father’s blood. He called an emergency meeting where
he calumniated himself for his derelictions of attention, took the full
blame for the financial disaster of the issue (it had cost something
like three times as much as more modest issues; our debt on the
consequence had doubled overnight) and — Billy Budd to the last,
absent even to intimations of a further notion to evil — stated that
he would not ask for Crockett's resignation if he could expect his co­
operation on future projects.

Crockett replied with a nod of his head and a profound turning of
our collective head. Having heard, he said, that Somerset Maugham
would be in the Boston area during April, he had sent an invitation
to Maugham to come to a party that The Advocate would be happy
to throw in his honor, and Maugham had accepted. Maugham had
accepted.

This piece of news ran around the ring of Cambridge like a parti­
cle in a cyclotron. Nothing in four years at Harvard, not Dunkirk,
Pearl Harbor or the blitz, not even beating Yale and Princeton in
the same season for the first time in years, could have lit Harvard up
more. Not to be invited to that party was equal to signifying that
one had mismanaged one’s life.

The literary grandees of the faculty sent their early acceptance: 
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F. O. Matthiessen, Theodore Spencer and Robert Hillyer in the
van; the officers of The Lampoon sucked around; housemasters’
wives asked how things were going at The Advocate. On the night
of the party, four hundred souls in four hundred bodies as large as
Patrick Moynihan’s and as delicate as Joan Didion’s came to the
small rooms on the third floor and packed themselves in so com­
pletely that you ended by bringing your drink to your lips around
the wrist of the strange forearm in front of your face. The noise of
cocktail gabble anticipated the oncoming shapings of time—one
would not hear the sound again until the first jet planes fired up
their engines at an airport. Drinks were passed overhead. If you did
not reach at the right time, another hand plucked the drink. It did
not matter. More was on its way. Glasses bounced like corks over
white choppy Harvard hands. From time to time, word would pass
like wind through grass that Maugham had just entered the build­
ing, Maugham was having trouble getting up the stairs, Maugham
was through the door. Maugham was in the other room. We formed
phalanxes to move into the other room; we did not budge. A pha­
lanx cannot budge a volume that is impacted. The lovely smile of
resignation was on the lips of faculty wives: It is the establishment
smile that says, “Life is like that — the nearest pleasures are not to
be tasted.” After a half hour of such smiling into the face of a
stranger as one brought one's arm around her neck to get at one’s
drink, the wind came through the grass again. Maugham, we heard,
was at the door. Maugham was slowly going down the stair. Somer­
set Maugham was gone.

Hands passed drinks above the impacted mass. Eyes flashed in
that hard gemlike smile of pride retained when opportunity is lost.
In another half hour, there was a lessening of pressure on one’s
chest, and bodies began to separate. After a while, one could walk
from room to room. What was the point? Maugham was gone.

It was only on the next day, after the claims of liars had been
checked against the quiet evidence of reliable witnesses who had
found themselves analogously empretzeled in every room and on
the stairs, that the news came back. By every sound measure of
verification, Somerset Maugham had never been in The Advocate
building that night. Crockett, now confronted, confessed. Out of his
unflappable funds of phlegm, he allowed that he had known for
weeks Somerset Maugham was not coming — the great author had
been kind enough to send a telegram in answer to the invitation.
“Certainly not," it said.
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It was too late to ask Crockett to resign. Due to the war and an
accelerated graduation, our term as Advocate officers was up; the
new president and Pegasus were in. Because of the party, we left
with a debt that had just doubled again. The Advocate has never
been solvent since.

A postscript: Pete Barton became a Navy officer and commanded a
ship, came home, worked as quietly for Time as if he had been a
Lampoon man, and died before he was forty. The only time I saw
John Crockett again was about ten years ago in New York on a re­
union at the Harvard Club. He was now in the State Department
and had been stationed for years in Yugoslavia. He told delicious
stories about idiotic conversations with Madame Tito at banquets in
Zagreb. He looked to be as wicked as ever. Our cause was being
well served in Yugoslavia. It occurs to me that the mag across the
street never knew what a talent it missed when The Advocate got
Crockett. Rest in peace, Pete Barton.


