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Preface

With the beginning of our fifth year of publication, the editors decided that the
first issue should be devoted to an overview of the LBR’s brief life, but we soon
discovered that the variety was too great to encompass in a single issue. Therefore,
this entire volume will contain echoes of earlier subject matter and artists, culminating
in a fourth number which will be designated our official anniversary publication.

Our first issue almost five years ago featured William Inge, focusing on his year
of teaching at Cherokee County Community High School in Columbus. When Col-
by H. Kullman presented the first (and only) chapter of the late William C. Young’s
biography of the playwright at the annual William Inge Festival, sponsored by the
Independence Community College last spring, we were delighted to learn that Dr.
Kullman would permit its publication in our pages. The echoes had begun to
reverberate.

The fiction of this issues deals with aging—one story is about a woman reaching
the traditional midpoint of life, forty, and the other is a sympathetic portrayal of
a once-brilliant man in a nursing home. We thus had a spectrum from childhood
(the William Inge article) to senility, with a humorous, feminist ‘‘middle.’’ It was
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a short step in logistics then to flesh out the Seven Ages of Man, but unlike
Shakespeare, we—with the assistance of the genius of Norman Mailer—begin with
conception and—with that of Elizabeth Layton—close with life after death. Good
materials about lovers were easy to come by, but we were stumped for a moment
for a soldier in the arts. Who fought uncommon odds enough to be so designated?

The answer lay in the life of the late Dr. Rebecca Patterson, whose The Riddle
of Emily Dickinson was published by Houghton Mifflin in 1951. Her biography,
although now considered standard reading in Dickinson scholarship, so upset the
academic and critical establishment at the time that she was the target of volleys
of negative criticism that can barely be imagined by one not in that arena. Not only
was her professional life and reputation at stake, but doors for further research were
unceremoniously closed with resounding clangs. She enlisted troops from among
former students scattered across the nation who photocopied documents necessary
for her work but which were denied to her personally. Her *‘heroism’’ was magnified
by her drive and determination to continue. The editors are grateful to one of her
students, Dr. Juanita Laing, for writing her story for this issue.

It had been drawn to our attention that among the poems from the countries of
origin of the citizens of the Little Balkans we had not yet published the works of
a bona fide Englishman. It was with great joy, then, when Ken Melaragno returned
from a summer’s study at Cambridge that he brought with him a sheaf of poems
by one of his professors, Glen Cavaliero. Here was the perfect poet to represent
the United Kingdom, for Dr. Caviliero is not only an excellent poet, but one whose
critical works include a study of John Cowper Powys, the Welsh novelist and critic
who was extensively published by E. Haldeman-Julius in Little Blue Book format
and whose companion for many years, Phyllis Playter, was the daughter of the
founder of Pittsburg, Kansas. The luck of the Irish remains with us in our
multicultural environs.

As Dr. Eva Jessy says (who celebrated her ninetieth birthday January 20), ‘‘So
much to do and so little time.’’ Please be patient with us if we are a little late. If
you are a subscriber, we shall get four issues to you even if circumstances force
us (as they did this time) to take two seasons rather than one to put everything
together. The Powers-That-Be seem to make the years shorter anymore (to use a
Balkanism). Nevertheless, we shall continue to attempt to bring you new informa-
tion about the familiar and to make you familiar with the new in our midst.

The notices on the copyright page cannot express our appreciation to Words and
Pictures Corporation for the generous use of their equipment in setting up this issue.
And oh the hours saved, thanks to Miriam Culver of Chanute, in the addressing
of envelopes: she’s placed our mailing list on the computer. And we wish we could
afford bushels of flowers for Bonnie George of Words and Pictures Corporation
for all the times she assisted with typesetting problems. Thank you, Bonnie. Thank
you all.

THE EDITORS
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I Got Two Kids
and Another in the Oven

There we were,
a blur,
a void in the ovoid.
For the ova and the brat
like their punning formal familiars
the oven and the bread
exist in an intellectual relationship
an arbitrary declaration
of the will upon the flesh
so that the flesh body will.

Ah!
What if . . . it is not like that at all?

And seed swims into an eternity of closing spaces
and dying seas,
seed so adrenal in the whip of its race
that the royal procession into cavern
beyond feminine cavern
is felt not as majesty
nor tropical velvets of water
which murmur for birth
But in all despair as most desperate night.

Yes.
What if the seed be already a being?
So desperate that it
claws, bites, cuts and lies,
burns, and betrays,
Kills to capture the oven, be nectared
in yeasterly expansion.
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One wins
Upon occasion
(assuming there is no diaphragm, jelly, condom, pill,
or coit interrump to gulp up a death on the
sandy sunlit beaches of a woman’s belly
wipe goes a sheet like a winter wind)

One wins
one out of some multi-million other sons and daughters

not to be born

One wins
one more there is,
one more or less incandescent enthusiasm,
itch of the detumescent present,
new god, embryonic two-cell
good at murder.

Norman Mailer

Adam’s Ancestor?

The Fort Scott Monitor of August 1873 recorded the following, taken from
the Osage Mission Journal: ‘“We were shown by Father Ponziglione several
days ago a geological specimen of the most remarkable character, obtained
near the western line of our county. The specimen in question was obtained
by blasting. It is that of the cranium of the human species, of large size,
imbedded in the conglomerated rock of the tertiary class, and found several
feet below the surface. Parts of the frontal, parietal, and occipital bones
were carried away by explosion. The piece of rock holding the remains
weighs some forty or fifty pounds, with many impressions of marine shells,
and through it there runs a vein of quartz, or within the cranium crystal-
lized organic matter, and by the aid of a microscope presents a beautiful
appearance. Is this an antediluvian relic or pre-Adamic? The rock is of the
oldest known to geology.’’—From William C. Cuthbertson’s The Genesis
of Girard (Girard, Kan.: The Author, 1984), p. 9. This book is available
at 108 W. Buffalo, Girard, KS 66743, for $5.00. Please add $1.50 for
postage and handling if ordering by mail.
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Photographed by Lee Moorhouse in 1899.

No Trouble at All!
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January is
snow, snowball fights,
lots of seasonal sights:
snowmen and
cute cold kittens
heavy coats
hats and
furry mittens
hot chocolate
colds
the color white
and lots of covers when
you go to bed at night.

Becky David
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William Inge: The Early Years

By William C. Young
Edited by Colby H. Kullman

William C. Young and Colby H. Kullman, 1979.

In 1974, William C. Young, author of American Theatrical Arts (1971) and the
JSfour-volume Documents of American Theatre History (1973-1975) as well as con-
tributor to the fourth edition of the Oxford Companion to the Theatre (1983), drew
up a proposal for a life of William Inge, which was to be titled ‘‘William Inge: Com-
passionate Playwright.”’

Professor Young’s interest in William Inge resulted from years of familiarity with
his plays, was excited by the enthusiasm of his colleague at Baker University, next-
door neighbor, and good friend Professor Emeritus Thelma Reinhard Morreale,
and was refined during a graduate seminar in Tennessee Williams, Arthur Miller,
and Inge, which he taught at the University of Nebraska at Omaha in 1974.

Only the first chapter of this biography was written by the time of Professor Young's
death in 1979.—Colby H. Kullman.
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Rod Dutton

William Inge at Seven
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‘‘Oh, mam, come look! Isn’t that the cutest little boy you ever saw?’’

The girl who spoke was sitting in a porch swing watching a small, tow-headed,
blue-eyed boy sauntering down Fourth Street in Independence, Kansas, one sum-
mer day in 1921. The child was dressed in a well-pressed white linen suit and had
a serious look on his face. Billy Inge was on his way to give his recitations to another
church group.

At the age of eight Bill Inge was already stagestruck. He loved to perform before
an audience, to hear the laughter and applause that were all just for him, and to
receive the gushing praises after the performance, even though he was shy with
people. The shyness, however, did not show itself in his performances. He lost
himself completely in his work.

And it seemed as though there was no end of opportunity for him to perform,
for there were all sorts of community groups and various church organizations which
were looking for local talent to fill their programs. Also, the schools provided talented
students with many occasions to demonstrate their abilities, and little Billy Inge
was a novelty. It was unusual to find such a handsome child who had a confident
stage presence and recited so well. And to think it had all started when he had
memorized a little jingle his sister Helene was to recite for her elocution class in
school, a nonsensical piece but one he had learned without effort.

Hi-yo, Peter Johnson,
Come inside that fence;
I done told yo’ yesterday
Yo’ ain’t got no sense.

The world of performance was Inge’s way of attracting the attention he so
desperately craved. Born in Independence on 3 May 1913, Bill was the youngest
of five children of Luther and Maude Inge. In many families the youngest child
becomes the spoiled baby of the family; but this was not the case with Bill, for
the home into which he was born was a troubled one.

His father, Luther, was a traveling salesman for a company specializing in ladies’
clothing, and this meant that he was at home very little of the time and was a stranger
to his children. A tall, well-built man, who prided himself on his strength and phy-
sique, Luther Inge was a well-liked man with a ready wit and pleasing personality.
As a salesman, he was a hard-working, energetic man who relentlessly went from
town to town opening new territory for his company, showing new merchandise
to old customers, serving as a source of news for smaller communities, and pro-
viding for his family to the best of his ability.

At the turn of the twentieth century the traveling salesman was a familiar friend
in the prairie states, for the territory was populated with small towns, many of which
were quite a distance from the larger population centers. The inhabitants of these
towns depended on the traveling salesman to bring to the local shopkeeper the latest
in fashions and household goods. And so there was a certain status attached to the
job. The traveling salesman was a necessity of rural life.

The family of the salesman, however, often suffered because of his prolonged
absences; and the wife had to be a strong frontier woman, acting as both mother
and father to the children and managing the household to the best of her ability
during the husband’s absences. Households, then, were often matriarchal; and it
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was as difficult for a woman to shift roles from an independent to a dependent per-
sonality when her husband returned from his trips as it was for the husband to return
and assume a father’s position in the household.

The children of such a marriage often suffered most of all, for they needed a
strong father figure in the home, something missing most of the time. It was the
mother who assumed the complete responsibility for the discipline and welfare of
the children, and the temptation was to be either overly strict or to spoil them. And

as times changed and hardships came to a family, so could the mother’s treatment
of her children change.

Because of the long absences of the husbands, wives depended more upon their
own families and neighbors in times of perplexity and trouble. Bill Inge’s mother,
Maude, found one of her major outlets in constantly writing to her sister Helen
in Wichita. A familiar sight for her children, as they were growing up, was their
mother sitting behind a card table writing her letters.

Life was not easy for the Inges. Bill remembered that as early as the time when
he was four years old there were three spinster schoolteachers boarding in their
home, providing an extra source of income for the family. For young Bill Inge it
was a very difficult experience, for he grew up in a home surrounded by women.
It was to be an experience which would mark him for the rest of his life.

The Inge children had been born over a fifteen year period of time, so Lucy,
the beautiful oldest daughter, was a young woman by the time Bill was born, and
she had married and left Independence by the time he was eight years old. The
second child, Luther, Jr., was born soon after Lucy had married and left home at
the age of nineteen. A third child died. Bill’s sister, Helene, was four years older
than he and did not serve as a companion for him as a child. For several years they
were the only children at home.

In a home where the father was absent for long periods of time, Maude Inge became
dependent on her oldest son, Luther, Jr. She idolized him, and for her he could
do no wrong. He was kind and loving to her, driving her on errands, listening to
her problems. In a very real sense, Luther served as a ‘‘substitute husband,’’ for
she bestowed upon him the love she should have showered upon her husband. What
a blow for her, then, when her beloved son eloped at the age of nineteen with a
sixteen-year-old neighbor girl! She accepted the loss of her son with a stoicism she
showed throughout her life; but this brave front was put to the test a few months
later when Luther, Jr., died of an infection contracted while shaving. He left his
wife pregnant. For a long time Maude Inge’s grief was inconsolable. Her son’s
death was something she could never truly accept, for he was the closest and dearest
person to her. For the rest of her life she reminisced about her dead son, question-
ing how God could have dealt her such an injustice.

This closeness between his mother and older brother was to affect his life pro-
foundly, for in the mother’s mind the older son was perfect and excelled in everything.
Luther, Jr., enjoyed sports and hunting; Bill avoided them. Luther, Jr., had spent
hours taking her shopping and listening to her problems; Bill, when he was old
enough, took her shopping, but he did not enjoy it. There were always the com-
parisons, whether actual or implied, with Bill always the loser . . . except in one
area: dramatic performance. This was one place where there could be no comparison,
for Luther, Jr., had had no interest in drama.
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The Inge Home, 514 N. 4th, Independence, Kansas. Photograph by Shelby Horﬁ.

Independence, Kansas, was a good place to rear children and was, by the time
of Inge’s birth, already a cultural center for the area. In the 1900 census, In-
dependence showed a population of only 4,852. The discovery of oil, however,
in 1903 caused a large population growth, so that by 1910 Independence could claim
1‘0,480 residents, a number which has remained relatively stable until the present
time.

This was a prosperous town, with large spacious homes, tree-lined, gas-lighted
streets, imposing churches, and fine stores. The Inge home on Fourth Street was
a three-story, white clapboard house with a wide verandah on two sides. Well situated
for schools and recreation areas, the home was only a short distance from River-
side Park, the town’s main park, which included picnic grounds, a river for fishing,
and a zoo. When Inge was a young boy, the first monkey island was built and became
a point of great interest for children and parents alike.

In Inge’s later plays and novels it is the Independence of the 1910s and 1920s
that he is presenting, the town of his boyhood years, with the picnics in Riverside
Park, the people of his childhood memories, and the entertainments enjoyed by the
citizens of Independence, such as Neewollah. Neewollah (Halloween spelled
backward) was originally started to prevent the young people from performing their
usual Halloween pranks. Men and women, boys and girls, would dress in various
costumes. A queen was chosen for the celebration, a parade held, and dances and
entertainments took place in several halls around town. Young and old alike looked
forward to Neewollah and made plans many months in advance.

Bill Inge found encouragement in his theatrical aspirations, both at home and in
the community. His mother’s brother John had once been an actor with a
Shakespearean stock company, but he had been called home to work in the family’s
harness-making business in Wichita. He never forgot, however, his days on the
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stage, for his first love was always the theatre; and Bill could always count on Un-
cle John for some good stories of his days on the stage. Then, too, it was a tradition
in his mother’s family that they were distantly related to the great Booth family,
one of the most outstanding acting families in America during the nineteenth cen-
tury. With a heritage like this, who could doubt that Bill Inge would succeed in
his acting apsirations?

From the age of seven, when he first began to give his recitations and experi-
enced the thrill of appearing before an audience, Bill Inge wanted to be connected
with the theatre. With his best friend, Phil Watts, who lived next door, Bill set
up his own ‘‘theater’’ in the Inge garage, where he wrote, acted in, and directed
original productions. He and Phil charged one pin admission.

Independence offered many opportunities for any young person interested in
theatre. The Beldorf Theatre was built in 1906 and was in use as a theater for over
fifty years. Among the companies booked at this theater were the Graham Stock
Company, the Clint Robins Company, and the Whyte Dramatic Company. Perfor-
mances were well attended; and, since this was before the days of air conditioning,
the management soon opened the Airdome, an outdoor summer theater, thereby
allowing them to present live theatre the year around.

Another major theater opened in 1922 when the Memorial Hall was dedicated.
The first show was a community theater project, a production of The Pirates of
Penzance by Gilbert and Sullivan, but traveling companies were soon booked and
the people of Independence were introduced to such performers as Will Rogers,
Elsie Janis, and Sir Harry Lauder, and they saw such shows as The Ziegfeld Follies,
Green Pastures, Rio Rita, and Seventh Heaven.

Nor was there a dearth of movie houses. White’s Theatre was built in 1914 and
for five cents admission fee there was an evening’s entertainment. Martin and Osa
Johnson, noted African explorers who lived in nearby Chanute, opened The Snark,
which had a theater facade and entrance resembling the bow of Jack London’s famous
boat of exploration. Soon there were other motion picture theaters: The Best, The
Main Street, The Strand, and The Booth. It was The Booth which introduced talk-
ing pictures to Independence on 8 April 1929, when it showed The Bellamy Trial.

In spite of his small coteries of friends, Inge was a lonely child who found release
in the glamorous world of the films. His room was decorated with pictures of ac-
tors and actresses he had clipped from newspapers and magazines, and he kept scrap-
books of his favorite stars. Loretta Goodell, one of Bill’s best friends who later
married Phil Watts, estimated that she, Bill, Phil, and Vivian Jones (who later was
actress Vivian Vance, best known for the Lucy series), attended at least three or
four motion pictures each week. ‘‘The movies furnished us with a glamour that
our own lives lacked,’’ she declared.

Another popular yearly entertainment was the Chautauqua. Independence was
on the Chautauqua circuit controlled by the Redpath-Horner Agency, which fur-
nished complete entertainment for a community for a ten-day period every sum-
mer. Each morning there was ‘‘Junior Town,’’ classes for young people interested
in the arts, while in the afternoon and evening there were professional performances
of classical and modern plays. On one afternoon of the Chautauqua the young peo-
ple who had been attending Junior Town acted in some play which they had rehearsed
during their morning classes. The Chautauqua was always a high point of the sum-
mer months.
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During the 1920s the Toby Tent Shows regularly visited Independence and found
a welcome audience. These Toby Shows were not a new form of entertainment,
having begun in the 1850s when an actor-producer, Yankee Robinson, operated
‘“Yankee Robinson’s Opera Pavilion’’ in Rock Island, Illinois. By 1916 there were
at least fifty well-known companies touring the midwest and furnishing family enter-
tainment for the masses. The Independence-area Toby Show had Kansas City for
its home base and was owned and operated by Ed and Maurice Dubinsky. These
impresarios had four companies on the road: one in Oklahoma and three in Kansas
and Nebraska. The shows became so popular in the 1920s that the editor of Billboard
was reported by the New York Times in October 1925 as estimating that there were
four hundred tent shows at that time in the United States, most of which played
at least forty weeks per year, giving 96,000 performances a year for a total of
76,800,000 admissions. These statistics are startling in their enormity, but they do
show the popularity of this form of entertainment during that decade.

The plays of the Toby Shows are always predictable, involving Toby, a freckled-
faced, red-haired, country bumpkin who always outwitted a city slicker. But even
with the stereotyped characters and the predictable action, people loved these shows;
and in later years, during the time he was in college, Bill Inge gained some ex-
cellent professional acting experience with a Toby Show.

Watts Goodell Inge Ingleman

Photographs from the 1930 and 1931 Independence High School Annuals.

Undoubtedly one of the great theatrical influences on Bill Inge, Vivian Vance,
and their friends was a high school instructor, Miss Anna Ingleman, the first teacher
in Independence to bring drama into the curriculum. As early as 1921 she had started
the Dee Dee Club for all high school students interested in drama; and Bill Inge
was active in the organization throughout his years at Independence High School,
serving as secretary for the club during his senior year, 1929-1930.

Miss Ingleman was indefatigable in her work, never staging fewer than four plays
a year. The quality of the plays chosen was not very high, but this was unimpor-
tant. The point was that the young people were kept busy working on the stage:
acting, building scenery, planning lighting and costuming, engaging in all phases
of stage activity. And Miss Ingleman must have had a thorough knowledge of what
it took to attain a successful acting career, for she once told Loretta Goodell [Watts],
‘““You’re a much better actress than Viv [Vivian Vance], but she has guts and you
don’t.”’ Loretta added, ‘‘Miss Ingleman made work on the stage exciting.”’

Perhaps Miss Ingleman contributed most to her students’ dramatic education by
taking them to see every stage show which came to town. On special occasions
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she took them to Kansas City to see some great stars perform. Bill Inge was stage
struck. Wanting to be an actor above all else, he would not be happy until he had
achieved that goal.

Afterword: A Proposal for a Biography of William Inge, by William C. Young

This work is not intended to be an exhaustive, definitive biography of William
Inge. It deals specifically with William Inge and his plays, detailing the forces
which shaped his life and ideas, making him into the compassionate playwright
he was. A full biography will not be written for many years; indeed, perhaps
it should never be written, for the last thirteen years of this tortured playwright’s
life do little to help us understand his craft and can only serve to show what
the harsh, often unmerited, jibes of frequently ignorant critics can do to a sen-
sitive artist of real talent.

William Inge: Compassionate Playwright, then, deals with Inge’s boyhood
years, his work as a drama and motion picture critic, and his great years, when
he was involved in the production of five major Broadway plays, four of which
were unqualified successes. It deals with the plays and the people who directed,
designed, and acted in them, reflecting remembrances of those people about Inge
as they knew him. The biography ends with the production of A Loss of Roses
in 1959, his excoriation by the critics that led to a complete destruction of Inge
as a playwright, and an analysis of why this play failed. A brief epilogue wi<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>