A Reminiscence
Robert Creeley

It’s almost fifty years since I went with our young family to Mallorca. That
family itself has much changed, dispersed, grown up, simply turned to other
times, needs and places in all the years now past. For my own part it was that
decisive turning in the road, changing my life forever, taking me out of our
painfully confused marriage, so making wounds that never quite could heal —
but also bringing me finally to Black Mountain College in 1954, where I found
the enabling company of my life as well as an ability to teach, which has stood
me in good stead all the many years since. So I remember those days in Mal-
lorca very particularly — as though they were, in the old phrase, only yesterday.

How we happened to go to Mallorca in the first place was fact of absolute
luck. In the early fifties John Sankey’s modest ‘little magazine’, The Window,
had printed some poems by a young Englishman, Martin Seymour-Smith. They
were deft, quick witted, and with echoes of a poet I dearly loved, S. T. Col-
eridge. I recall especially one called ‘All Devils Fading’ and that became the ti-
tle poem of Martin’s early collection published by our Divers Press in Mallorca
in 1953. In any case, I wrote Martin a classic fan letter, hoping for the company
of an active peer in our isolated French retreat, by mail alone if nothing else
might be possible, and so that story begins. The full account is to be found in
the only forthright novel I've ever written, The Island, wherein Martin is Artie,
his exceptionally brilliant and moving wife Janet becomes Marge, and Robert
Graves, their various employer, the writer Duddon.

Janet really wanted to be reading Leopardi, she would tell me, but Graves’s
need for research and prepping for his The Greek Myths had her hard at work
on all the necessary sources. Her Greek was excellent, albeit she seemed to
find the whole business tedious. Meantime — as William will well remember
— Martin was ostensibly preparing him for the examinations required for his
admission to the proposed school in England. He was the schoolteacher or was
supposed to be.

At that time at least he very much wanted to be a fulltime writer, particu-
larly a poet. No wonder the Graves household, in all its disposition, was one
he found so impressive as a model. But I often wondered just what my own
role was in his thinking. Witness? Confidant? Patsy? I found him insistently
interesting, even as he borrowed money sans let, arrived at dawn in Bafialbufar,
having come in a taxi we then paid for. My wife Ann finally came to loathe
him — and me as well because I was such a simple mark in her estimation.

Nonetheless we practised our art with very self-conscious integrity. We mused
on the virtues of our peers. We attempted to start a small press together, The
Roebuck Press, using my wife’s money. But we had soon to recognize that his
English habits would never feel easy with my American insistences, and so we
gave it up — but not before we had published a small collection of his mother’s






