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WASTED ENERGY

All in val
For this is the age W
And vocabularies, a dream.

I used to make rhymes; now I hand people lines
(And they’re boresome and foolish, no doubt),

But however folks feel — one thing is so real —
A great many “expire and pass out.”

alone can heal man, even when every

accumulation of misfortunes, that nat
that man is much less ruled by his o
mercy of his Element.

eye percetves, through the
ure domi ’ ' )
mainates reason and when Tom, Dick and Phil are conversing,

i o rhan through the The effect is entirely unique,
We can’t quite make out what they're talking about

But we gather it'’s Sheba or Sheik.

{i -
N AN AR
* LA Y:‘:f‘:i‘t(: “Jf}(:.ﬁ'}'
ey T ' 'y 4 4 . e

P
-

w» ‘ )

> PR ! :
g 10 ."‘ z.i ' ~ -
v ..*.(" } ‘ : 3\ " b - O

el Sl
-

N \~'::"' - S
.~ . q" o
Ny 3
uhem L Ve "J

I tell Tom of the quake that made Mexico shake,
«“Well, ain’t that the berries?” quotes he.

When describing a quail or a sunset or whale—
They're “wonderful!” —each of the three.

It's amazingly queer, but from all sides we hear

Of the “crooks” and “tough birds” in our town,

Of “wild women,” of “guys,” many ‘I wonder why’s,”
“TJuicy” tales and requests to “pipe down.”




LORINE

Lorine Faith Niedecker was born on May 12, 1903, t
Henry and Theresa (“Daisy”) Kunz Niedecker, (as I:ZO
told— “knee-decker”). Delivered by Dr. Frank Brewer.ir;
the cottage just east of the Fountain House (Blackhawk
Island, Route 3, Fort Atkinson, Wisconsin), she was named
Lorine for the doctor’s wife. Her maternal grandparent
the G. C. Kunzes, owned and ran the FountaianousSe’
Hotel (subsequently run by her parents for a time and
taken over in 1925 by Edward H. Ptfattlin).

Lorine was an only child, and like her mother betfore
her, one of the few youngsters living year round on Black-
hawk Island. Tiny and blond, she would present herself at
the door of other cottages as “Weenie Koonie Niedecker
No one.remembers her without thick glasses which require(i
her to tilt her head to bring into focus anything or anybody
not on eye level.

She had a lonely childhood and learned to love the
outdoors. Growing up on a river where it empties into a
lake (Koshkonong), “it seems” she was to write some fiity
years later, "1 spent my childhood outdoors—red-winged
blackbirds, willows, maples, boats, fishing (the smell ot
tarred nets), twittering and squawking noises from the
marsh.” She always remembered “a happy; outdoor grand-
tather who somehow somewhere had got hold of nursery
and folk rhymes to entrance me” and her mother “speaking

whole chunks of down-to-earth magic’. Since Lorine's
aring from the time her daughter

have been a normal amount of

communication between them. They were, ne
very lose—and in personality traits Lorine resembled her

mother rather than her robust, gregarious, fun-loving
father who seined carp for a living.

When it came time for the little girl to go
Nijedeckers took a house on the corner of W

to school, the
hat was then




he opened his wine tank
He wished his only daughter
to work in the bank

But he’'d given her a source
to sustain her—

a weedy speech
a marshy retainer

person’s life—
mine but somebody like D

aisy Lieberman. . - - . Unfortun-
ately, Miss Lieberman (MTrs. Arnold

Maxwell) had died

.N_' ..




With sixty-ni
y-nine oth
the Fort Atkinson hi;ls’

“«he' 1N this verse, Henry Niedecker, made a good
his launch and two SCOWS. The carp he seined

d to New York, and one year he made such a

1 that when his nets froze to shore it appeared

e riverbank were made of the big yellow fish.

» from which those and the following

)

d, Lorine described in a letter to Florence
ked August 4, 1969) as 2 “longish poem

which 1s a2 kind o y father and mother

['ve never seeme to get away from.
" she continued, “confuse Lake

Rock River but I love both
o my house). - - -

<tanzas are quote
Dollase (postmal

Superior with L.
and all waters (exceptw
«Wd. like to see 1t [ Paean] 1n print In a little book all by
itself —a Japanese publisher wants to do it, but it 18 ‘owned’
s are copyrighted by me

s—the pub-

o ‘give pe

«Paean to Place” begins as follows:




at the organ
bore the we;
and the

he seined for

that their dg

ght of
cold lake water

carp to b
ughter o d

and Henry's subsequent philan-
oral ofstheapOLIiass most of them
had a blind spot, but the one below

the wife.

lowed and padded, pale and puffing

lifting household stuffing—
carpets, dishes

benches, fishes
y life 1n nothing.

I'm pil

've spent m

August, 1930,
Public Library,

ant. During the

giving, she stayed 1n town with

Roland being the son of
were spent at home on the
ksgiving Day: 1928, Lorine’s first marriage
dissolved. Sin h parties are gone,
hey were incompatible:
hted that since he had been
her beloved swamp and was
characteristics he

From May, 1928, through
od at the Dwight Foster

work

She may have taken for gra
.od on a farm not far from
im]l her father in outwa
man
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and 1 ctyghe
: related Intellectug] INaynot levean : domesnc.
N 1931 she w Pursuits ) knole Y, ne.
ab

at the plant— owns stock

. ts a :
stiff as if 4 Storl?d fishes

bro '
ught him, never Sprang from work

g radi9 SCripts for WHA in Mad
rming thijs, although H. B

I was BlOndl’e e

\

.. 1:+y! The women hold jobs —
. raise children, bowl

ould they say it they knew

I sit for two months on six lines

of poetry?

+ first book, New

d for two dollars.
in print, but the

copy given to Florence Dollase reads:
Dear Florence:

Goose, was published 1n

Most would be proud to
little note stuck in the

In 1946, he
I1linois. It sol
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A little book herewith. Since you are
one of three to receive 1t in Fort I don’t know 1f you
should be puffed up or suspicious about something. 1
have to ask that it be kept mum— folks might putup a

wall if they knew (“she writes poetry, queer bird
etc...”) and I have to be among em to hear 'em talk
so I can write some more! Believin’ as I do that poetry

comes from the folk if it’s to be vital and original.
Yours,

Lorine

The New Goose on the library shelf 1s not autographed,
Hor is it as worn as one might expect after twenty to twenty-
five years. Whether or not the library was counted as one
of the three recipients, the inside of the wrapper notes:

“She speaks and sings
against all that's
predatory in ‘Mother Goose'.
Whatever in it is still to
be touched or felt she
recreates for people today
to feel and touch in her—

their—own way.
Lorine Niedecker 1s a young
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1S her first book.” ations, This

We must pull
the curtaing_

we haven’t any
leaves

ﬂr‘ ———
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complainingly. Along with the
4 in addition to glasses it was a
“Big blind ears. . > and the

hat she herself rose from marsh mud,
algae, equisetum, willows,

sweet green, Noisy
birds and frogs. . .
ker died. She had once been happy

d working —but time and again 1n

the poetry I.orine dwelled on the unhappiness of her
mother, trapped by deafness which cut her off from all she
loved: her husband, their friends, songs of the birds and

other sounds of the outdoors.

1n 1951 Daisy Niedec
and loving, quietly har

I've wasted my whole life in water.
My man's got nothing but leaky boats.
My daughter, writer, sits and floats.

In 1954 Henry Niedecker died. He was 75. He, too, had
worked hard, had tried to fill the loneliness caused by the
failure of his marriage, probably could not in the least

understand his daughter’s penchant for poetry.

Anchored here
in the rise and sink

of life —
middle years’ nights

he sat

beside his shoes
rocking his chair
Roped not ‘looped
in the loop
of her hair

erous to «friends’ and relatives he

Had he not been so gen




even followi
the road b

T'he clothesline post is set

zret 1O totem-carvings
v\1;(())11~nht.he rest; every se
' Z tg; sun; fear rain,
Bt Ir hands from

ang or fall by the

distinguish

the Ni '
vint.h day they w;:l(li 'e g
their neighbors’ e e. :

gropnd to sky, o
whiteness of their al]

too, that she had never

cement— perhaps
her intelligence

heavily on the creative

She wrote more about
id — practically

tunity to

In 1961 her second book, MY Friend Tree, was put out by
‘he Wild Hawthorne Press in Edinburgh, Scotland.

The hospital job lasted until she remarried in 1962.

Not far into that year Albert Millen came tO the door of

her snug little cottage set high and near the road. He
wanted to buy a cabin belonging to her father’s cousin,

1.awrence Niedecker.

Albert Millen's early life had been spent off the beaten

path, a red I.W.W. membership card his pass 1n “riding

the freights”; his niddle life he lived 1n Milwaukee raising
a family; and now, alone again and lose to retiring, he

was seeking a retirement spot away from th

big, blutt, gregarious outdoor man who h
recommendation possible as far as Lorine was CO

he wanted a place on her beloved Island. Since he was,
11d ! he saw nothing unusual about

Minus his right hand,
she felt with her re-

hared, though not n

kind. He still gets fiction, while she pored
] nificant volumes. She

over informativ .
luxurious auto-

car —an places in a
he could share

d he took her
and

companionship —




with her something she had th
tamily. He had four grown ch
half dozen grandchildren.

sequently wrote:

I knew a clean man
but he was not for me.

Now I sew green aprons
over covered seats. He

wades the muddy water fishing,
falls in, dries his last pay-check
In the sun, smooths it oyt

In Leaves of Grass. He's
the one for me,

cook, and taught Lorine (who, her father’s
“couldn’t cook for sour 2

clothes: Sewing a dress

friends agree,
pples”). She took an Interest in

The need
these closed-in days

to move before you

smooth-draped
and color-elated

1n a favorable wind

ales of her newly-a.cqu}lI:i‘al(:3

1f to her new family. :
rment to be close to AlL's
weekends they

: —and
pulling up lily rOOtSr near
He wo ' SADCIS dlf Sarie
tmes : ough wr
b e ry fun at
Grand Mara . :

My dear one tells me
we did not

We watched a gopher there

traffic would bave

. .~ would be
By nine o'clock 1n dside wildlite gndiELorre
d

. aken to
ro e might aw :
scared awa};l algack seat of the car. o somewhere 1.I1
the

the morning the

etirement home

{
tt]le cottage f)
little o bt
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Lorine tried paint; lf
namesake of mg, Writln | . SS Wthh C
whose m the doctor wh g Frank p,. | vrief P€ s ods of illne e e
oth O h e £ , od hea
er she had ad de] wer ( excepP for her, 8° Island
concerning two s been nameg Ivereq 1., Son gy s ap pently1l S anaaiter they “etired to the 1 an
” mall waterco] ) in Nove I ang o morning A nied her until the birth of
T'he boats—I ¢ OTs she wa Mber lgfor | er 1078 oub ofter compd
Riv = 400Nt s sendine 1. 09 ‘ ponnl
SClOer The other boats Weie the man HEe g hin,. | b first € ild 070, however: she suffered a cerebral
: us— Milwaukee. For e fished up out ' On Rogy | n DecemD fd e ur,lable (o communicate vocally after
might becom 4 moment o Of sub orrhage, a o ’ natter.” When the
T € an artist. B ne year I On.- hexn L7 eft 1 i donit krnow whats the .
Another letter, dat d My poen.- | C?mphreb(e;fl;ri Christmas they left her @ small tree. Juanita
of the way she Work:d January 19, 1970 pital ]115':ar  Jassmate nd longtime friend, had fiecorated
stowed on her fri , as well as the » 1Ves us an jq Schrein ,11 natural-looking birds, with a squlrrel at 1ts
Shos Warm concern p. ' the tree &1 s - Campfire Girl
Dear Fr mcernibel | ghe was certain that Loriné, former Camplhire
ank and Annj : ' foot. >0¢ ' d the little tree—
nie Laurie: | herself, could 1 ear the caroling at see
ould not tell anyone Yivectlys b e f e - N

The winte
r has had a good cold start. Ho
. How are

g — _
—

Just th te as to how you
I spend th ought I'd let you knoy o trom the local hospital to
the hours f w (the encl | = licated by lobar
a poet carries j S Irom 5:00 to 11:00 mo 1closed) how " died the next day—her ~ondition complicate y
all thofok es it all around in his h 1;1 nings. (though ; pneumonia. | e :
e €ad pretty much | 1 orine Niedecker Millen was buried 1n a blizzard January
on Cemetery, towt

3. 1971, 1n the Niedecker 1ot of the Uni

u kS
ch a queer critter he &)
& , Kl a
: the same Reverend Tippins W

We are both stickin
ho had mar-

up to th ° g Indoor ;
my onl efmallb(?x todaY ke, beloivpretty much—going | of Sumner by . :
y Iresh air. at 6:00 a.m.) will be } _ied her to Albert Millen. She lies in the family plot beside
her father and mother.
" R isitors at the Hayes Funeral

Keep war
m and take care Albert Millen, unable to faceV

on sid : '
ewalks — d the burial service

~ Because€ of the

Enclosed w Por-

e ; was represente

bt . Tast vohilh |L weather none of his three daughters could get there al-
e 1N Australia wanted to come All

page book is her l 5 ol
ife g house. | | €5
by Water, it features hselvork Upungl e Callgdthls R } In the box of Niedecker memorabilia
My /e Roub are two manuscripts, one the final versiol of the
e ]efferson” Lot included 11 her five

ich has b
een s
| long PSS i 19, 1970 (Cid Gormati,

9 . . | . B .
Syl o ? books, but appearing 1M Ongt :
] published in Tokyo; Japan.




correspondence, noting that the first had been a success
and he was going back to England for the second. Cid

Corman, editor of Origin (Kyoto), and his wite stayed two
nights at the Blackhawk Hotel, Fort Atkinson, in November
of 1970 and spent the day in between out at Millens’ on the
Island. She had entertained Jonathan Williams at lunch in
Milwaukee when he came on a poetry-reading engagement

at UW-Milwaukee and Madison.
Whole chunks of her life are still undocumented and

perhaps always will be. A word from herself, however, at
the close, may tell what 1s most vital: her sense of poetry —

. %s I SuPpose W ’ o

: : €re getting old
I your mind, too? 5
lives.

« . 1like planting poems in deep silence; each person
gets at the poems for himself. He has to come to the
poems with an ear for all the music they can give and
he’ll hear that as Beethoven heard though deat. .. ."

— but we've

JANE KNOX

—— w—

This piece was presented originally as a talk to the Tuesday Club of Fort Atkinson

in April 1971. .
The editor has made slight changes here and there —correcting slight literary

slips—some grammatical constructions—but not tampering with the content in
any important way.

The author gives thanks to: Gail Roub, Maude Hartel, Albert Millen, Florence
Abernethy, Harriet Vance, Frank Brewer, Florence Dollase, Katherine Kunz,
Stanley Schafer, Juanita Schreiner, Cora Lohmaier, Royal Hayes, Marion Gruner,

AllanVosburg,TheDaily]effersonCountyUnion,Library,Museum,FortMemorial
Hospital receptionist, Claire Kentzer (WHA), Alumni Office of Beloit College,

Records Room of U.W.Madison, also Extension Dept., and particularly her family
and friends who tolerated her “preoccupation and rejoiced” when she “got an

unexpected ‘breakthrough’.
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