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A Note on the Text

This hardcopy form of BigFoot Moon mirrors the
page numbering of the MAC DIGITAL/INTERACTIVE
version (see BigFootMoon.com). This sometimes re-
quired changing font sizes to make the texts match.
Underlined words and phrases in this print version
indicate interactive items on the digital. Sorry, no
color, sound or videos in this version.
The Sasquatch Alphabet and typeface was adapted
from the Shaw Alphabet as published in Bernard
Shaw’s Androcles and the Lion, The Shaw Alphabet
Edition, (Penguin Books Ltd: Harmonsworth, Mid-
dlesex, 1962).
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In 1958, not far from Ferlinghetti’s City Lights Bookstore,

Bill Caxton produced a mimeographed booklet ambitiously ti-

tled The American Quarterly Review. As it’s evolved and grown

over time, the magazine has reflected the changing landscape

of American literary culture. Now a young editorial staff offers

you a glimpse of its most recent incarnation: digital AQR. 

(Here formatted for print.)
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LETTERS

A PARDONER EXCHANGE
To the Editors:

I must take exception to Alfreda Clapp’s overly ingen-
ious reading [“‘Shryned in an Hogges Toord’: Filthy Lucre
and Self-(Re)flexion in The Pardoner’s Tale,” AQR, Spring
2001] of Harry Bailly‘s “literal” threat to castrate the Par-
doner and cast his testicles, as she says, “like pearls, before
swine.” 

For one thing, it is the Pardoner who invokes the ex-
change of scatological metaphors when he says, “kisse my
relics” (for this reading see Ellesmere and Cambridge Gg)
with its excremental pun on L. reliquiae—cf. Sanskrit ri-
nakti: what is left behind and abandoned. Hence, Bailly’s
not-very-imaginative reference to the fellow’s pants, as one
might gloss it, being “full of shit.” 

More significant, as any undergraduate recalls from the
“General Prologue,” Chaucer’s con-man lacks certain dis-
tinguishing marks of masculinity: “A voys he hadde as smal
as hath a goot. / No berd hadde he, ne nevere sholde have;
/ As smothe it was as it were late shave. / I trowe he were
a geldyng or a mare.” In other words, the host’s threat is
an empty bluff; why threaten to castrate a eunuch?

G. Auriol, Professor of Middle English
State Univ. of N.Y. at Ithaca

To the Editors:
Prof. Clapp’s discussion of Chaucer’s

Pardoner shook loose in my mind a cu-
rious memory. As a young man, study-
ing in London after the War, I was
shown—by a Hampstead antiquarian—
a small cedar box with brass claps and
hinges. Inside was a kind of soft leather
bag, pleated to resemble a scrotal sac. 

From within fell out two dry and crusty objects, about
[“Letters” continued on p. 17]
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The Editor’s Column

Imagine choosing the charac-

ter you’d play in the story of

your life. Then wonder how I

got chosen to sit in the editor’s

chair of Bill Caxton’s magazine.

The American Quarterly Review

has a long history, and back in

the Midwest, we’ve read and ad-

mired it since the 1960s. But now, in 2001, we know

that small literary presses are struggling. That makes

my job, for an issue or two, more challenging.

When I flew out here two months ago, his wife

met me at the Portland airport. Margo Caxton is a

trim, striking woman—perhaps in her early fifties.1

That day she wore khaki slacks, a blouse of electric

blue open at the throat, and insisted on carrying

one of our bags out to the car, an old Beetle Volk-

swagen. It was a brilliant summer day, one of those

afternoons in the Northwest when the transparency of 

1 Margo’s youthful looks seems to change with the ambience of

light—some say with the density of sound in certain rooms when the

treble and bass are adjusted randomly 

Art Strether
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the atmosphere—washed clean in a long transit across

the Pacific—gives glimpses of distant, but glittering,

possibilities. 

“Well,” smiled Margo, settling in behind the wheel.

“You’re to be our house-guest. B.C. insists.” The depth

of her gray eyes—they’re rumored to have inspired cer-

tain passionate lines in the poetry of Richard Wilbur,

Mark Strand, and Ted Hughes—made us a little

breathless. 

On the Interstate, we clutched the upholstery as she

deftly wove the little VW in and out of traffic. On a

straight-away, we glanced at the speedometer: 110

miles per hour. 

“It’s got a Porsche

engine!” she shouted

above the noise. “I

bought it used from

our old neighbor, Paul

Newman. That was

back in Connecticut—

after his son died.” 

An exit-sign whizzed

past. “Hold on!” she

cried, took the turn, and braked hard going down the

exit ramp. When we opened our eyes, we’d halted at a

stop sign.  Abruptly she swung a hard right, shot us

through a tree-covered lane, and spun the vehicle

through a series of skidding turns that threw up a

Margo Caxton 
on Fast Cars

How fast can Margo’s Volkswagen

accelerate from a standing start?

She says, “Zero to sixty in 6 seconds.”



plume of gravel. 

Back at the main highway, she checked the rear-view

mirror. “I think we lost him.”

“You’re joking,” we said.

“Sometimes I’m followed,” she laughed. “Always from the

airport.”

And we laughed, too—feeling hip—as if we’d been admit-

ted to a zone of unspoken understandings, a tangled land-

scape of irony whose airy heights above the tree-line dropped

abruptly into dark gorges and white water. Transported to

such a place, what choice do you have except to trust your

guide and put your life—such as it is—into her hands?

The Caxton house sits on a forested ridge with views to

the east of Mount St. Helens and Mt. Hood. In the guest

wing, Margo showed us down a corridor. Our room, at the

far end, had a big bay window flanked by high bookshelves.

We looked out at a stand of Douglas fir, aware that she was

watching us. 

“In this light” we heard her say, “you look like a fine

young man.” She stood leaning in the doorway, an arm

clasped under her breasts, the fingertips of one hand

touching her mouth.

“I'm not that young,” we said. “But the view here is won-

derful. And this nice room— It’s really for me?”

She nodded, then looked serious. “Bill genuinely needs

your help," she said. “With the magazine, I mean. He's a

bit—preoccupied.”

I stood still, aware of her scent, imagining moments

when we’d be alone together.

Finally she took a breath and let it out. “You might as well

know,” she said. “Everyone else knows! Bill got some girl

A M E R I C A N  Q UA R T E R LY  R E V I E W               13
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pregnant—years ago. In the 50s, he was a beatnik with a

sailboat. He waded ashore in Oregon and fell in love—” She

sighed. “Lately a private detective has been making some in-

quiries. Isn't that interesting?”

“Everyone knows this?”

“Oh Bill made a big announcement to the staff. And sent

some notices to newspapers around the country: Lost Son

Sought. That sort of thing. A couple impostors showed up.

That's when they hired a detective.”

“They?”

“Gordon and Bill. Gordon Sable has been Bill’s business

manager for years. He went to law school and knows about

things like detectives. Meanwhile, manuscripts and corre-

spondence have been piling up.”

“Well," we said. “It all sounds very distracting—from your

husband's editorial work, I mean.”

“Yes." She was looking at a watercolor, framed, on the

wall: The Cove North of Manzanita. “Of course, we never had

children,” she said.

“I see.”

“Isn't it silly, how men get a little nuts about having—a

f8kIG* heir?” 
“I suppose.”

“Goodness, I’m boring you,” she said, walking to the door.

“I want to show you off to B.C. And the staff. They’ve con-

vened—” She made a face. “—one of their meetings. Why

don’t you freshen up? Then come out to the deck.”

“Fine.”

“Oh, the bathroom’s the next door down. Most days

you’ll want to take your shower early—the staff will be in

and out of their cubicals all morning.”

*Caxton shudders at profanity.



From somewhere now came the sound of vaguely fes-

tive music.

“And if you run into a short-haired distraught woman

taking blue pills,” said Margo, “that’s Maddy. She thinks

she’s been fired. Okay?”

“I think I can remember all that,” we said—to her

back. Margo had walked out of sight.

We unpacked a few things, then checked out the

bathroom. There were lots of fresh towels. The next

room had a dark shade on the window—evidently a

place to take naps. There was a cot and something hud-

dled under a blanket. 

It was a woman! She sat up. “Gordy?” she said, glanc-

ing at us through bleary eyes. Then she flopped down

and went back to sleep. She was lovely, in a faded way.

But her hair was long, and she didn’t look distraught.

She may have been

wearing a night-

gown. “Sorry,” we

whispered and

backed out. Damn

this chastity vow.

At the end of the

hallway was a door

with a window in it.

Evidently a long

corridor led some-

where—probably

to the cubicals Margo had mentioned. We dared to

click it open. Outside, we found our way to a flag-
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stone path that wound through rhododendrons and

stepped down in stages to a cedar deck. Past a yellow

Lab sleeping on its paws, a dozen people had pulled

chairs into a semi-circle. They held drinks and sat facing

Caxton, who sprawled in a canvas director’s chair. His

tan face, the gray mustache, and white hair swept back

from a high forehead recalled photos of the late Erik

Erikson. A low

wrought-iron table

was cluttered with

file folders, an ash-

tray, and a half-

empty bottle of

Early Times. 

“Look what I

found at the air-

port,” said Margo.

Caxton looked

up from his work.

Then he muttered

to the woman next

to him, “I] luks lik
he nedz a gud f8k…”
It was not an unfa-

miliar remark.
Suddenly gunshots sounded from inside the house! A

woman screamed. [continued on page 52]

Before proceeding to page 52. please take—and
pass— Quiz #1 on p. 232
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