The rear-guard action that holds on
To Tinme. Not disseverers. Not noderns
Only; but renenbering. And uniting,
What runs |l ost, and | oose -

HERSHEY
THE MOTOR CAR HARVEST

By Charles Barnes

Come! Cctober — hushed and mld —
You orange punpkin rolling days,
And the calmng air.

Wth the harvest heavy around us:
Bid us to your Hershey fields.

Wher ever you are, leave it all behind!

And take the old road out -

Across the country far as you need -

To this celebration: to this Mecca | and

O the notor car.

So it's far from California, or Kansas.

O up from Georgia, or South Carolina.

| nyself have cone from di stant places, sane as you.
VWhat ever you’'re doing, it can wait,

Per haps | onger than you can. The famly

Wn't mss you too much. Get out

O the office, lock it, or the factory, forgetting titles
And position, the usual arrangenents

And burdens, the sane old traps,

Set aside the status, and all that’s new.

Let the hired hand, run the farm

(It’s only for a few days.)

There’s a train that goes to the Harrisburg exit,
And 1’'lIl have soneone there waiting for you.
Before | eaving — a notice can be put up:

“Back — after |’ve seen again

The begi nni ngs, the best we ever nmade —

To see wwth ny owmn eyes. And before

W were allowng it to get away. And slipping.”



Qut here — Here's the rebirth, a noving shrine;

And plod along stuffed attic dreans.

Vol uptuary days. Conme — you grand | abors

O nen earnest in their work. (From

Al'l corners and conditions) before you, too.
Were a casualty to the great war.

Clusters of enterprise conpeting

I n excel | ence and pl ace.

Forward, not farewell! You Marnons,
And Model T s. And Duesenburgs indomtable,

to rummage

Never again equaled. WMade in a snmall M dwestern town.

You astoni shed the world. They still do.
Roll forth, you dear Packards for

Al'l seasons. The nost | oveable dignity
That ever noved.

And Pierce-Arrows for nmen who knew,

Who | ook back to Crommel |l — for

Anerica s plain aristocracy. Those forgotten.

Not the noisy new. Return, you wheels
From General Mdtors’ energing dynasty,
And Walter Chrysler’s triunph.

Back — you nen of inpassioned idolatry:

You who are given to — are reverencers

O materials — (what goes beyond netal,

d ass and wood frameworks.)

Bring your old parts to conplete sone
Man’s restoration. This old iron

That anchors you to a steadier world.

And seeing the present nore clearly for it.

Hear the engines: sone as a quiet clock ticking,

Turning over; or in ghostly hush;
O hers with anger and dragon snoke:
Taken together, the obligato to it all.

And wheel s were your choice, in wood, iron spoke,
O steel disc. That spun to a different fortune.

Primed, and painted, pinstriped, and
Al nost perfunmed in a bright dancing
Revol ution over Anerica.

And now great fields are fitted and arranged,

Al nmost thrown in an endl ess heaped up spraw
Level after |evel, ridge upon ridge.

Were lanterns are lit in the sheltered night,
Faces of nen and wonen open in their affections
And concern. A great central, disparate, but

r eveal



Unifying interest. A few days of easy |aughter and support.
Noi sy, garrul ous, schem ng.

And desiring sonething. Perhaps to settle a dea

Away fromthe |light of day. Anxious, with

| patient interest to have it done.

Furt her over, an occasional canpfire

Reki ndl ed as froma fornmer bivouac, pressing,

At war with the present? Sone

Wheel running down. Wirling

Qut of shape.

By day — the wal k unto exhausti on,

Goi ng at glinpse pace, head side to side,
Taking in, - the teemng rows of offerings.
Cars of all descriptions and types.

If it’s old enough. And parts enough to
Start a manufactory. Hub caps, radi os,

Engi nes, dyneto’'s, tail lights, |ap robes,
Vanity cases, tires, owner’s nmanuals, books, old maps;
Parts that perhaps no one still alive

Can identify, or maybe understand.

But you, wal ki ng past -

|’ ve seen you before. W’ ve net one tine

O another. D d you arrive needi ng nothing?

O you? Sonet hi ng down

Thi s endl ess maze you w ||

Find. Sonething you wll recognize as

Your own or what sonebody you | oved

Once owned. Did you bring a wfe? A wonman.

W Il she understand the m dnight ritua

O returning here? Predawn risings to seek each year
What you have | ost or are forever engaged

In finding. O perhaps she’s at hone, and altered,
No | onger cones with you or are apart and it’s changed al
Your days. Apparently you'll have to nove on

Maybe not. Anyway, there’ s a nei ghbor

O yours; he’s also here, perhaps bartering

Wth, exchanging a brass headlight, for one

Made of chrome or nickel

But the skies are turning overcast -

And if the rains conme down, and it’s nuddy goi ng

Like in the trenches once nore — it will cling to you for

The rest of the year — and others will know where you’ ve been.



Everywhere the seekers, and sellers.

Free enterprise spread out on the | awn.

All this stuff of . . . it has the burnished gl ow
O dying pride. Hoods and fenders, the fit,

Has its reflection in the sunlight.

This event out here —

Can this Hershey continue? A veiled goddess

Qut in front — or towering above a rubbled field;
That itself has caused such rubble.

Mot or cars, and trucks, canpers,

And nodern vans converge around

Mul ticolored tents (of yellow and white; blue and white,
O red) with their flapping fringes. Staked deeply
Wth rough, brown rope. Here the M ddle Ages

Merge with California glitter. This progress

We neasure, cannot be the treasure, for its revenge
Creeps along the night. Wat is it

W' re trying to get back to? Have we run out of future?
Hesitant to go there w thout sone of this.

Here, historians,

Here’'s how the runaway age m ght end:

Not on wheels of hysteria — but sonmewhat saved:

Sal vaged i n nostal gi a.

But the past retreats, gets away

Fromus. W watch it anxiously through

Qur growi ng children and the grayness.
Sonetinmes a worried chant repeats;

WIIl this all continue? Already it changes,
The wei ght of the sanel ess present

| nposes upon the wani ng yesterday. And we
Waken to rude differences.

Am dst the throng and thrash of the

Newer generation of cars now

Wth a legitimte place established here —
And you may have to go further

To see what it’'s all been based upon —

But here in the fields, entering upon their presence
The power of vital |ife about them

Are the open touring cars.

Al nost baroque — the grandest of them

Li ke cathedrals to enter —

To see the world froma high seat.

Here, the strange, famliar sweeping giants
That our grandfathers sonehow built.



Al nost nyt hol ogi cal they seem —

From a gigantic Arerica. Sweet servants,

That al nost | ook at you with a w il

O their own. That needl ess conplexity

And whatever is latest today wll not overtake.

Under their high arching cotton roofs

Braced by hickory — are interiors |ined throughout
Wth | eather; side pockets built into each door,

A symmetry of gauges in front — not the veneers but
Mat chi ng har dwood conpartnents in back. Wthal,
An airy spaciousness al nost | arge enough

To live in, while touring your daily world,

Or going around it. Made open to scoop up

The ready air, the odors — and the riches

O the earth. And at night

Those grand |ights searching the romance

O the open road forever.

Today, sonme manufacturers produce cars

Wth the option of skylights, or tops that

Go down. They too can work. GCets part of

The effect. Still, nobst are to envel op,
Envault, seal out the elenents, ignore or

Di sdain the outside, the external world.

Sonmeone el se’s. And sone part of the

Eternal one. The hi ghway has grown snooth

And straight and sonet hing di sappears; evaporates
As it covers up nore each year. Settling it all
As a mask upon one’s travel.

But however near to it you get -

However you go in this country,

Whet her young, and just noved in to a new house
Wth every | atest well-placed conveni ence;

O your final days in a rest hone;

Whet her franmed by a cranped apartnent dwelling

O you | ook down fromthe fastnesses

O castle walls:

Part of this old land pulls at you.

Pulls, to be reestablished beyond a parting ripple
To the past. Not only inside a noving envel ope sent
Where? A parcel en route? Hoping to go

Agai n, beyond the clouded threats to nothi ngness.
Beyond what for so many years is said to have

Kept the peace, - and, the fullest spirit

O mankind locked in. Until it functions



In fragnments. The pul

To get up, and | eave the graveyard

Beyond the nuclear, the great hunbler

Grdling the earth, where we have been w se and sober
I n our cradles hungering.

Hard to get nuch done fromthere.

Not much m | k and honey.

When the country is not built according to our best spirit —
Covered over; annoyed, trifled with; that doesn’t go
Qut to the romance needed for the higher reality

That nourishes ideals. Sweet bal ance.

And great dinensions of |life. Large public
Undert aki ngs, and gal |l ant private

Ones as well. Inspired by kingly di nensions

O denocracy. CQut to what will always be there;
Needing us in this enornous | and of ours,

Needi ng to be whol e.

Do we neet here to travel our own road?
To feel it, the bunps and turns, and gravel
And dirt; and nud and grease. Rounding

Past the old scenes still there. Let it
Al exist. — The pulse of the |and
The running air — and all, - over

The neandering | andscape. To know

The road, and not say these overtures

Are through as any wind that blew

That the punpkins grown to orange noons
Ref | ect upon our |abors yield; and the wld
Wthering corn nearby tall as our hopes.
That the lonely pilgrimge across the
Anerican | and has nore meani ng than

We can say: sone reunion, sonmething restored in gl adness.
And that a way — as churchnmen may

Sense at tinmes to the furthest recess,
There in that cloistered regi on where they
Most deeply live — stays open for us.
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