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Jasper B." This satire on the azure-pedalled
coteries of Washington Square has perhaps
received more publicity than any other of Mar-
quis's writings, but of all Don's drolleries I reserve
my chief affection for Archy. The cockroach, en-
dowed by some freak of transmigration with the
shining soul of a vers libre poet, is a thoroughly
Marquisian whimsy. I make no apology for quot-
ing this prince of blattidae at some length. Many
a commuter, opening his evening paper on the
train, looks first of all to see if Archy
is in the Dial. I love Archy because
there seems to me something thoroughly racial
and native and American about him. Can you
imagine him, for instance, in Punch? His author
has never told us which one of the vers libre poets
it is whose soul has emigrated into Archy, but I
feel sure it is not Ezra Pound or any of the expat-
riated eccentrics who lisp in odd numbers in the
King's Road, Chelsea. Could it be Amy Lowell?
Perhaps it should be explained that Archy's
carelessness as to punctuation and capitals is not
mere ostentation, but arises from the fact that he
is not strong enough to work the shift key of his

typewriter. Ingenious readers of the Sun Dial
have suggested many devices to make this pos-
sible, but none that seem feasible to the roach
himself.


