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THE HAVERFORDIAN
ENGLISH CRICKET TOUR*
Henry Cope,

'69

—

When your Committee urged
on this occasion, I said that I felt that you were
tired of hearing from me, and would rather listen to someone else but
as they thought otherwise, I will try to give you some reminiscences and
comments on our recent tour in England, and its connection with Haverford Cricket. Two years ago those of you who were most competent
to judge felt that, for the prestige of Haverford, another tour should
if possible be made in 1910.
Correspondence was opened with our
friends at the Public Schools, and when their very cordial replies were
submitted to President Sharpless upon his return from California, he
at once gave his consent and approval. As far as could be foreseen at
that time the prospects for a better than average team seemed very good,
and before I left here in July 1909 for a year abroad, Mr. Lacey, Secretary of the M. C. C. had arranged most of our Fixtures on the lines that
had been submitted to him. Before my leaving England for the Continent in September, we had pretty much completed the schedule of
matches and I would like to say here that my reception as Haverford's
representative was, as heretofore, a very cordial one by the many cricketers that I met.
Once more your generous contributions financed the
trip, and the fourteen players selected by your Cricket Committee
sailed from New York, on June 11.
Before meeting them in Liverpool,
on the 20th I had, after my return to England in May, completed every
possible arrangement for the tour; and I wish to acknowledge the kind
assistance and many courtesies extended to us by the Marylebone C. C,
and by individual cricketers at the schools and elsewhere.
It is quite needless to go into details of the games; you no doubt
extracted from the "hot air" given out by the gas engines of the Philadelphia papers much more than the actual facts. But I would preface
any general comments by saying, that the fine weather prevailing up to
that date then "broke" and continued "broken" nearly all the time until
Haverfordians, which means players or judges of
late in August.
Mr. Chairman and Brethren

me

to

:

speak

;

;

;

*[At the recent dinner of the Haverford Alumni in Philadelphia, Henry Cope, '69, was expected to
speak; but owing to lack of time that evening he asked to be excused. We are indebted to the President
of the Alumni Association for a copy of his intended remarks.]
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cricket,

know

that dead wickets

and cold and rainy weather place Ameri-

who are quite used to
Our scores were there-

cans at a disadvantage with our English cousins,
such conditions, and

know how

to

meet them.

fore often as large as the circumstances warranted, while our splendid
fielding generally held

few points

may

down

those of our opponents remarkably well.

A

We

had the best wicket-keeper (Taylor), and
also the finest batsman since 1896
you know what that means. If
Furness was not always as sound and safe as Lester usually was, his
brilliant strokes all around the wicket were often better timed than any
Haverfordian's I can now recall. Powerful hitting was combined with
great judgment and mastery of the bowling. Whenever he got set, his
batting elicited universal admiration, and his fielding was even more
warmly applauded. As I now remember, I believe his best performances were at jMarlborough, Malvern and Rugby, though he also
showed good form in some of his shorter innings.
No one else was in the same class, of course, but Howson and
Baily had good punishing powers, and hit out some fine scores. The
way Baily collared the bowling at Harrow was a treat to witness and
I think Howson's freeest hitting was at Tonbridge, where he and Furness made a long stand.
Roberts and David also played some very
useful innings, and there were others whose batting was quite equal
to, and in fact better than, that of many players on previous Elevens.
Ritts should have been played more, as his Malvern innings showed.
The disappointments to me were Baily and Howson; in that neither of
them came up to their previous year's form in either bowling or batting.
Nor were Downing's or Hartshorne's bowling always to be relied
on so that we were distinctly short in that department which was a
I

mention.

—

;

;

thing I did not expect.

;

In fact Furness, although having too

much

to

had the best command of the ball, as his top average proved. The
other bowlers often failed to keep a good length.
As to the fielding
there is so little to criticize that it seems hard to distinguish particular
ones; but after Furness I think Roberts and David were the safest, and
were often brilliant.
I want to call your attention, by the way, to the fact that all but
two of the team were sons or near relatives of former students. It has
alwaj^s been a pleasure to me to remember that five generations of my
family have been connected with Haverford as Founders, Managers,
Professors or Students. The time has come, when I personally, would
like to see each year a Freshman Class of fifty (moral, mental and physido,

English Cricket
cal tests of course strictly

Tour

maintained) who,

at least be intimate friends of "old boys."

if

3

not near relatives, should

We

care nothing for "big-

narrow in getting recruits from the good old
stock that we know. Haverford is neither a missionary nor a charitable
institution and so best can our "beneficent influence" be continued and
maintained by our graduates nourished from childhood with Haverford's ideals, and afterwards spreading those ideals world-wide if you
please.
Nor does this conflict, to my mind, with our benefactor's conI want no "rich man's colcern for "youths of slender patrimony"
lege" but let Haverford's standards be so high as to make it the most
If you want new blood let
difficult college to enter, or to remain in.
them get it from their mothers this however is no reflection by an oldgentleman upon the "Haverford girl." Therefore for me the cry is:
"Haverford for Haverfordians!"
There is nothing much new to mention in regard to our tour, as
compared with the former ones. Our reception everywhere was as
cordial as ever; and that we were willing to send over a comparatively
weak and inexperienced team, and do the best we could, only added to
our reputation for pluck and sportsmanship. And do not our colors
stand for Blood and Iron?
Sometimes my old friends would
"Never mind, old chap, it was our turn to win; better luck
say:
next time." When Hinchman offered to shave off his moustache and
get into the game, I quoted Grant "No, we will fight it out on this line
if it takes all summer!"
Too much cannot be said of the help given us
in many ways by Hinchman, our old Captain of
1900; a true
and able cricketer, a "thick and thin" Haverfordian, I do not see how 1
could have gotten through the trip without him. He was as much at home
with the team, as when he was "talking shop" to the dons that we met;
and he knew his way about England as well as myself.
I also feel it my duty to expose the proceedings of "Baron" Smith
('86) yonder. About the middle of the tour he "loomed" on the horizon,
accompanied by his entire family after which time they saw nearly
every ball bowled, and the Haverford lads were "kodaked" in all possible attitudes.
Not content with this loyalty, at the end of the trip
the team were kidnapped, carried off to the Lakes, and for a week were
motored by land and water about the north of England. Then they
were brought to Liverpool, and after one more last grand lunch at the
Adelphi, were put on board the "Haverford" smothered in bouquets
and bonbons and literature, and with rugs intended for cold weather;
ness"

;

and

I

see nothing

;

;

—

;

!

:

;

;

The Haverfordian

4

I have been told, in cosy corners at the bow and
where the moonlight could not penetrate. I am afraid there
was a good deal of co-education on both voyages. Not having been with
the team after the Rossall game, I disclaim any responsibility in these
matters.
But I wish to say that it is the "Baron's" big heart which
causes his broad shadow, under which any true Haverfordian can find

but really largely used,
stern

And

shelter.
is

many

it is

my

pride, that in Haverford's devoted battalions there

a heart that pulses with his

have already said

I

it is

As

details of the matches.

entirely superfluous to recount to

to the result of the tour, let

me

you the

quote what

that good veteran Mr. Hirst (Haverford's staunch friend and neighbor)

me

said to

that

not

is

the other day;
all

of cricket.

to the college,

and

am

make

not here to

gies for

will

it

any of you

apologies for the team;
in the past,

did the best they could
taught.
that

in

;

and never

the best they

have never made apolo-

I

shall.

knew

;

Suffice

journej^ed into far countries,

I

right to expect

The

napkins.

would labor

three

many

in the vineyard,

captains

it

to say, they

the best they had been

No, the apologies are due from the Alumni.

when

had a

"What matters it whether you won or lost?
That you made the tour is a credit and honor
prove a benefit to American cricket." But I

It

me
whom you

seems to

of those,

wrapped

their talents

of the previous English teams did

valiant service at and for the college; especially our "little giant" over

there,

who

in

1904 stayed at the wickets nearly all day, during two
and saved the match by carrying his bat for

innings, at Winchester

,

And

must mention our own Dr.
But how many
more of you were out at college last spring to lend a hand, or give any
encouragement? For the most part the team (blood of your blood.
Haver ford blood) were allowed to go without a cheering word. If
then you reaped in the summer a harvest of disappointment, it came
largely from a sowing of indifference in the spring.
While there must be other sports at Haverford (the fewer the better, probably, for our numbers) yet there is no need to extol cricket to
It would be as superfluous as to eulogize the colHaverfordians.
about one-hundred and
Freddie, son of our

lege itself or

its

soil,

fifty runs.

and true son of

President.

I

his noble dad.

Your long Roll of Honor

in the Cricket

compare favorably with anything of the kind
anywhere, voices your answer. For over half a century, from the days
of Theodore Morris in the '50s; the Mellors, Settles, Starrs, Ashbridges
and Congdon in the '60s; of Fox Lowry, Comfort, Mason in the '70s;
Pavilion,

which

will

English Cricket

Tour

S

and later on the Bailys, Garrett, Sharp, Muir and then Lester; not to
mention a score of great cricketers of recent times through all these
long years, cricket has maintained a prestige for Haverford unique in

—

And many

America.

a one of you will ever

score

was almost

when

the tail-ender joined

tied,

he ran out the

last

remember how, when our

man from

cover-point; or,

him and three runs were needed

to win,

"one hour of glorious

memory; which

life"!

how

Ah, that

he opened his shoulders and sent the ball into the maple tops.

some of us no more; an echo, a

for

brings a gleam to the veteran's eye, and glad tones in

Alma Mater.

his voice as he watches his successors battle for

Haverford meadow in '64,
Nor can we
Pennsylvania
in the first match with
Comfort and Kimber, and the score
of 255 to 31 against them at Nicetown in '78; Hilles' and Baily's bowling
in the next decade Lester's unapproached record of eleven hundred runs
and average of eighty in Public School cricket, and Scattergood's hitting
five successive balls into the boundary at Lord's; Hinchman's wonderful
catch of Warner at the ropes on the same ground; Patton's brilliant
hitting at Malvern, and days when his or Adams' bowling came off; or
Godley's carrying his bat right through the innings at Eton, and
"Christy" at Winchester. Multiply these instances by one hundred and all
of Haverford's proud record would not be told.
And yet with all this, indifference may go a long way toward killing Haverford cricket. The day is far spent with some of us the fight
has been a long one I cannot tell, this may be my last word to you. You
men of the '80s and '90s and later must take up the burden and by
your personal interest and efforts and attendance see to it that the inWhile you are still able, let there
terests of Haverford do not suffer.
be less "messing about" with golf sticks, racquets, auto cars ( 1) and
what not and give more attention to the heritage that you were bred
As you have been done by, so do you by your younger brothers
to.
Ask the men who, beginning fifty years ago, Americanized cricket;
made it (in the words of Tom Brown) "more than a game, an instiMr. Outerbridge, the Newhalls,
tution" for Philadelphia gentlemen
Green,
the
Wisters,
the
Evanses,
Mr. Rawle and their long line of
Captain
successors ask them what the death of cricket at Haverford would
mean. I think they would say, it would be the greatest calamity for
amateur sport in America. For they regard Haverford as the only true
nursery for our one untainted public pastime and the cricketers she
has bred as a type of the true sportsman. Not only is your loyalty as
forget the victory in the old
;

;

;

;

;

;

—

—

;

!

!;
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Haverfordians, but your patriotism as Americans in the balance
sure that you will see to

it

that there

is

—

I

am

no shortage in weight

you can throw away your birthright, ignore your
and repudiate all your glorious traditions and record,
and so sink Haverford in athletics into the ruck of small colleges known
and
as far as Camden on one side and, let us say, Media on the other
For,

either

inheritance, forget

;

—

not

much further.
Or you can, on

the other hand, by continued effort, maintain our
and reputation for clean sport which. Haverford's sons have
carried to every part of this country; and which also, through the "old
boys" of the Public Schools, is known throughout that Empire "upon
which the sun never sets" the two Anglo-Saxon nations which control
prestige

;

—

this little globe.

TOWhen

the descending twilight casts a

Upon my

Until those sad regrets bedim

As

gloom

thoughts and brings up doubts and fears

my

sight with tears

walk the darkened room
When each fond hope as the warm light of day
Departing leaves my little world so cold,
That in dull despair and with heart less bold
thoughtfully

My

I

eyes stretch blindly for a lingering ray

Then from out of the darkness do I
And to my window quickly turn my

Where upon
I see

And

my

the horizon 'cross

my

guiding star of wondrous

in its

splendor

That smiles and

I

rise.

i

pace,

way,
size.

discern a face

says, "I

am

that lingering ray!"

L.

J.

R,

'14.

THE

THE MOTH*

ILLUSION OF
CHAPTER

^ ITH

^^
^F

from amazement

return from Slab-Sides to
tion

cast a

in

own
The

his

him.

about

things

now

the prettier

at herself,

and a

promising opportunism, Suzanne was in no fancy on the

^^^r
of

all

blush in the blue of her eyes at her impulsive and uncom-

^^

I

cheeks

111.

humor Sidney out
and

thought,

of

twilight

sombre shade over a

silent

his

the

sea,

of his absorp-

consciousness

slight

autumn afternoon by

and

west through

in the

the trees the last colors of departing day faded in infinite depths

even shallow
softens into

—depths

and before which the man with a soul
profound reverence. Fortunately Suzanne was too much

men

call beautiful,

occupied with her

own

thoughts to interrupt Sidney's interest in the

But even as an artist, it must be conlessed that
his absorption was more objective than a matter of feeling, as if he
were wondering how this or the other shade of green could be made so
quiet yet so impressive in a picture.
Indeed it occurred to Suzanne as
she thought about this baby genius, so young, so much the thing he
tone of the evening.

thought,

how,

how

in a

objective his interests were,

rather than that he

made

He was

subjectivity.

how

little

tinged with himself,

moment made

him,

the gorgeous sunset something felt in his

own

word, the prism of Hght

west

in the

lovable because he

was

at this

so young.

Suzanne could

not have got this clearly in her mind, or have expressed her blind feeling
it.
And yet it was true. The thought almost frightened her, for it
was not only for her a sad thought, but one of the few she had ever
worked out for herself. So they reached Whipsurf without a word.
The library of Whipsurf occupied the greater part of the first floor
from the front to the back of the house, so that the front windows
looked out in the sea and the opposite ones faced the west. Sidney had
arranged and cleaned the library, but the breakfast room and the music
room had been left in utter isolation. When, upon entering the house,

of

*Under the
kissed,

it is

distracting circumstances

a thing

wondered

in

at in discussion

which Sidney Holt hid again been

among men who never parry

kissing,

blood watered his veins.
And so there is this advantage in
writing a story by such chapters as are hardly blotted before the monthly printer
seizes them, that the an.xiety of such frivolous boys can be packed in oil before
the story goes further. But before we try to remember what kind of characters
the previous instalments intended ours to be, we must remark that criticism

what kind of

thus far
ally

is

fish

quite confusing, because the gentlemen

expect poor Sidney to cry

story

game while

who

read our Illusion continu-

the ladies insist that in this dismal

our sweet Selma and Suzanne have been unsexed by an

inexperienced

The Haveefordian
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was taken from the sunset, it dawned upon Sidney that
Suzanne had said nothing since they had left Slab-Sides, and recalling
her former vivacity, he wondered.
I shall be here
"Please take a chair, Suzanne, and excuse me.
his attention

presently with firewood."

No

Suzanne dropped

reply.

into

a leather chair

and Sidney,

ostensibly off for firewood, soon started an avalanche of tin pans in the

Embarrassed

kitchen.

at the crash, he appeared quickly.

"Do you keep your firewood

in the

bread-box?" she asked with

indifferent archness.

"No," he

down

said, laughing,

rattled every

pan

"but

I

in the place

was trying

to fix the kitchen,

—and the firewood!

Oh!

I

and

forgot

the firewood!"

Left alone in twilight, Suzanne glanced around the dusky room,

was attracted to the western windows, through which
were becoming deeper and darker, until the darkness
lowered to a narrow ribbon of green behind the trees. It was a crystal
green, lighter than emerald, a streak of pure and infinite color shining
between the darkening sky and the black earth. For a moment Suzanne
was lost in space, until the crash of birchwood on the grate awoke a
brain which seemed by now in a stupor under the vague an9 empty
feeling that nothing here was for her, nothing in what seemed for the
until her attention

the colors in the sky

moment

a life full of great things in quiet reserve, in which, having

no

understanding,

have no sympathy; and yet her
She was no artist.
She had failed, not only to overcome the lugubrious mood of Sidney,
but even had caught herself the contagion of it. Before this she had
been lonely in dismal Woodcliff, desperately lonely, but now the added
element of failure in the achievement of the smallest things brought into
real

incapacity for

author.

it

she

could

she had the intelligence to regret.

The inexperienced readers have not

yet learned to accept the assured fact

omniscient; and perhaps the very fact that these characters
are not the kind you are is the moving cause in this ominous pragmatism. For
this is a story of three foolish people.
that

the author

is

In truth it must be said for Sidney, however, that he probably did not know
whether Suzanne had or had not kissed him. None of us, of course, has ever
shd down Slab-Sides into the pretty arms of an impulsive girl, nor, if we had
suffered such a distracting jolt under such pleasant circumstances, would our
shocked and careening heads or our dishevelled shaggy hair have felt a quick
kiss from the lips of Suzanne.
She is an impulsive creature to be sure, and a
bit reckless from sheer loneliness, but here we wish flatly to deny that dear Suzanne would ever have thrown her arms around an unknown man in a trolley
car, as one of our carping feminine critics has asserted.
We love Suzanne too

The
her

unaccountable

blue

miserable limbs, and

Illusion of
devils

filled

the

Moth

9

which crept luxuriously through her

her heart with sensuous aching melancholy.

Interrupted from her reverie, she turned from her

window

to see

an incipient blaze of pine cones and birch, which
having decided suddenly to leave to its own devices, he came over
towards her almost joyously, reciting rhythmically,
Sidney preoccupied

in

"And

I

not by eastern windozvs only."

"Look, Suzanne, what a gorgeous depth of green
"Yes, I have been watching it. It grows dark, and
guess you will have to get your own supper."

"Now, Suzanne," he

pleaded, "not after
"

all this.

!"
I

I

must go home.
haven't seemed

very enthusiastic, but please

Her
sunset.

face

was against the pane gazing thoughtfully out

As he watched

her for an eternal

moment

into the

in the quiet of the

evening in which not a leaf sighed, nor a wave of the sea whispered, he
became interested for the first time in Suzanne Archer not only as a
mere thing to be interested in, but as a creature who made him feel her
presence more than objectively, at which he thought of Selma, and lost
himself staring at Suzanne. She became at once conscious of his scrutiny
and turned to look at him, his face serious in almost religious thought,
and his hair towsled and lovely in the twilight. For a minute she looked

—

seriously into his eyes, a wondering, questioning, dismal look, until her

own

eyes dropped in pain, and he watched her face motionless, except

for her quiet breathing.

immense bound

still moment
Sidney Holt
What Selma had said was true

In this

in experience.

took an

—he had

made her

fill a vast gap in his imagination, but this
Suzanne at the
window, this was nearer reality. He raised his hand to smooth her hair,
at which her eyes raised to meet his in a pretty smile, and she said

softly

much ever

to let her do so startling, so unnatural, so heartless, so reckless, so

shiftless a thing as that.

Selma

is

so different

—and

better allow her to get over

it.

a

little

bit

The poor

we think we had
has to get married somehow or

conscientious, and
girl

and the sooner she buys cosmetics and soft lamp shades the better. And
the place to inform the readers that when Selma kissed Sidney in the
first chapter, he did not half realize it then either, so you see he is a slow fellow, unconsciously a genius, and so absorbed in himself that he gives no thought
to what happens to him.
So it is a wise thing to have him kissed at the end of
other,

here

is

every chapter.
The printer last month wrote us that in order to insert some
poetry at the bottom of a page, he would have to cut off a paragraph of the
chapter, remarking naively that he didn't suppose it mattered much, since the
story was to be continued.
confess we were furious.
Something awakening

We

The Haverfordian
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"I must go home."

"No."
"Please."

"Please no."

"But Sidney,

I

I'm going.

must.

To-morrow we

I'm sorry.

shall

go walking again, but now mother will be expecting me."
"But the supper?"

"Sometime again

By now

—and

we'll

make

special preparations."

the lights in the western horizon

but the burning birch in the grate threw a

had

entirely disappeared,

warm

radiance into the

Going over before the fire, they stood talking, while behind
them, unseen, their dim gigantic shadows on the wall melted together
and flickered ominously, like shades of grim gargoyles prophesying pain.
He held for her the soft blanket coat which she had thrown upon the
davenport before the fire, and she half hoped for a moment for a
pressure from his arms, but it was not there. He stood gazing into the
fire, a little surprised and helpless in his new thoughts, interested this
time most of all in himself. Suzanne had gone half way to the door
and he had not moved. She looked back, quietly retraced her steps
toward him, touched his arms with her hands, and laid her head upon
library.

He

his shoulder.

turned abruptly, startled.

"Forgive me," she

"Oh

—

pardon

"No, no,

morrow

I

at two.

And when
and

me

said,

"only

Suzanne,

I

was

I shall

I

must go home alone," and she held out her hand.

Good

—
"To-

night."

she was gone, Sidney threw himself upon his davenport,

in a voice entirely too serious for so

spirit

lonely."

be with you in a minute,

young a

lover,

muttered to the

shades of light in darkness:

"Selma!"

And

he smoked cigarettes

all

the evening.

{To be continued.)
has got to be done for Sidney every month, and no one objects to kissing. We
wrote to the printer to ask him if he wouldn't like to be kissed by Suzanne, also
whether Sidney was not quite worth kissing, with the result that the business
manager paid storage on the Muses. We appeal therefore to all our readers, and
demand to know whether, since we are no longer encouraged at Bryn Mawr,
we can not all kiss Selma or Suzanne as much as we please?
We must none of us try to think of what may be the outcome of this story,
or who may be the moth, for it is really no matter for guessing. This business
of writing a story does not necessarily imply that the author can end it any more
to the satisfaction of all than you have by now experienced.
And, in fact, this
$tory has a dismal ending. It is so sad, and so inevitable.

—

PLATONISM ON THE HIGH SEAS
First

Day

^v

—

voyage bids fair to come up to
knew the Richards girls would
^P
be here, and Eloise Lockwood and her brother, Bob; then
^^s^^^ J™' too, yon errant gentleman who is to be my reisekamerad.
But Evelyn Barclay's appearance was rather
sudden she's like a tornado compared with my zephyr-like friends, the
Richards. My, how she did breeze aboard with that formidable platoon
of pumpkin-headed youths. I remember meeting her at one of Conwell's

x^^^

^k

^

after

two hours,

expectations.

Of

this

course

I

;

dances last year. I understand that she is quite a bird. Well, here's
hoping she hasn't forgotten me! She wouldn't look at me before the
last "all ashore"; but now that the bevy has departed maybe I'll be
favored.

The Richards

Later:

girls

developed a preconceived hysteric mat

de mer and would not leave their staterooms after supper. Jim monopolized Eloise.
So Bob and I started out for adventure. The said Miss
sally.
We were extremely fortuShe
recognized
the
thirteenth
time
nate.
me,
we passed her. She was
promenading the deck with some insignificant lout from Harvard. She
manipulated all three of us, like an experienced officer. By mathematical
induction, she would certainly be a pretty good match single-handed.
We noticed a girl, who walked up and down the deck incessantly,
sometimes with an elderly gentleman, probably her father.
I didn't

Barclay proved to be the object of our

know

her, but thought her eyes rather pretty.

Second Day

—

Jim and

I

It was beautifully clear and I experienced
was out of sight of land for the first time) in my

got up early.

quite a thrill to think I

met Winnie Richards on deck after breakfast, she having fully
We had hardly started walking around the deck before we
met Miss Barclay and Bob Lockwood, just coming up from breakfast.
We four played shuffle-board all morning. Miss Barclay is certainly
charming. What's more, my jokes don't go over her head as they do
Winnie's; and she's going to let me read some Kipling to her this
life.

I

recovered.

afternoon.

had a wonderful time this afternoon. She seems to enjoy
much as I do; and I believe that she actually prefers
company to that of Williams, that above mentioned sad bird who
Later:

1

Kipling almost as

my

I

z
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I have been wondering if Harvard
Miss Barclay likes to watch the sea, too, just without
saying much. That girl with the strange gray eyes passed us again and
again this afternoon. I don't know what to make of her. Miss Barclay
says her name is Elsie Clark and that she is very nice.
I think she's
quite attractive, too, but she keeps looking at me as though I were some
sort of culprit.
I wonder what she knows about me.
Later still: D
I wonder how soon I'll learn better.
it!
I
wouldn't have thought a thing about the mere fact of calling Miss
Barclay, Evel3^n, or even of innocently holding her hand, if it hadn't
been for that Clark girl. Now, how, in the name of Time, did she
happen to wander out to the bow and interrupt us at that hour. There's

claims connection with Harvard.
reciprocates.

a perfect evening spoiled!

Third

Day

—

I spent most all day in the Smoking Room, playing chess with a
gloomy Dutchman. Considering my surroundings, I spent about as dry
a day as possible. I suppose I never will meet Miss Clark now, and if I
do, I will have to be ashamed of myself.

Fourth Day

—

Everywhere

I

went, this morning, that blooming Evelyn Barclay
I had to stop and talk to her that Clark
She makes me feel like a fool every time I

tagged after me, and every time
girl

was sure

to turn up.

No

look at her.

shuffle-board for

me

to-day!

Smoking Room

all afternoon and didn't ask
Evelyn whether I might escort her to the dance to-night. Williams has
asked her by now, I guess. She hardly spoke to me at supper. Jim
said I was a "grouch" and Bob chimed in with an appropriate: "You

Later:

old clam.''

I

stuck to the

I

could think of nothing better than to ask them both to

kindly relegate themselves to utter and extreme perdition.

go to sleep with that music.
Later

still:

not some better
berth.
in the

guess

I'll

way

Gee,

I

can't

sneak out on the bow.

Per nomines deorum hominumque !

Steady, lad!

morning.

I

Wonder

if

there's

to spend the night than sleeping in a cooped-up

You

get to bed and you'll see Elsie

Yes! Elsie!

I

all

the sooner

think I've just spent the most delicious

my life. I was sitting out on the front deck about as glum
and sulky as a thunder-cloud. Then the moon rose and I saw something
The moon's
like a cloud between me and its monstrous yellow mass.
pathway on the water was obscured, too. After staring about a minute.
minutes of

Platonism on the High Seas
I

discovered that

it

was

Elsie Clark

;

and

I

hadn't

'3

known

there

was a

soul

kept quiet five minutes and so did she but that was the
"Well, what are you looking at?"
best I could do, so I blurted out:
"The same as you, with the exception of myself," she answered without

Well,

there.

I

Now

turning.

;

that's

what

I call

a good sport.

She certainly

is

fine;

and

what's more, we're working a great game. It took me a long time to
convince her that I wasn't in love with that awful Barclay girl. But

now

she really believes I'm not; and to help

back and danced the

last

me

vent

my

two dances with me and

spite she

let

me

call

went
her

Barclay.

Um-um-m-m How I did relish the withering glance that was
on me in return for my sweet smile in the direction of Evelyn
Jim is sliding into his bunk now, after looking at me without

saying a

word

"Elsie."

!

bestowed

mark

in

Fifth

Day

for fully five minutes, just like an animated question-

pajamas.

—
you play it right. Elsie and I
morning with some other people. She let me keep on calling

ShufHe-board
played

it all

is

a great

game

if

her Elsie.
Later: We spent the whole afternoon up on the Captain's Bridge
and were the first lay passengers to sight land; She told me lots about
herself and we compared notes on the size of the world. We found in
rather small, because she lives only two stations nearer New York than
I do.
She thinks I'm clever because I've been at college a year longer
That such false impressions last, here's hoping. She
than she has.
certainly shows wonderful intuition.
She knew just when it was time
to dress for dinner without consulting

she has about as

little

my

watch.

I

am

inclined to think

foolish philosophy about her as I have.

Then she

sings alto to a whole lot of Grieg that I

know.
Later still: Well, a few hours to-morrow morning, then two whole
July days in Venice (it's a new moon then; I looked it up), and then
every day in September, and * * *. ^^^ that's looking a good way
ahead. We had to stay out till after eleven to outlast the other moonwatchers.
Oh, it was wonderful. Nothing like Evelyn Barclay. I
didn't even think about holding hands.
But I might have said something foolish if I had not been snatched up just on the brink.
I'm
But I remember
afraid it was the old story of "let us be friends."
distinctly she told me, this morning, in no uncertain terms that she
hadn't the slightest faith in the lasting qualities of Platonic friendship.

H.

F. Jr., '12.

TO THE
And

thou,

Oh!

PINE

stately pine, art not the least.

That brings good news of Spring, of budding trees,
Of piping birds, green fields and bursting leaves.
Giving the world new life where life had ceased.
'Twas in the Fall when, all the land aglow
With Autumn's burning, all consuming fire,
Atune to Nature's magic, mystic lyre.

Thy

bough, the angel spared as sacred, so

That through the bleak and icy months to come
Thee, man would see, a sign from God above,
And know the sun will rise and heat the earth
Melting at last the lake all cold and dumb
And warming up his heart with life and love,
A pledge to him which prophesies of mirth.

H. W.

E.,

'14.

THOUGHTS ON READING "THE COMPLETE
ANGLER"

XAM

musing before

my

open

fire

and already

I

am

back in

those dim, distant days before Herpicide stood on

my

bureau and the vacuum cap was the skeleton in my closet.
Even now I can see those two old volumes on the "Holy
of Holies," on that sacred sanctuary Grandfather W's

—

Other books were relegated to the library, but these quaint
old volumes still maintained their exalted station on the sacred property
of that respected Elder of the B Monthly Meeting. Ah, my impatient
The Old and New Testaments sturdily
friend, your guess is wrong!
bound into one volume of morocco reigned supreme on one whole table
in the library but the book from which this most Christian old gentleman
could not endure to be far distant even in his slumbers was Isaak Walton's
"Complete Angler."
"The Compleate Angler" it was spelled in the fashion of the good,
old days when men spelled as they pleased, before Women's Suffrage and
Reformed Spelling and the other new-fangled ideas perplexed the minds
of men. Back in those dim, distant days which I have mentioned I was
not of the clan of Anglers and had perforce to pay a distant and awful
veneration to the Divinity.
For Grandfather, though in general mild,
like most anglers, would have surely avenged an insult to his goddess.
"Children must not touch" and "Spare the rod and spoil the child" were
two mottoes which tripped along hand in hand in the excellent old
gentleman's mental process. But in those days my worship was just a
reflection of the adoration of the old fisherman.
I had no idea of the
hidden charms of the ancient volumes. It was not until years later,
when I had long been an humble devotee of the cult, that I entered the
hidden mysteries and beheld thy image. Divine Piscator. How short
we have fallen of thy noble ideal, I can understand by looking at the
modern anglers. Isaak Walton, that was an angler
When comes such
another ? Surely in none but a Golden Age.
Not that there are no anglers. The cult still has its votaries, if you
may term them by a sacred word. Even the traditional sport, the country
boy is contaminated by the materialistic spirit of the age. His purpose
when he goes fishing is to catch fish, not sport for sport's sake. If he
does not catch fish he wishes that he were busied in the nervously
exciting sport of crabbing.
So, in order to catch fish, he uses hand
dresser.

—

;

!
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"It don't give "em a chance to bite more'n once," he says, and
winking wisely hums a lilt from that rustic song "Molligan my fat hen"
and spits tobacco juice on the worm for good luck as a grand finale.
But thank Heaven there are still a few country lads, who handle their
bamboo poles right deftly, whose lines are lightly buoyed on the ripples
by a corncob cork and who sit quietly, patiently waiting for a bite.
Mr. Winkle thinks that a handsome outfit and the latest thing in
But we
"piscatorian costuming" is essential to the complete angler.
have already seen the gentleman on skates, or horseback and out gunning
and a sorry figure he was, and so Mr. Dickens truthfully represents him
Therefore we won't give Mr. Winkle's opinion
in the Pickwick Papers.
Yet
so much consideration as the grand old angler would a toadfish.
there are many who, thinking in the same vein, claim that clothes make
lines.

the man.

No,

my

must seek the acquaintance
One must study to know and understand this

friend, to be a true angler one

of honest Isaak Walton.

trusting and simple child of nature.

had

at his

What

a fund of natural lore he

command!

give a recipe for
Sir Epicure

its

Not only could he catch the fish, but he could
preparation which would cause the mouth of even

Mammon

to water.

Few

anglers to-day have the calm and

sweet disposition of the famous angler; few the time or inclination to

And now-a-days even the fish are rare. I never in my
whole experience saw a pool containing twenty or so trout. Besides
natural enemies the fish of to-day have to beware of gill nets, seines,
trout lines, dyes from factories, dynamite, dams and paddle wheels of
steamers. Is it a wonder that so few are left? Besides, the beauty of
the country is being ruined by the abominations of modern society; the
country is little different from the city. These causes have played a
philosophize.

great part in the disappearance of the philosophic angler.

have changed.
hills.

Never

in

The

times

No longer neat little ale-houses nestle in the footmy wandering have I met one pretty milk-maid to sing

for me,

Come
Milk-maids have

live

I seen,

with

me and

be

my

love.

but they were not dainty maudlins!

It is

only natural that with the romance and charm of the countryside the

and philosophical angler should also pass away. There are now
no sentimental piscators. A pull at his flask is the only thing which
will warm the heart of the modern angler to a weak semblance of
sentiment that ends in a maudlin song or a round oath. Alas
The
noble race of anglers is no more.
W.,
'ii.
C.
poetical

!

LOOSE LEAVES
SHERLOCK HOLMES HAS A NEW LEASE

QO

longer does the murderer see a vision of the gallows as he draws his

—

Sherlock Holmes' career as a detective
His marvelous mentality, stimulated too intensely by drugs and
excitement, suddenly gave way; and his body, sustained hitherto by his mind
He went to Italy to recover and
alone, succumbed to a long spell of sickness.
on his return, wishing some lighter occupation, opened up an office as "Finder of
Lost Persons." Scarcely had he posted his shingle when a handsome young lady
called for consultation. "Kindly be seated. Madam, what can I do for you?" said
Holmes. "I want to find a man about whom I have but little knowledge," she said,
glancing timidly at his face, which, though still haggard from his recent illness,
was a model of masculine strength. "How old is he ?" said Holmes. "About thirty"How tall?" "About your height, I should judge." "Dark hair?" "Yes."
five."
"Grey eyes?" "Yes." "Large nose?" "Yes." She answered his rapid fire of questions as in a dream, not noticing that he was describing himself. "How long have
you known him?" She flushed, "I I have never met him?" "Where did you last
"Why do you
I hope so."
see him?" "In London." "Is he still in London?" "I
wish to find him?" After a pause: "I tell you in strict confidence, Mr. Holmes if
he will have me I want to marry him." A glitter of amusement shone in Holmes'
"Well, stop around to-morrow morning at ten your man will be here," and
eye.
he ushered her into her carriage. Hesitation was not one of Holmes' characteristics.
Ere he had closed his door again he had made up his mind. Crash went his hypodermic syringe as he flung it into the fireplace. "That's no thing for a married
man to have around." And on the morrow at ten-fifteen his bachelor career was
A. S. Y., 'i,l.
ended.
knife from the back of his victim
is

ended.

—

—

—

—

!

THE ANSWER

EOR

an hour neither had spoken.

The man, standing

at the mantelpiece seemed
His eyes roved, unseeing, over the
array of bright copperware, then glanced down at the fire and then at the
girl and then with the same calm deliberation roved over the plates and bowls
above the mantel. He was waiting, waiting for an answer. If she built up the
fire it meant "Yes"; if she allowed it to burn out it meant "No."
A cricket
chirped and she started. She had just been thinking of fortune and wealth and
social position which had been the dream of her childhood and which Ivan could
not offer. She sighed. For a long time she was very still. The crazy little clock
seemed trying to keep time to her heart-beats and ever the eyes of the man roved,
calmly, deliberately, from the copperware to the fire, from the fire to her face, and
back to the copperware. The clock ticked on, the fire burned lower and still no
word, no motion. And finally the last little flicker began to die away when with
Like a spirit
a stifled cry the girl threw herself down on the hearth but too late
leaving its earthen tabernacle the last wisp of smoke fled up the great chimney and

waiting,

—waiting

in

beastlike calm.

—

—

was gone.

!

M.

B., '12.
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A TRUE TALE FROM A MAINE CAMP
"^^^ HE

on the shore of a lake in Maine on the afternoon of the FarmCamp iMegunticook was about to have its swimming exhibition.
Among the rustics the excitement was intense, and even we rusticators
were eagerly interested in anything that broke the monotony of a rather unevent-

B

^

)

scene

is

ers' Picnic.

What was euphemistically termed ''local talent" had given us
ful summer.
some "pieces" and songs this word should be in quotation marks, also but we
had cheered up again as we saw the boats cleared away from the raft and the shiv-

—

—

ering boys standing ready to dive.

Just then a good-looking girl, of the distinctly
paddled a canoe straight in the line of the diving. The boys shouted
All unconscious as she was of the presence of the
to her to get out of the way.
She lost her head, screamed, dropraft full of boj's, the sudden shout startled her.
ped her paddle; the next moment, she was in the water. Her frantic struggles

"summer"

tj-pe,

swimming. Before the boys could
had swallowed enough water, evidently, to be quite unconscious. For
perhaps half a minute she lay stretched on the raft and then moved her head.
Marvel of marvels
Suddenly she stood erect
What was
Wonder of wonders
she doing now? Taking off her dress? Scandal of scandals! but the truth! She
stepped out of the skirt and he the pronoun changes, you see stood in a boy's
bathing suit and we saw him laughing hard at the success of the hoax.

showed her

to be ignorant of the first principles of

get to her, she

!

!

!

—

—

1912.

"THE SORREL HORSE"
^^fc^HE "Sorrel Horse" Tavern on North Fourth Street is one of the most in1 J teresting of the remains of the Philadelphia of a hundred years ago. That
^*-

ment;

was well supplied with places of refreshfrom the "Horse" is a now dilapidated gin-shop called

particular part of the old city
just across the street

the "Tiger," and on the next square, nearly hidden by gilded beer signs,
"Silent

Woman."

In

all

probability the stages

for Bethlehem

is

the

and the "Dutch"

country, as Franklin called it, started from this district. To-day the front of the
"Horse" has little to attract one's attention; it looks like an ordinary three-story
tenement with a reeking saloon on the first floor. But step through this archway;
you are in the old inn-yard. The court is surrounded on three sides by the tavern
building, the fourth, which now opens on a back street, was at one time enclosed by
the stables and the coach houses. There is a gallery which goes all the way around

over in one corner of the
the building, opening into the second story windows
yard are the remains of the old pump. The passage under the gallery is paved
with old square bricks, but the flag-stones in the yard itself have been replaced by
Belgian blocks. One of the old divided doors on the first floor still remains; its
long wrought iron hinges attached to the weather-beaten oak with huge spikes. This
was the old "tap room" door, and now opens into a filthy, modern "bar." This
is just such an hostelry as the "White Hart" in London, where Mr. Pickwick first
met Sam Weller, or the more famous "Mermaid," where Ben Jonson and his
friends used to meet. It has sadly fallen from its former magnificence; the court
is filled with junk and the state bed-rooms given over to dealers in old rags and
bottles.
J. H. P., 'II.
;

EDITORIAL
TO THE ALUMNI
The incoming Board presents to you no schedule of remarkable
new year, but it will do its best to maintain a literary

plans for the

standard worthy of Haverford and Haverfordians.
co-operation

increased

in

We

ask your hearty

advancing the work of the magazine, not only by

subscriptions

and Alumni Notes

(though these are most

necessary!), but by occasional articles of general interest to the College.

The avowed purpose of The Haverfordian is to promote a literary
spirit among the students, yet we feel that the impulse should not be entirely from within. The Haverford man of to-day will have better college
spirit when he understands the college spirit of yesterday, and realizes
world outside. Every unaergraduate will take more interest in his writing when he knows that the
circle which he reaches is made up of busy men, who, however, willingly
give a little time every month for reading his articles and passing upon
them a little kindly criticism. The Board would like to know what type
of magazine the alumni want not merely by criticism of the present
"Kindly
type, but by suggestions for the new. The alumnus who writes
discontinue my subscription on account of the pernicious article in last
month's issue," expresses his disapproval
We know what to avoid,

what

his predecessors are doing in the

—

—

:

but not what to seek.

We

want

The Haverfordian

to

be the best college paper, both for

make it reach this ideal we need
your unstinted support and with this we begin the new year, with the
hope that each issue may reawaken pleasant memories of Haverford.
the alumni and the undergraduates

;

to

—

TO THE COLLEGE BODY
As we understand the matter, the theoretical duty of The Haverfordian Board is to edit manuscripts, not to fill the magazine with its
own compositions. You who do nothing, loll back in your easy chairs
and comment on the sameness of The Haverfordian and the fault
lies with no one but yourselves.
If your college activities are confined
entirely to sport, here is a chance to get rid of your mental laziness.
There are men in the College admirably fitted for literary work, but who
do not make the necessary eflfort. The subjects one may choose are
practically unlimited
provided they are treated in_ an interesting way.

—

We

—

should not recommend abstruse

scientific research, for the average
undergraduate does not usually know enough about his subject to make
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A TRUE TALE FROM A MAINE CAMP
HE

on the shore of a lake in Maine on the afternoon of the FarmCamp JNlegunticook was about to have its swimming exhibition.
Among the rustics the excitement was intense, and even we rusticators
were eagerly interested in anything that broke the monotony of a rather unevent-

'^f^^

S

^*- J

scene

is

ers' Picnic.

What was euphemistically termed ''local talent" had given us
ful summer.
some "pieces" and songs this word should be in quotation marks, also but we
had cheered up again as we saw the boats cleared away from the raft and the shiv-

—

—

ering boys standing ready to dive.

Just then a good-looking girl, of the distinctly
paddled a canoe straight in the line of the diving. The boys shouted
All unconscious as she was of the presence of the
to her to get out of the way.
She lost her head, screamed, dropraft full of boys, the sudden shout startled her.
ped her paddle; the next moment, she was in the water. Her frantic struggles

"summer"

type,

showed her

to be ignorant of the first principles of

swimming.

Before the boys could

get to her, she had swallowed enough water, evidently, to be quite unconscious.

For

perhaps half a minute she lay stretched on the raft and then moved her head.
Marvel of marvels
Suddenly she stood erect
Wonder of wonders
What was
she doing now? Taking off her dress? Scandal of scandals! but the truth! She
stepped out of the skirt and he the pronoun changes, you see stood in a boy's
bathing suit and we saw him laughing hard at the success of the hoax.
!

!

!

—

—

1912.

"THE SORREL HORSE"
'^^^!^HE "Sorrel Horse" Tavern on North Fourth

^^^J

ft

particular part of the old city

is one of the most inhundred years ago. That

Street

teresting of the remains of the Philadelphia of a

was well supplied with

places of refresh-

ment; just across the street from the "Plorse" is a now dilapidated gin-shop called
the "Tiger," and on the next square, nearly hidden by gilded beer signs, is the
"Silent Woman." In all probability the stages for Bethlehem and the "Dutch"
country, as Franklin called it, started from this district. To-day the front of the
"Horse" has little to attract one's attention it looks like an ordinary three-story
tenement with a reeking saloon on the first floor. But step through this archway;
you are in the old inn-yard. The court is surrounded on three sides by the tavern
building, the fourth, which now opens on a back street, was at one time enclosed by
the stables and the coach houses. There is a gallery which goes all the way around
over in one corner of the
the building, opening into the second story windows
yard are the remains of the old pump. The passage under the gallery is paved
with old square bricks, but the flag-stones in the yard itself have been replaced by
Belgian blocks. One of the old divided doors on the first floor still remains; its
long wrought iron hinges attached to the weather-beaten oak with huge spikes. This
was the old "tap room" door, and now opens into a filthy, modern "bar." This
is just such an hostelry as the "White Hart" in London, where Mr. Pickwick first
met Sam Weller, or the more famous "Mermaid," where Ben Jonson and his
friends used to meet. It has sadly fallen from its former magnificence; the court
is filled with junk and the state bed-rooms given over to dealers in old rags and
bottles.
J. H. P., 'II.
;

;

EDITORIAL

TO THE ALUMNI
The incoming Board presents to you no schedule of remarkable
plans for the new year, but it will do its best to maintain a literary

We

standard worthy of liaverford and Haverfordians.
co-operation

increased

in

advancing the work of

the

and Alumni Notes

subscriptions

ask your hearty

not only by
(though these are most

magazine,

necessary!), but by occasional articles of general interest to the College.

The avowed purpose of The Haverfordian is to promote a literary
spirit among the students, yet we feel that the impulse should not be entirely from within. The Haverford man of to-day will have better college
spirit when he understands the college spirit of yesterday, and realizes
what

his predecessors are doing in the

graduate will take more interest

world outside.

in his writing

Every unaer-

when he knows

that the

made up of busy men, who, however, willingly
give a little time every month for reading his articles and passing upon
them a little kindly criticism. The Board would like to know what type
circle

which he reaches

is

of magazine the alumni want

— not

type, but by suggestions for the new.

discontinue

my

merely by criticism of the present
The alumnus who writes "Kindly

—

subscription on account of the pernicious article in last

month's issue," expresses his disapproval

:

We

know what

to

avoid,

but not what to seek.

We

want

The Haverfordian

to

be the best college paper, both for

make it reach this ideal we need
your unstinted support and with this we begin the nev/ year, with the
hope that each issue may reawaken pleasant memories of Haverford.
the alumni and the undergraduates

;

to

—

TO THE COLLEGE BODY
As we understand the matter, the theoretical duty of The Haverfordian Board is to edit manuscripts, not to fill the magazine with its
own compositions. You who do nothing, loll back in your easy chairs
and comment on the sameness of The Haverfordian and the fault
lies with no one but yourselves.
If your college activities are confined
entirely to sport, here is a chance to get rid of your mental laziness.
There are men in the College admirably fitted for literary work, but who
do not make the necessary effort. The subjects one may choose are

—

practically unlimited

We

—provided

they are treated in an interesting way.

should not recommend abstruse

scientific research, for the average
undergraduate does not usually know enough about his subject to make

The Haverfoedian
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But whether your mind turns to prose or verse, if you
Maine woods bring us a whiff of pine cones or
balsam, or if you have spent the summer in the quaint towns of the
Old World, take us away for the moment and let us see them again with
you. If you are interested in history, reawaken some old legend. If
you have ever written a story, write another; if you have not, you
cannot begin younger. Or, finally, if you are a man who plays a game
hard and has good red blood, get to work and put some of your enthusiasm into The Haverfordian.
The Board expects to be so organized that criticism of articles can
it

interesting.

have been up

made

in the

contributors.
The Editor-in-Chief will try
room every Tuesday evening from nine until ten o'clock to
interview anyone in regard to Haverfordian work.

be

to the individual

to be in his

EXCHANGES
dr azag

I

aerua

<

Remotissmo occasu

Were you
you be

—>,

CD

60"

tnapir yi

O ina.

neuf.

come up against this, would
manner ? You wouldn't? Yes, we

perfectly unexpectedly to

able to decipher

in a careless

it

would be rather too much of a job for even the justly
And yet it is done in a page and a half
in the Holy Cross Purple, and done in a carefree, catch-as-catch-can
manner, at that. The story in which this occurs (The Cryptogram) is of
agree with you,

it

celebrated Mr. Sherlock Holmes.

the highly conventional, hidden treasure type, claiming legitimate descent

from Poe's Gold Bug and the work of Conan Doyle. The same issue,
however, contains a delightful exposition of Milton's "Lycidas" which,
while not stating anything startlingly new, does introduce

much

useful

information, in a fashion far removed from the average pedantic college
essay.

We

—

once heard a devotee of bridge whist she was "fair, fat
state as a result of the experience of years, "Cards run in

and forty"

—

have had wonderful hands all summer and unspeakable ones
This theory, while scarcely plausible in reference to cards,
strikes us as being rather applicable to the minds of writers in college
magazines, for in the same month as The Cryptogram we have another
grooves;
all

I

winter."

appeal to the

Muse of

Poe.

(Amherst Monthly) and
reader, who, however,

is

is

fulfills at least

"The Doctor and His Case"

only disgusted.

An

This gem

called

appears in the same issue.
the reader to

It is entitled

a feebly neurotic assault upon the helpless

the last part of

its

is

name.

attempt at versification

(

?)

"Growth and Decay" and
In commencing it introduces

*i

Exchanges

"The
The

pale

moon

serene

all

earth quiet in bluish light

In the infinity of azure swinging"

and ends by informing us that "Death is but living, Life is but dying."
is one of those paradoxes which causes one to wonder whether the
writer was quite sure that he comprehended his own meaning.
The IVcslcyan "Lit" contains a very amusing essay on Loafing
which comes as a refreshing breeze to a jaded exchange editor, and
another essay entitled What is MusicF which leaves this vast question

This

unsolved.

Taken

Williams Literary Monthly is one of the
come under our notice this month.

in its entirety the

best of the college magazines that have
Its

verse

Among

is

of at least average quality and

these,

worked up

The Committee, a

to a strong climax,

and

tale

of

its

stories are really good.

modern

politics,

has successfully attempted to attain a child's viewpoint.
of

Roy Rolfe

Gilson,

whose

stories

is

The Remodeling of You

in

skilfully

the writer

It is

reminiscent

about Father and Mother

we remem-

ber in Harper's a few years ago.

You

remember the time in "Prep." school when you edited the
You remember how in the Exchange Column you said
that the Such and Such was "a good paper, but needed a few more cuts?"
Well, in the same strain we should like to state that the "tout ensemble"
of the Tuftonian is marred by its singular make up and by the quantity
of advertising that crops up in the most unexpected places throughout
all

school paper?

its

pages.

In the Magazine, the publication by which the University of
Texas represents itself, is presented a galaxy of prose and verse. Such
prose! Such verse! The hero of one of its stories {The Wilful PrinNow,
cess) is described as having hair like "waving mid-night."
although we may be only displaying our lamentable ignorance, we must
confess that we have never noticed such a phenomenon in our vicinity
where, whether owing to the climatic difference between Pennsylvania
and Texas, or to our more temperate habits, the mid-nights are remarkably docile and conservative.
The Magazine seems to be quite a close
corporation, nearly a quarter of its contributions coming from the prolific

pens of a single family.

After the usual run of periodicals
Vassar Miscellany, which,
last.

Its verse is

editorial board.

which

is

good and

like all
its

good

all

is

a relief to pick up the

things, has

been kept

till

the

departments show evidences of a careful

Pre-eminent among

delightful in

it

its

stories

senses of the word.

is

Hamlet

—and

Tommy,

ALUMNI DEPARTMENT
The Haverford Association of New York is now holding luncheons
once a month which are proving to be very enjoyable occasions. A
private dining-room is reserved at the Machinery Club, 550 Church
Street, i to 2 P. M., on the first Tuesday of each month, thus making
it easy for members to drop in at their convenience.
Any Haverfordians

who may

welcomed.

At

Taylor, '76;

J. S.

be in the city on these dates will be most cordially

the January luncheon there were present:

Auchincloss, '90;

M.

P. Collins, '92;

J. S.

Frank H.

Roberts, '93;

Alfred Bussell, '94; L. H. Wood, '96; F. S. McGrath, Fred Stadleman,
F. A. Swan, '98; William A. Battey, Royal J. Davis, '99; Edgar Holies,

A. S. Cookman, J. B. Haviland, '02; Albert W. Hemphill, '06. At the
February luncheon were
Stephen W. Collins, '83 J. S. Auchincloss,
'90; M. P. Collins, '92; Alfred Bussell, '94; L. H. Wood, '96; F. A.
Swan, Fred. Stadleman, '98; W. A. Battey, R. J. Davis, '99; A. S.
:

Cookman,

;

'02; C. F. Scott, '08.

The New England Haverford Alumni dinner is scheduled to
place March nth at Young's Hotel, Boston.
President Sharpless

take
will

attend to represent the college of the present and future; Professor

Ernest Y. Brown, of Yale University,
committee in charge are
Theodore

will

W.

act as toastmaster.

The

Chairman
Reuben Colton, '76; Seth K. Gifford, '76; Henry Baily, '78; Charles H.
Thurber, '90; F. M. Eshleman, '00; Richard Patton, '01; Harold Jones,
'05; Willard P. Tomlinson, '10; Thomas K. Brown, Jr., Secretary.
:

Albert K.
trustees

Smiley,

who were

of

given

ceased the fund

is

to

The amount

'85,

Lake Mohonk, was one of twenty-seven
charge of the

Promote International Peace.
kind."

Richards,

When

Andrew Carnegie Fund

wars between nations

shall

to

have

be used for such purposes as to "best help man-

is

$10,000,000 in 5 per cent, bonds.
'85.

The next Faraday

lecture of the Chemical Society of

London

is

to

be given on June 14th by Professor Theodore W. Richards, of Harvard
University, in Faraday's lecture room at the Royal Institution, Albemarle
Street,

London.

Alumni Department
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'87.

Henry H. Goddard, Director of Research in the Training School
Backward and Feeble-minded Children, Vineland, N. J., addressed
the Health Society in Baltimore on February 7th on "The Feebleminded as a Menace to the State, Morally and Socially."
for

'00.

The engagement has been announced of Miss Julia Henderson, of
Ludlow, England, and Walter S. Hinchman, of Groton School. Hinchman is abroad studying.
William R. Chamberlain is with John H. Graham & Co., manufacturers of hardware. New York. He is living in Winchester, Massachusetts.

W.

S.

Team

Mifflin,

this year,

who was

captain of the Merion Cricket Club Soccer

has gone with the Gentlemen of Philadelphia to

Bermuda

to play cricket.
'93.

C. J. Rhoads, as chairman of
Association, which group includes

bankers

in Philadelphia

present,

all

I

of the Pennsylvania Bankers'

banks, trust companies and private

County, presided at the annual banquet of the

group held February 17th

men were

Group

at the Bellevue-Stratford.

representing

banks

in

About

various

six hundred
prominent cities.

Speeches were made by Hon. Miles Pointdexter, Mr. George Wharton
Pepper and Mr. John Kendrick Bangs.
'95.

Erroll B.

Hay

has recently opened an

office in the

Forrest Building,

119 South Fourth Street, Philadelphia, for insurance and investments.
'99.

H. C. Petty, who is a leading member of the Sales Organization of
Wheeler Company, Ampere, N. J., not long ago was elected
a director of that company.
the Crocker

'02.

M. Gummere delivered two lectures on Roman Sports and Games
Oakwood Seminary, Union Spring, New York, on February loth
and nth. The Oakwood Seminary is run by W. H. Wood, HaverR.

at the

ford

'01.

'03.

C. V. Hodgson, of the Philippine United States Coast

Survey, expects to return shortly to the United States.

and Geodetic
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James B. Drinker is now connected with the Dravo Contracting
Company of Pittsburgh, Pa., in the Auditing and Treasury Departments.
U. M. Eshleman is at Laneville, West Virginia, with the Whitmer
Coal and Lumber Company.
Ex-'o3.

Lately in the Pittsburgh Leader appeared a lengthy account of the

work of David Blaine Miller, Special Agent of the Dairy and Food
Commission of the Commonwealth of Pennsylvania. Miller was born
in 1878 in Rockwood, Somerset County, and entered Haverford in 1899.

He left college before his senior year and later held a position in Pittsburgh under his father, who was then the Special Agent for the State
Food Commission. In October, 1909, Miller was appointed to this
position and has since done much work toward reforming the food
supplies of Allegheny, Washington, Greene, Beaver and Lawrence
Counties.

meats,

colored

Artificially

embalmed

milk,

oleomargarine,

artificially

chemically

preserved

colored soda water, ice cream and

confectionery, imitation lard, adulterated bottled and canned goods, these

and others have supplied the Pure Food Commission with work for the
past year and a half under Miller.
Pennsylvania leads the United States in strict food laws. Since
Miller's advent there have been enacted separate laws for oleomargarine,

renovated butter, lard,
Miller's
artificially

ice

cream, non-alcoholic beverages, fruit syrup,

meat and two laws for milk.

cheese, vinegar, fresh

greatest

achievement has been

the

wiping out of the
Previous

colored oleomargarine sold as butter in Pittsburgh.

campaign there were one hundred and seventy-five shops doing
To-day it cannot be had. Oleo is sold as oleo
Formerly French peas were
eighteen to twenty-five cents a pound.

to the
illicit

at

trade in the article.

hamburg
was put in

colored by placing a small piece of "copper-zinc" in each can;
steak

was prepared with poisonous

sulphites;

boric acid

was used to sweeten soft drinks;
was preserved by the addition of formaldehyde.

oysters; saccharine, a coal tar product,
to a large extent milk

All of these have been reformed.

Lately Miller's attention has been

whose meats and other goods are
and the dust of the streets.
In speaking of his work, Miller has said:

directed to those stalls and markets

exposed

to flies

"While the work of investigating impure food and dairy products
is

responsible,

it is

interesting.

In a great degree the health of the public

Alumni Department
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us.

)ur lal.xirs are sometimt-s difticult

(

they are disappointing and disecuraging
everlastingly

at

it
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— and

win.'

— but

we

This

and tedious

— often

our motto has been "Keep

have,

with

all

our powers,

endeav(.)red to do.
"\\"e

have never tried to persecute anyone, and our policy has been

to correct the great evils

with a

Course, there are circumstances

minimum number of prosecutions. Of
where we have to be severe. The work

iiave undertaken is no easy task, and there is still a multitude of
wrongs, both of omission and commission, to be corrected.

we

"But we have thus far ];een well rewarded for our efforts, and we
hope that by earnest, conscientious work we can further benefit the great
masses of htuiianitv bv providing them with better and more wholesome
foods and drinks. We feel that our labors in Ijchalf of the public have
not been in vain."
'04.

Arthur Crowell, who
(jeodetic

Survey,

He went

left

is

connected with the L'nited States Coast and

Manila, Philippine Islantls, on January i8th for

Arthur and thence to India, where he is novi'.
weeks there, will stop at Ceylon, Egypt,
He
Palestine, Italy, and will reach the United States next ^lay or June.
\\'. T. Hilles is in the Philippines engaged in educational work for
He is particularly interested in work in connection
the government.
home.

to Port

expects to spend several

with establishing the Cniversity of the Philippines.

Bernard Lester

is

head of the Small Motor Division of the Sales

De]>artment of the W'estinghouse Electric and Manufacturing Company.
E. P. West, who was recently a member of the West, Shelman
Company, automobile agents of Philadelphia, has now withdrawn from
He was recently in Pittsburgh for a few days' visit.
the firm.
The engagement has iieen announced of Miss Isabelle Jessie W'ardle,

daughter of Dr. and Mrs. T. (jranville W'ardle, of Philadelphia, to A.

Wesley Kratz, of Lansdale, Pa.
James M. Stokes has lately liecome the father of a

bab}' boy.

'OS.

T. S.

Downing has

night foreman for the

recently

moved

to Pittsburgh, Pa.,

Spang Chalfont C<imi)any,

steel

and

is

now

a

manufacturers.

'07.

The

class

of

February 24th,

in

1907 celebrated
Founders' Hall.

annual reunion on Friday,
Dinner was served and a meeting
their

The Haveefordian
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was held
president

at
;

which

officers

for the ensuing year were elected

Windle, secretary and treasurer.

—Evans,

Those present were

:

P.

W.

Brown, Cadbury, Eldridge, Evans, Godley, Gummere, McGill, Morton,
Nicholson, Rossmaessler, E. C. Tatnall and Windle.
Morton expects
to take his Ph.D. at Johns Hopkins this June, when he will enter the
government service. Brown is now connected with Elkins, Krumbhaar
and Morris, bankers, in the Land Title Building, Philadelphia.
G. H. Ward has recently left the Westinghouse Electric and Manufacturing Company and is now associated with H. M. Hallett, Haverford, 'oo, who represents the Shepherd Electric Crane and Hoist Company and the Pennsylvania Crusher Company.
'08.

The engagement has been announced

of Miss Gertrude Scott Haring,

of Quakertown, Pennsylvania, to Frederic O. Musser,

'08,

of Ardmore,

Pennsylvania.

The

class of

1908 held

Hall, Friday evening,

its

January

annual meeting and dinner
27th.

Sixteen

in

Founders'

members were present

Edwards, Elkinton, Emlen, Guenther,
Hill, Leonard, Linton, Longstreth, Miller, Thomas, Troth, Wright.
Fisher C. Baily was married on Thursday, February 23d, to Miss
Dorothy Louise Hornbrook, of Wheeling, West Virginia. Baily is in
the employ of Joshua L. Baily & Co., of Philadelphia, and is likely to

Brown,

Burtt, Bushnell, Drinker,

go to their Chicago branch.

The

report of the class secretary will be given next month.
'09.

Walter \Miitson

is

engaged

in jjhilanthropic

work

in Pittsburgli.

Ex-'ii.

Daniel Birdsall

is

living at Williamsburg,

working for the Carnegie Steel Company and
Pennsylvania.
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THE MOTH
IV.

a late afternoon in November, Sidney returned from a day's
stroll to

sketches,

Land's
if

End where he had

anticipated taking

for nothing else, to keep his fingers plastic.

some
But

was a little
Suzanne had
been gone since Thursday, and this was Sunday evening. She would be
back to-morrow. That was refreshing ^perhaps he would get some work
done then. Perhaps she would help him, he thought. She could be a
great help if she only would try but she had failed miserably last week.
And like all such youth he went on believing that she could. She had
insisted that she did not understand
which only argued for him that she
did.
He threw down his folio, and the evening being cool, he built for
his own desperate enjoyment a hugh fire of birch.
This and cigarettes
were the only things he seemed to own on earth, things to burn like all his
hopes. Neither Selma, nor art, nor Suzanne, nor Sidney Holt he had
failed in all.
And this solitary existence, how should he endure it all
winter? A cold blast against the windows and the gray light as night
drew on, everything contributed to the solitude. In a half enjoyable fit
of melancholy and sorrow for the world he threw himself on the rug
before the fire, and felt pleasantly generous in wanting to cry for tragedy
everywhere. A man may take a quiet time out of eternity in which he
may talk to himself, but he never can learn what his soul is asking for.
It is an insoluble acrostic which becomes clear only after the time has gone
by. So Sidney lay there moaning in behalf of himself and the world, and
the wind moaned outside, and the sea moaned in sympathy. It was pleasthe sketches were unbegun, and returning, he

cross with himself and his apathy for work.

—

—

—

—

ant dejection.

glowed softly, and suddenly remembering a letter in
drew it out and spread it on the floor, while he read with
shaggy head tumbled on his elbows. It was a note from Suzanne in

The

firelight

his pocket, he
his

New

York.

Dear Sidney Holt,

My

father has got the house in order so that I

am

here doing nothing

The Haverfoedian
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to-day (Friday).

I tried to

make some

was

And now

father has gone off on a business trip so that

in,

of course.

calls this afternoon,

and nobody

—

even here in town I feel about as isolated as at Woodcliff more so. I
expect to come back to Woodcliff Monday, and then I shall see you for
only a short time, as mother has to be brought here before winter
It will

be a dreary winter—you must not persist in staying there.

starts.
It is

Why not rent a studio in town ?
Without knowing why, I dread the winter season, and parlor talks
with romantic youths and bridge with chits. But what can you do when
you are just ordinary, and can't think without having it hurt? Not all
of us are big enough to be egotists without manners although genuine
egotists with manners at heart
not so?
Yours S. A.
so lonely.

—

—

He
what

it

looked at the "yours" a long time, amused, and not caring

meant

—and yet not so impervious as he believed himself

much

in his love

is at least flattering to know that somebody is "yours" in
some indefinite sort of way in which there are any number of possibilities.
The youth of ordinary temper will read enough into a "yours" to start a
romance. He felt without clearly thinking it, that if Suzanne could be his,
so could Selma. He was proud, and he was willing to be loved by anj^body.
But he could not love Suzanne not even Suzanne, a fresli
delightful bud, loved, no doubt, by everybody, and yet he could get a
faint flutter of the heart now that two weeks were gone by and Suzanne
was to be beyond reach after to-morrow, having been once so near. It
had been a vacation for them both, walking and bathing along the rocky
and picturesque shore, and reading at an occasional log fire at Whipsurf
when a winter afternoon came early. Outoor life and exercise of the
blood most modern morbidity can be cured by these. If not, then something is the matter with the heart or with the philosophy. Wise melan-

for Selma. It

—

—

choly exercises and goes to bed.

Sidney did not know
light

and

when

how long he brooded

there seemed to

listened.

Yes,

it

was

come a tap

How

there.

could be outside, and he almost believed

and stared

at the

dark figure^

it

warm winter fireHe raised his head

in his

at the door.

if Selma
But when he opened the door

impossibly wonderful

it.

was Suzanne.

"Booh!" she exclaimed, "a surprise! I looked in at the window and
saw you sleeping on the floor. Seven o'clock have you had supper?"
She threw a package on the davenport. "To-night we shall have the supper.
Look! a rarebit, and pink champagne! Now please don't be

—

I

The

Illusion of

lugubrious, and please forget

all

the

Moth

—

about yourself
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this is the

end of sum-

mer."

"But how do you come back a day early ? I should think you would
have been glad to get away from Woodcliff."
"Well it was stupid in town," she sighed, "and Hewlett threatened
to call this afternoon, and he's such an egotist. So when I found this food
in the pantry, I thought we might as well have that elusive supper.
Mother expects me to-morrow, so I planned to come up on the afternoon
train, eat supper, and go down to the house

—

—

"But how

"I can say
entertain

me

I

—

you explain ? Your family
came up on the 10.40 accommodation.

will

You'll have to

until 10.40."

—

good of you, Suzanne, but a little indiscreet as the world goes,
not so?" he asked, certainly with an obvious lack of tact.
If you
"O, the world and society and conventions and indiscretion
had to nod to them, you'd be desperate. I'm desperate and I don't care.
I'm ready to eat peas with a spoon, where is your chafing dish ?"
She threw off her coat, and Sidney remembered that he had an
He
appetite, and forgot to ask a question which he wanted answered.
found dishes by candle light, and Suzanne was soon manoeuvering
creamed oysters and a rarebit on a single chafer. They were sitting
on the floor toasting bread in the fire, when it occurred to Sidney to ask
"It's

!

the question.

"Suzanne, you were talking of the world and conventions and indiscretion.

Haven't you lived in conventions long enough to accept them

without thinking?"

—

but why ?" she asked, ipulling a toast from the fire.
was thinking," continued Sydney, embarrassed, chiefly, because
there was no reason to be, "I was thinking I thought, being away from
all those things made you so desperate and so lonely here."

"Well, perhaps,

"I

—

"Probably.

This place

is

—

so absolutely evaporated, and with a ner-

vous mother on your hands
"But you say you say" he

—

which she was
not interested in as much as in the crisp toast, "here you have just arrived from the city, and you say you do not like that either. What do
you like?"
"I always did like it," she explained, "only this year going back it
seemed so maudlin. I suppose I should travel if I get so boresome that I
love myself
I need something new, something like meeting you unex-

—

insisted, pressing a point

—
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—but of course, rather hard for you.

This was refreshing

pectedly here.

To-night ends

He
little

it."

did not argue

its

being hard on him nor the ending of

it.

A

disappointed, she continued.

"You

growing up that makes us champ the bit. For
look upon me as eligible for marriage, unpractical
but pretty, shallow but tolerable, sentimental but worth indulging, and
perhaps on the whole desirable. Some day a cleancut-looking club man
instance,

see,

my

it

is

friends

all

—

will get into

my

parlor.

He

will take

an inventory of

my

characteristics,

compare these with a vest pocket prescription which he has calculated for
his soul, and perhaps he will carry me off as if in a bottle to be taken in
small doses at proper intervals.

She threw a pine cone

Isn't

it

cheerful to be thus labelled?"

into the fire in utter disgust,

and rose up to

attend the chafing dish.

and society so dreadful though, Suzanne? I've often wonI've wanted to ask that."
"It depends on the people," she answered, stirring the rarebit, and

"Is

dered

life

is

everything so conventionalized.

biting off a crisp of toast with pretty teeth, "father says, to

ventions

is

to

know how unconventional you can

be.

I

know

think

it

the con-

depends

upon the people."
"But it is choky, not so?" Sydney had the illusions of an ill-bred
boy conscious of deficiencies.
"No, no, the reason," she explained carefully, and getting very much
confused, "the reason why a man who knows the conventions is better than
a bohemian, is because because he can be both conventional and bohemian too
don't you see his knowledge of the conventional describes for
him the bohemian." She gesticulated with the spoon and the champagne
bottle, and Sidney laughing, she became confused.
" Well, that's what father says. I'm sure I don't understand it."
"I see," said Sydney, trying to do the conventional, "and now my
dear Miss Archer, let us be seated on the davenport and eat your excellent
repast from the wheel-table."
"Will you set the table, Mr. Holt?"
"It will be a pleasure to be commanded, my dear Miss Archer."
"And would you mind bringing the chafing dish?"

—
—

—

I

The dinner ready, he sat down to
think we have everything ^and the

—

the feast?"

"Pray

do,

Mr. Hoyt."

the table beside Suzanne.

wine, do you order

me

"There,

to christen

The

Illusion of

the

Moth

JI

"In vino Veritas!" he exclaimed as he poured for himself the first
drop with Gallican dexterity. Then he filled Suzanne's and ended his

own.

"What shall be the toast?"
"To melancholy," urged Sidney,

^

,

laughing.

"No, to egotism," insisted Suzanne.
"No, to conventions."
"No, to art. That would be a good one."

"To

the devil," said Sidney.

"Well then, to melancholy, egotism, conventions,

And

art

and the

devil, all

was drunk.
In the experience of the past two weeks there had been no such situBut here were a man and a woman,
ation adapted as this to emotion.
the man a person of restricted interests, but capable of immense intensity
in them the woman pardonable for her shallowness because she was conscious of it, tired of herself and of her world, in love with the man, and
he had never thought of it. And this was the end of their acquaintance,
inevitably the end, for the wisdom of Suzanne in being able to see the
impossibility of a real love affair was as much of a characteristic in her as
her emotionalism. She had determined to get all out of it she could, so
she had had the courage to be reckless just this once. The conditions
were perfect. Sidney, though tired, was in good humor, which was most
important, and then the warm soft light of the great fireplace, in which
their faces were in all their possible beauty. Suzanne, beautiful by broad
day when the sun looked severely at her pink white skin with treacherous
truthfulness to-night she was truly beautiful! The perfection of gold
hair wound carefully in utter carelessness, truly in abandon she was an
Not all the sex are made in matchless gold and
artist, if in nothing else.

together."

the toast

;

—

blue,

and to-night the blue of her eyes caught the color of her dress, a
it seemed, and of her grace

deep, velvet, unique blue, almost a part of her,

and

loveliness.

"O,
tion.

I

have not got enough dishes," exclaimed Sidney, after the

liba-

"I forgot the rarebit."

"Don't get up," she pleaded, "we

shall

make

these do.

Now

that

you've done the conventional excellently, see whether you do not understand the non-conventional which the conventions describe.

one dish do for the oysters and one for the rarebit.

We will make

That's a good

way

to

begin."

Somehow he

took

infinite delight in

eating from the same dish with
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Suzanne, and when he got ahead of the game, of eating her oysters from
her fork, even after she had bitten into them as if her teeth were pearls,
and she would feed him, laughing in tones like a flute. A rarebit made
with champagne is food for angels, and there is enough left in a quart to

warm

the heart and to soar the

into a

few

mortals.

Suzanne

spirit.
Sidney felt that he was packing
hours more enjoyment than the gods usually allow two
Almost before the evening seemed begun, it was time for

fleet

to go.

She rose and took Sidney's hands.
will you stay here, Sidney ?" she asked, looking

"And how long

into

his face seriously.

"Not long," and there seemed to be almost a note of sadness in his
tone. He looked at her shower of gold hair, then into her face, and then
to her shoe tips. But he did not look uip again. "I guess
I guess I'll go
back to Paris." The log in the fire broke, and a tornado of wind buffeted
hard upon the window panes.
"You will not come to New York for the winter ? won't you see me
again to give me another chance and perhaps yourself?"
"No," he said quietly, and looked into her eyes hopelessly. "I'm
afraid it's"
and his voice grew hoarse "impossible."
"Then this is good-bye ?"
He looked at her a moment.
"May I kiss you once good-bye, Suzanne?"
Without a word she held her face up to his, and as be bent down
to kiss her lips, he felt her arms close around his head, clinging to him as
if he were the only being on earth to be loved.
She had not dared speak

—

—

—

—

—

—

her love for his ears to hear, but in the press of their

more than words, and

tell

more

of love than the

lips

she could say

mind can speak.

looked into her face, her eyes closed, for their clear and

infinite

As he
depths

which hastened down her cheek like diamonds
he saw it all, and he thought he loved
Suzanne for being so patient when her heart was full. So he kissed her
eyes until they ceased to cry, and soon they smiled through the tears, a
burst of sun on morning dew.
But it was time to go. He had learned so late, she thought. But the
10.40 had probably left Woodcliff station ten minutes before. Suzanne
must start quickly, to make her arrival plausible.
"Once more, and this the last," he begged, and she seemed almost

were welling up with

scattering over ivory.

happy.

tears

And now

up the road with you."
must go alone. From now on I am

"I shall go

"No,

I

alone."

"

The
"Shall

I

Illusion of

stop to see you in

the Moth
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before sailing?"

But we shall be conventional people then."
He reached to open the door, but he had no sooner turned the latch
when the wind threw the doors wide open, and sent the rugs and other
light materials scattering in the room. It was a strong cold wind driving
straight from the sea, and the huge waves could now be heard pounding
madly against the rocky coast. Once on the porch he pulled the door shut
with .some difliculty, and walking with her to the steps he yelled.
You'd better let me go the way
"It is a terrific night, and cold too.
"Yes, do.

with you."

A little

She had not heard.

frightened, but too courageous to wince,

The wind roared from all points of the
immense
spray
of the sea could be seen dashing and
compass, and the
flying
in
gale, as each wave crashed against the
caught
and
the
flung high,
Sidney,
and waved her hand, for speech was
rocks. She looked around at
But as she put forward her foot to descend the steps, a blood
useless.
colored streak flashed across the sky and lighted up the vast prospect of
the storm. Sidney saw her face and it was frightened. A piercing crash
followed the lightning, and in the immense tumult of the elements, she
instinctively without knowing it, grasped Sidney's arm.
Coming closer
he took her other hand, and felt her trembling pitifully, at which he himself in fear, picked her up and hurried into the house.
"I wonder
I wonder," she said finally, "I wonder if the 10.40 will
come to-night?"
Sidney had not thought of that. He poked the fire, considered for a
minute, and then insisted on going to the station to see. In five minutes
he came back, drenched.
she stood holding to the railing.

—

—

"It

is

impossible to go," he said hurriedly, "but

10.40 doesn't run on Sundays.
less

—unless

I

You

will

I just

thought

—the

have to stay here, Suzanne, un-

could get you back to your house."

Suzanne looked

dying fire, her face a little frightened, but
There was gold in her hair, all loveliness in her
every line of her body. She bit her fingers pen-

into the

more

beautiful than ever.

face,

and grace moved in
and then decided quickly.

sively,

"Yes,

mother

to

— guess

"You

I

so.

I

guess

I

will

have to stay here.

are a brave girl," he said, assuringly, without

I

do not want

knowing what he

meant.

"Not brave, but reckless. I shall sleep here on
Mr. Holt, please get your wet clothes off and go

Please,

this

davenport.

to bed."
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"Suzanne," said Sidney firmly, "we have got ourselves into this prewe may as well be sensible. You can use my room at the

dicament, and

—

—

head of the stairs you must I insist upon it."
She started to object. The wind outside suddenly turning, snarled,
cracked, and roared, making the very house tremble. Then quick as a

paw

cat's

softened, as

it

ascended the

stairs

if

gathering

They

rocks at the next gust.

listened.

He

without looking at him.

Sidney threw a log on the
of a dressing

blow the house off the
handed her a lamp, and she

itself to

gown and

fire,

and adjusted himself

the davenport.

He

to the

comfort

tried to sleep, but his brain

had an evening packed too full of things to think about. Before that
all his life he had never known the meaning of a kiss
lugubrious
youth had missed for him the experience most men have to draw upon in
times like these. This was a new experience, and though he did not know
it, here was the beginning of a growth which Selma, whom he had loved
as if struck by the magic of her far guiding star, knew that he did not
have or rather wished him to get. It did not occur to Sidney to go back
as well Selma might never
to Selma with this new realization of love
have been a part of his young life. He was now bewitched, even he,
Sidney Holt, as impervious and self-occupied a genius as ever held

—

night in

—

—

He

crayon.

could not believe he loved, but the passion kept him tossing

The gale blew in fitful tumult, pausing
on the sea as if to plan some new angle of attack, then bursting on the
house in mad and frightful fury. The fire died down again into glowing
ashes, and after a long time he fell half asleep.
He might have slept an hour when he found himself sitting up in terHalf awake, he listened.
ror there had been a crash somewhere.
Another shriek of the wind and sea, and another crash the chimney in
as restless as the storm outside.

—

—

the front

room

"Sidney

He

Suzanne's room

!

!

Sidney

!

Listen

!"

rushed upstairs, and looking through the room he could not find
The roof was broken, and a cold draught blew roughly

her there.

through a broken window-pane. Suzanne was not there.
"Where are you Suzanne?" he cried, with as much calmness as he
could command.

"Here, here," came the faint reply.

"O

I

am

so frightened.

What

has happened?"

He
way
fear.

followed the voice, and found her stalking in the dark of the hallwith her hands outstretched before her. She was trembling in utter

He

lifted

her and carried her like a child

down

to the

fire.

A
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"Look, Suzanne, don't tremble so, everything is safe."
"I am better, now, Sidney
Oh, why did you send me up into that
wild room? I would rather have stayed awake with you. Oh! and the

—

!"

most horrible dreams
She dung to him, and rested her head quietly on his shoulder.
Neither said a word. The fire slumbered, and the storm ceased, and
drowsy senses left them asleep in each others' arms.
Either the gods made us wrong, or we do not understand what sin
is.
We are willing to be punished for our sins, what we object to is to be
Of retribution between the two there is no
cheated in the sinning.
Nay, the gods having done the
possibility, which is the greater sinner?
cheating, they demand the price, and of two fine and sensitive natures, it
Perhaps of others also, even
is a fallacy that the woman pays alone.
besides themselves,

of

life is

is

part of the price to be required.

The worst cheat

the cheating of the innocent.

{To be continued.)

A

LITTLE CHAPEL

NEAR EVOLENE

V^^^^^ HERE

is something about the undiscovered that instinctively
draws
us.
A certain longing and enticement is mingled with
C^\
that
which
J
is just out of reach so that men are willing to
^^^^^r undergo almost anything in order to discover the new. It
was this that called Dillon Wallace out of the heart of New
York into the wilds of Labrador:

M

^

—

Something hidden. Go and find it. Go and look behind the Ranges
Something lost behind the Ranges. Lost and waiting for you. Go!

Was

his

immediate impulse.

This same fascination called

me away from

the beaten line of travel up a narrow gorge to one of the quaintest, dirtiest

Swiss villages in the Catholic canton of Valais.
Evolene is nestled at the top of the valley d'Herens where the mountains widen so charmingly that they appear to have been providentially
formed thus by a kind Creator. It is a village untouched by the outside
world save by the European hotel and the Catholic church. Yet these
little

two

intrusions have not fully contaminated

sist in

the

uniqueness, for most of the
and the inhabitants still per-

its

chalets date back to the seventeenth century

stabling their live-stock in the cellar while they themselves occupy

first floor.

There

is

a certain air of antiquity about this place that

—
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most

is

little

tains beyond, all

seem

The most

stained dark by the winter

The cedar-log houses

pleasing.

storms, the filthy

crooked streets with a charming glimpse of mounto suggest the past.

interesting to

me

of

the unique places

all

was the

old grist

by the side of the very animated little glacier stream upon which
A huge water wheel turns the large mill-stones
it depended for power.
one upon the other. By these stones the wheat is ground and then it is
treated by a process which, though primitive in the extreme, seems to
mill

satisfy the needs of these simple people

improved methods
perfect

harmony

!

The

who

miller himself

is

He

into his surroundings.

trouble not their heads about

man

an odd old

blending with

never troubles himself with

the cares of this world and always trusts a kind Providence to supply the

necessary where-with-all by which he supports his family of six sturdy
Switzers.

little
is

from him

of these

One

Though

that I

men

rather careless he

is

most entertaining and

gained a most informal glimpse into the inside

it

life

of the mountains.

afternoon, I happened to stop and see

my

miller friend after a

asked him about a little chapel I had noticed high up by
the side of the road on an apparently inaccessible rock.
On account of
short climb.

I

peculiarly noticeable situation

its

The

following story

is

amongst these mountaineers.
is

it

had attracted

only one of the

This

many

is

my

attention especially.

legends that are so prevalent

where superstition

especially so

coupled with the imagination of a mountain people

"Many

years ago, monsieur, there lived a young

man

in the chalet

yonder by those three crosses." Pointing to three crosses that were
silhouetted against the sky on a mountain on the other side of the valley
"Pierre Baptiste was his name, a good hunter and a good herdsman.
One gusty Fall day when the first snowflakes, the fore-runners of winter,
were drifting aimlessly about, Pierre was bringing his flocks down from
the

summer pasturage

for wintering in the village, as

his way, monsieur, a very strange thing

is

our custom.

happened to him.

On

About two

little way below here,
an old oak, which was claimed by our ancestors to be haunted.

miles up the cow-path that crosses the stream a
there

is

Past this tree Baptiste had to drive his flocks. Just as he was passing it
a miscreant cow attracted his attention and, by an evil mischance, he forgot to cross himself as the priest has many times warned us to do. Suddenly up flew a flurry of snowflakes shaping themselves into a maiden.
Shrieking in his ear she taunted his devotion then tossed him a little

adjuring him by the Holy Virgin never to tell a soul either
about the crucifix or about the apparition, on pain of death.
crucifix,

A
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"Pierre picked up the crucifix and went on his way rejoicing that he
had come off so luckily. Since he was a pious soul he repeated very
naturally, Ave Marias and Pater Nosters all the rest of the way home.

"Winter came and went bringing no apparent ill fortune to Baptiste
on account of his adventure in the Fall. It so happened the next summer that father Jean, the parish priest, returning from La Sage, a little
hamlet not far from here, found a strange maiden crying by the roadApparently she was lost. He tried to find out from where she
side.
came but either she did not know or would not tell, for the only answer
Claiming her as a god-send he took her

she gave was 'chene.'

and brought her up as

his

own

home

child.

fresh beauty and grace to father
She had many suitors among whom was young Pierre
And as fortune would have it, after a twelve-month these two
Baptiste.
were wedded. Pierre prospered in the riches of this world. His flocks
brought good profits and his wife made a loving and efficient help-mate.
Several years passed by as merrily and as pleasantly as one could wish.
The Baptiste family in the meantime increased from two to five.
"There were five mild winters bringing only the usual snow and
cold.
Then there came a bad one bringing a blizzard. A real Alpine
blizzard.
The kind, monsieur." Here the old man touched my arm and

"Time passed bringing each day

Jean's daughter.

I

could see far back

in his

eyes a touch of pathos, "the kind that

we

Swiss dread.
"All day long the storm howled and

moaned around

of the Baptiste chalet like some beast seeking a victim.

evening duties had just been completed.
soundly
to

do

in their

likewise.

bed by the wall.

For

a

The

the four corners

The

routine of

children were sleeping

Pierre and his wife were also preparing

moment they

sat

down

before the great open

fire.

In silence, they sat listening to the whirling snow-storm outside and

watching the fire on the hearth. Unconsciously Pierre fingered his crucifix which he had always worn religiously about his neck.
His wife looking up asked him innocently enough, 'Pierre where did you get that cruci-

He

hesitated a moment doubting whether he should tell her or not,
had never spoken a syllable about it to any one. But putting
his fear aside as time had somewhat dulled his sense of obligation he told
her everything. In patience she listened till he had finished his whole
fix

?'

since he

story.

Then

pointing to their three babes she shrieked in the ear of her

husband that she would spare his life only for the sake of the children
she had borne him. With a howl that curdled the blood in his veins she
melted into a flurry of snow-flakes, just as he had seen her do on the
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mountainside seven long years before, and sped up the chimney out into
the night.

"Thus, monsieur, Baptiste was left alone with his children. Father
was none other than the ghost of the oak tree. The

Jean's daughter

meaning of the word

was only too

'chene'

plain.

As

a repentance for

having been tempted by the devil incarnate, that chapel which you saw
to-day

was

show

built to

all

those coming to Evolene the piety of

Baptiste."

And

sure enough there stands the

witness of repentance to

my

the old miller's legend that

So

my many

silent,

interesting

yet impressive,

and natural was

belief nearly slipped over the

doubt into the depths of credulity.
of these people and

chapel a

little

the world.

all

This

rambles

among

edge of

insight into the folk-lore

little

their

mountains gave

me

a real love and respect for them and their superstitions which I shall

always hold dear.

H.

W.

E., '14.

A SOLILOQUY
I'm perfectly
I

mad

about dancing,

love the soft strains of a waltz;

Indulgence in sundry two-stepping

Has always been one
But what

My
For
I

No

is

the use of

my faults
my striving?

of

fate surely could not be worse,

in spite of

can't

seem

favors

I

my

utmost contriving

to learn to reverse

get at cotillions,

have not the least chance,
Some chaps can get partners by millions.
But then they know well how to dance
I can not be one of those dancers
I know that I might as well stop.
For I can't do the Barndance or Lancers,
Nor "Boston," nor "Drop."
In fact,

I

L'Envoi.

So hence with

this

worldly illusion

Terpsichorean antics

And end all this useless
By simply becoming

I'll

flag

confusion
a "Stag."

L. B. L.,

'14.

REMINISCENCES OF THE FIRST DECADE

AND AFTERWARD
We have received the following from Robert Howland, the oldest
alumnus of Haverford:

XT

is

living

a great pleasure to an octogenarian to

to auld lang syne; not that one

hark back to the days of old
would take the risk of living them over

Every stage in life has its pressing duties, its joys, its temptations, its
For me the best expression is "Leave the things that are
behind and press forward toward the mark."
The five years at the old
Founder's Hall leave a feeling of serenity, of a good time.
Distance gives a
Claude Loraine tinge of chiaroscuro to the whole. Un tableau cltar)na>it.
I would not live always for there is eternal progress for each soul, we all
have a puff of the breath of eternal life from the Christ. I glory in the possibilities
again.

reverses, its lessons.

:

of eternal growth, of joy

in

the realities of the unseen.

coupled with

fruit of infinite love

The

college

those

in

recited, ate, slept

To

and lived

Law

law-abiding,

the

advancing fruition, the pleasures of high communion,
is love and all his grand intentions for us are the

God

infinite

power

for good.

concentrated in one building; we studied,
The first fence was the limit of our freedom.

days was
in

it.

brings no

dissatisfaction

— perhaps

a

little

temporary

resistance.

As an
was a

optimist,

imagine no fellows had a better time than we had. There
first year.
I recall Dr. Hartshorne, a little giant

I

Senior class that

large

then his chum, Charlie Taber, his peer in
There were two brothers Fisher, tall and attractive,
two Collins men, the New Jersey one with a leap of twenty-two feet. Nereus
Mendenhall was there part of the year, a man who all his life made himself
felt.
Two of the family of Cope, whose record is present with all, were also
there. Altogether it was a class that we in the Preparatory looked up to with awe,
as almost beings of another world, out of our reach, for five years to a boy of

and

in athletics

quickness

twelve

is

of

brilliant as a student,

intellect.

an eternity.

In the Junior class was Joseph Howell, a fine-looking young man,

who was

handicapped by deafness; we saw often by his side Thomas Kimber, Jr., a student with fine abilities, one who has made his mark. Then there was his brother
Anthony, an excellent student and to-day our Dean. There was Robert Bowne,
too, of most genial temperament, and who came to Haverford a little boy
and motherless. The two Rodmans and a Morgan from New Bedford were there,
But as I come
as was Augustus Taber, a representative of a talented family.
down nearer my own peers, my spy glass must have been reversed. I no longer
see giants in

memory

arise.

superintendent in the year 1838-1839 was Isaac Davis, a man of marThat first fall his great pockets poured out chestnuts that the
velous contour.
small boys scrambled for on the pavement at the northeast corner of the Insti-

Our

tution.

It

was

his

assistant

who was

principally

truants and lawbreakers, a rather ubiquitous

official.

in

evidence,

the

terror

of

Next came John Gummere,
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with his absent-minded, mathematical temperament, a man who looked as though
he belonged to the great age of the Medici and the time of Savonarola. In my
last year Daniel B. Smith was at the helm.
We looked up to him as the representative of learning and science.
I distinctly remember his enthusiasm when
at that time first appeared Longfellow's Psalm of Life.
There are blessed memories of him and his noble wife, Hettie Morton Smith.
Speaking of the ladies,
there was Mrs. Davis, who was, I think, a Wistar, the admiration of the little
boys, as was also the daughter, very attractive in her Friend's bonnet. The family
of John Gummere attracted us by their amiability. William Denis, a son-in-law,
and the son, Samuel Gummere, were highly respected professors.
Blessings
on Haverford for giving me five years of happy life. Fond recollection presents
it to view.
The youth is said to be "the father of the man." Haverford, I trow,
is all the better for its guarded Quakerly beginnings, traditions, prejudices and
precedents.
They have their influence. You know the law of history a good
thing must have its roots in the past. The best results of a college Hfe are found

—

in character-building.

of the

men

it

Quaker youth.
tianity,

The

turns out.

May

its

test
I

of real value in

know many good

its

influence

products.

is

in the character

Haverford started for

students help to bring an ideal twentieth century Chris-

an era of self-sacrificing love of truth and right living after the perfect

Pattern.

"God grant us
Each

grace,

in his place,

To bear his lot
And murmuring

not.

Endure and wait and

—

/.

labor."

G. Whittier's version of Luther's great hymn.
R. B. H.,

LOVE

IS

'43.

ETERNAL

where the loud breakers roar
earth's products smoulder,
where
Up from the pits
Back from the vastness, from yon deep blue shore
Where the day star rolls in royal splendor,

Out from

the depths

Where sable night's mantle a sleeping world hides,
From the realms of the Zephyrs, from every portal
Comes ever the echo life is immortal.
So the wood thrush this sweet message confides
To his small mate on the bough where he swings.
And the south winds whisper the same refrain
As they caress the wood flower so frail,
And the man and the maid, and all order of things
Repeat and repeat, again and again.
In sweet harmony

love is eternal.
J.

P. G. '14

THE SEASON
The

college year has in

soccer players' point of view,

season

is

not over, (one

IN

SOCCER

many ways been
if

you wish

game with

quite successful

to put

it

that way.

from the
While the

Cornell yet to be played) yet

we have

a good chance of at least tying for second place in the Intercollegiate

High hopes were entertained for the championship, but this is
we were defeated by
Columbia (i-o) and only managed to tie Yale (2-2). Harvard and the
University of Pennsylvania were entirely outclassed, losing to us (4-0)
and (3-1) respectively. Cornell who has usually been near the foot of the
list, tied Columbia so that a great deal of interest is manifested as to the
The games before the Intercollegiate
real strength of the former team.
games were always against very good teams and usually quite good soccer
was played. With the exception of the Christmas holidays and one week
lay-off in February to ward off staleness, the season has been continuous
from December third, until the final game to be played Saturday, April
League.

practically impossible, certainly improbable, since

Counting the Intercollegiate games, we have played seventeen in
we have lost five, won eight, and tied four never losing a
Of
game by more than one point and never winning by more than four.
Altogether our scores have been Haverford, 33, Opponents, 21. Considering the length of the season, and the fact that during the early part of
eighth.

all.

—

these

the season four teams practiced with fair regularity
is

we

feel that soccer

a great advantage to Haverford in the physical development depart-

But we must not forget the second team. It has been unusually
spirit.
Never has the first team been
badly crippled for want of good substitutes. Being a member of the
second soccer team is not quite so thankless a job as the scrub in football,
for it has played nearly as many games as the first and with an equally
successful record, though of course not against quite so good teams. The
third team also had several games.
We would like to say in comment that the fact that Haverford plays
Harvard, Yale, Cornell, Columbia, and the University of Pennsylvania
and compares favorably with them is of a very great value to us. The
schools
around Philadelphia, are beginning to take soccer up
enthusiastically so that we need not fear for good material and interest,
and we appeal to the Alumni to back us up in England's second greatest
ment.

strong this year, and has had good

sport.

The following
March 8, 191 1.

is

quoted from the Harvard Alumni Bulletin, of
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Mr. W. S. Seaman's article in yesterday's Crimson is food for much thought
I hope discussion among college undergraduates and the public at large.
"In it he tells of the virtues of association football, the skill and agility required
on the part of the individual player, the keen enjoyment a player gets from a game,
and above all the tremendous possibility it offers for general participation. Any
healthy man can play soccer. It makes no difference if he stands four feet six,
or six feet four, whether he weighs 125 pounds or 225 pounds. There are no signals
for him to learn, no expensive uniform for him to buy, no blackboard talks from
coaches, none of the hundred and one phrases of training that make American
football a business rather than a sport. He simply joins a team of men of his own
skill, puts on a pair of running shorts and a jersey, trots over to the field and commences to play. In an hour or less he is taking his bath and soccer has no more
claim on him till the following day.
"Soccer came from England. The English have their faults but they have lived
a good many generations and there is philosophy in their lives also in their sports.
There is philosophy in soccer. It is a great game for Tom, Dick and Harry, to
play at school, at college, and when they begin to develop thin hair and curly figures.
Soccer deserves to be popular in America. There's a reason."

and

—

1911.

LOOSE LEAVES
LORD CHESTERFIELD. PROVERBS AND MYSELF
^Tj^HEN

ill
^^^

and

you

at a tender

failed

age struggled with the difference of seven and three

to get the

right

answer, did a patronizing teacher ever say

you with the maddening sweetness of long-suffering patience, "If
you don't at first succeed, try, try again?" While yet in the toils of fractions,
did you ever have a good-natured interest in decimals snubbed by a smiling
"Don't cross your bridge until you come to it?" At the end of a hard day's
play, when you stared into an open fire with a consciously vacant expression
in your eyes, were you ever reminded that "Satan finds some evil still for idle
hands to do?" If these expressions haven't been thrust down your throat, others
And that is why a thrill of delight
equally choking and rage-compelling have.
came over me when I found these lines in Austin Dobson's Vignette on Chesterto

field:

"Lord Chesterfield detested proverbs. For him they were not so much the
man and the wisdom of many, as the cheap rhetoric of the vulgar,
to which no person of condition could possibly condescend."
What I had hitherto regarded as an out-and-out weakness, to be concealed if
possible, I now look upon as one of those vices so amiably interesting that they
are cherished by their possessor more fondly than any but the most fashionable
wit of one

virtues.

I9I2-

Loose Leaves

•
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PLOWING
Vtt^HAT a world of dreary work this thought foretells." I reinember how I used
^ to hate to plough The share would not stay in the ground— the off horse

T I

!

^^^

—

would not keep in the furrow every stone would send the handles flying into my ribs and to cap it all, out of fear that the horses might work too hard,
Yes, it seemed to me the very
I used to wear myself out pushing the plough along.
essence of drudgery. But last summer I really found the knack and it was a revelation to me. The horses walked straight and true, there was not a rock in the field
and the crumbling earth ran off the moleboard with never a break. I seemed tireless
as I swung along behind the plodaing horses and I was fairly intoxicated with
the richness of the earthy smells as the gliding plough share changed the
golden wheat stubble into the rich brown of the under soil. Far away a limitless
distance across the prairie, they stretched side by side the dark brown and the
golden yellow, and here was I alone with my team, an insect on the great bosom
of Nature. And I seemed to catch a little of her grandeur and sublimity. Enough
at least to appreciate the fact that it was in just such close contact with Nature
that Burns received the inspiration for his immortal lyrics.
J. A. C, '12.

—

—

THE ETERNAL QUESTION

HNDREW
Scotch

McGill was happy, radiantly, triumphantly happy, and his honest
beamed good cheer and contentment, as his faithful clan

face

gathered in the cosy

magnum

opus.

"Drinks

all

the speaking tube in the wall.

mug

little

room over

Scottie's

"we have met

Andrew

bar,

to

complete their

tones down
"And now, gentlemen," he began, rapping with an

around," shouted

in

stentorian

grand consummation our elucidatIn other words. Gentlemen,
our dictionary goes to press to-morrow, so we must complete it at once. Let me
Where did we leave off
.Ah, here we are
.Wages
see
sweet oil for human machinery; PVar congregational worship of the Devil,
wine-bottled fever; Woman Ah how shall we define her?" An unwonted hush
Andrew waited, and naught but the muffled
fell on the usually quick-witted clan.
strains of a song arising from the bar room below and the rasping tick of the big
clock on the mantelpiece broke the tense stillness in the room. "Can't we leave,
her out?" finally ventured a youth in one corner. "Impossible," thundered Andrew,
with exceptional energy, as though to relieve the intensity of the situation, "no
more than we can leave her out of the cosmos." "Might as well pass the apples
then, Andrew," broke in a be-whiskered seer.
"The intellectual garden isn't the
Then
first garden man has had to vacate from a misunderstanding of Eve."
after a pause he added, "I say, Andrew, pass me a leaf of the manuscript, I want
ale

for order,

to bring to a

ing and refulgent exemplification of our lexicography.

....

.

— —

to light

my

.

.

.

—

.

pipe."

"Semper

murmured Andrew by way of
chimney.

.

—

victrux viri mulier,"

benediction as the burning leaves soared up the
igii.
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WORSHIP

QARIS

was

and the heat waves, blurring the view of every
which one could look, seemed only to intensify the blinding
glare of the sun reflected from the white buildings and cement pavements.
A middle-aged woman, of the laboring class, was slowly plodding along one of the
broad, dusty avenues, taking advantage of every little strip of shade which an
awning or projecting balcony overhead might afford. She paused for a short rest
in the entrance to a very narrow alley and seemed to be refreshed by the coolness
caused by evaporation from the pools of surface drainage. Soon, however, she
shouldered her ill-wrapt, cumbersome bundle and moved on.
The Church of St. Augustine loomed ahead, majestic with its gothic tower and
great rose window. Scarcely had she crossed the open space in front of it when,
pausing suddenly, she retraced a few steps and entered the side door. Leaving
her bundle in the vestibule she timidly entered a pew, where for several minutes
she sat, directing a vacant stare on the altar, drinking in with her every sense,
inspiration from the holy surroundings. The dull pain left her head, fatigue left
her limbs, the glassy stare left her eyes; and when she finally rose from a parting
prayer, a halo of reverence, peace and contentment seemed to surround her entire
countenance. She had seen her God.
object

hot, stifling hot,

at

A. S. Y.,

'II.

WANDERLUST

—

ONE

night last week when the usual orgies of the evening were over don't
mistake me, our nectar was that mental stimulus, tea, and our revels are
but tame affairs to the more sophisticated and when the contented smiles
did not seem so full as usual after the draining of the mugs, we three looked at
one another questioningly. There was bright moonlight outside, the moist odor of

—

marshes was borne on the spring breeze, through the window. In us too, something
there was that responded to that message of resurrection, and we left the pewter
tea-pot by the flickering fire and stepped out into the cool, moist fairyland of that
world of the moon, which so few of us know, and which so surpasses the commonplace sunworld in exhilaration, freedom, intimacy, and passion.
The call of the spring comes to all, but it never comes so strongly as when
the breeze is redolent of spring and the moonbeams cast upon us mortals an enchanted pall. When the call comes, obey it; wander half the night, and come
back heart whole and fancy

free.

L. A. P., 'ii

EDITORIAL

A PLEA FOR OUT-OF-DOOR
SPRING

at

Haverford

!

The phrase

is

LIFE

one to

stir

the under-

graduate to expectancy and the "old grad" to reminiscences.

You know how keen

the air

some day you come down

is

on March mornings, and how,

to breakfast to find the birds

singing and the world all bright and full of sunshine, and
you realize suddenly that Spring is here. The shrubs are a mass of yellow
and the buds are beginning to swell. Then you catch yourself looking out
the class-room window, and wonder whether the tennis-courts are rolled,
and whether the "crease" is getting in good shape for the next match.
What wonder if you dream a little, or wish that, perchance Virgil and
Horace and various other worthies had been able to carry with them their
ponderous volumes across the Styx. So you yawn comfortably, and say
"I have the Spring fever," yet you are not the least ashamed to confess it,
for at Haverford it means the joy of living.
It is a long step from the time when our predecessors trod the "Academic Walk" around old Founders and discussed Plato, to the present
days of tennis and track and cricket. At probably no time in her history
has Haverford offered so many inducements for sport for sport's (and
health's) sake.

In addition to the regular enthusiastic

work

cricket, there should be greatly increased interest in tennis.

in track

The

and

incor-

poration of the Tennis Association with the Athletic Association will do

away with the financial excuse for non-maintenance of the courts.
new courts provided last year should be ready for use this Spring.

Of

The

comes the regular cry
of the baseball enthusiast for the taking up of baseball as a major sport
A man who has lived at this College during one cricket
at Haverford.
season will, however, upon ten minutes' consideration, admit that as long
as Haverford is to maintain her present individuality, baseball is an imThe article by Henry Cope, '69, which appeared in last
possibility.
month's issue is sufficient to set forth the attitude of the typical Havercourse, with the advent of good weather

fordian to his traditional sport.

We
campus.

need not, however, live our out-door life entirely on the College
There are innumerable walks that one may take on the balmy

Spring afternoons.

Ardmore or

to the

By walks we do not mean leisurely strolls down to
Haverford Pharmacy!
An alumnus of the early
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nineties

College

was

recently discussing the long walks he used to have while at

—walks

of fifty or sixty miles that would take two days.
Of
course the fellows were tired after such excursions, but by keeping in
training, they had a great deal of enjoyment. The country within a radius
of ten or twenty miles of Haverford is full of historic and natural interest.

The

College

Many

itself is in

the midst of the country settled by the Welsh.

—

names of the Welsh

settlers survive
and many of them are
Haverford names. Within a mile of the campus is an old meeting house
in which once preached that greatest of Quakers in the new world, William Penn. Toward the west is rich farming country, full of quaint houses
that one can identify by consulting a history of the county of Delaware,
and further up, somewhat secluded, stands the little church of St. David's.
It was built in the year 17 19, and its mouldering gravestones tell many a
curious sentiment in verse. Here is buried "Mad Anthony" Wayne, the
hero of Stony Point to whose memory the Society of the Cincinnati raised
a simple shaft. There is an air of peace and charming quiet about the
place that makes one linger about it and forget the outer world. Near
Philadelphia is Fairmount Park with its historic mansions and its treasures of art and nature stored up in Memorial and Horticultural Halls. Or,
if we follow the old Indian trail up the Gulf Road, passing the site of
Washington's camp at the Gulf Mills, and the old "King of Prussia" Inn,
we shall come at last to Valley Forge, where the beauties of scenery
scarcely need the allurement of history to attract us. And so we might
walk all over the country-side, down tlie Mill Creek Road with its ruined
mill and haunted house, or wind along delightful Rose Lane where modern art has made even more beautiful the work of nature. But the best
way is to explore for oneself. There is alive within us an instinct that
perhaps descends from some far-off adventurous forbear to "search out
the land," to love to wander we hardly know where, and we discover new
delights at every turn. So now in the long afternoons let us keep out-ofdoors, somewhere, somehow, and enjoy to the full the life in the open that
God meant for man.

of the

All undergraduates wishing to try for the Editorial Staff of

The

Haverfordian should hand in their manuscript before the twenty-sixth
month since vacancies will be filled, if possible, before the publica-

of this

tion of the

On
Babbitt.
ily in

May

number.

going to press

we

regret to learn of the death of Mrs.

The Haverfordian

their great sorrow.

extends

its

sincere

James A.
sympathy to her fam-

—

EXCHANGES
"The

truth about that cat

They

Is this:

and pup

ate each other up!"

—Eugene

Field

It seems to us that an Exchange Editor must compromise and in a
compromise sometimes neither aim is accomplished. He must be specific
in his criticism to be of any interest or value to the various boards who
skim his productions to see what he may chance to say about their paper,
yet at the same time he must aim to be interesting to his fellow undergraduates who have not read the articles criticised. Thus the struggle of
the cat and the pup; the Editor in trying to save the lives of both, accomplishes neither aim. This strain to be interesting, noticeable in most of

the college papers, often produces an effect of forced flippancy.

Perhaps that

is

way through,

the

why

I

enjoyed the Nassau

but there

is

Lit.

It is

entertaining

none of the tired-chorus-girl-smile

all

effect

produced by the average forced cleverness of college productions. For in
A Diagnosis of Current Poetry the author says in a most assured way
"This is good and that is bad." We have too much of the pigeonholing
effect, but somehow there is an honest straightforwardness about it that
is

attractive.

Jesse

Lynch Williams,

author of The Stolen Story,

The Newspaper School

is

is

whom some

of us remember as the

number and his article on
The Storm in the same number
we were rather discouraged when we

a feature in this

really good.

bad but we must confess that
found that the heroine's face shone

"like ivory in the inky blackness."

We

All the

isn't

poem

also liked a

When

this

entitled

nearly a foot above the desk.

is

pile of

White.

exchanges reached

We

admit that the bright and cheerful
its consideration rather earlier than
Here was to be a bracing breath from

Redwood secured

position in the pile warranted.

West

World

month's work was started, the

appearance of The
its

When

renewed courage to the
end of a conference. "The best laid
schemes of Mice and Men" but we refuse to cast a gloom on the gaiety
of nations by finishing such an obscure quotation. Before opening The
Redwood we had imagined that the Sunday School story was dead, but
no
His Second Term is a perfect example of the type. "To Be or Not
to Be
A Sport" in the Earlhamite, is also infected with the same atmosphere of goody-goodyism.
Did you ever count up how many times you have read in an exchange
column, "Such and such was a relief to a tired editor after the usual run
the

to send an exchange editor "back with

field" as the missionaries say at the

—

!

—

of exchanges?"

when we

is no idle jest is brought home to us
on Oberammergau and Chantecler,
worse, each writer seems to assume the subject to be

The

fact that this

strike article after article

and what makes

it
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virgin soil to the average reader.

But it was the old case of the fryingpan and the fire, for in the Guilford Collegian there was a poem beginning
with this promise of originality:

My

heart

When

longing like

is

sadly calling to

But mine has

A

left

me

a cooing dove

mate.

its lifeless

to a sadder fate

broken heart and disappointed

love.

Like the definition of an island in the old geographies, it was "entirely surrounded by water" contained in moralistic essays with such titles as Habit
and Are You Mortgaged? Do you wonder that we turned to something

we

The Smith College Monthly. There was no
There is a delightful understanding of human nature
in the stories And There Was Light and The Understanding Heart. As for
The Selection and Care of a Father, it's called a sketch, but it has about
the most attractive and quotable humor of the month. There is a burlesque effect of Margaret E. Sangster's Heart to Heart Talks with Girls
that

sure to be good,

felt

disappointment.

—

in

such sentences:

"You want
man in

orderly

other hand,

it is

to feel superior of course,

the house assures

own

delightful as a disorderly
trails

meekly after

hunts for a

and a

helpless, hopeless, dis-

this pleasant feeling, but,

on the

bad, very bad for your morals to be constantly despising

a member of your

who

you

lost pin

family.
Now you don't despise anything so
man, but a patient man, a patient man, a man
a triumphant woman, who crawls around and

—

without saying or looking anything naughty, a

man

who, if need were, could dust a tea-table, stone raisins, or wait forty-five
minutes for his dinner, a man with patience of that caliber would ruin
you, mentally, morally and spiritually."
A clever and well read girl confided to us once, "At a summer resort,
men like fools. So whenever a man asks me whether I have read such
and such a book, I always laugh and shrug my shoulders and say, 'Oh,
heavens, no
Of course not !' " In the Smith we have in Aunt Holly as
Stage Manager, a story of a girl with brains who with the help of her aunt
!

acts as

if

the story

she had none, so as to
is

the dialogue;

art of small talk, but

dinner party.

We

we

we

make

best thing about

are given a whole page or so of her chatter at a

It is delicious fooling,

had been

The

a social hit.

are not merely told that she mastered the

every

bit

of

it

1

led to expect that the Vassar Miscellany

the very best of the college magazines
editorial confesses a

;

well,

this

month,

was one

—but

as

of
its

temporary backslide, we won't "rub it in." But we
Magazine from its dignified cover to

did enjoy the Williams Literary

—

—

Exchanges
its

dignified editorial.

charm about

know

friends before

Room Above Me

heightened perhaps by

it,

a very attractive

We

In the

little

poem we should

a middle-aged lady

we

are through
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its

has quite a good deal of

quaint language.

Hopeless

is

like to quote.

—you

are going to hear about

—who dwells with delight on horror

all

our

stories

and says at the end with a metaphorical smack of her lips, "Unpleasant
but oh how strong!" We feel as if the author of an immature story,
Shattered Ideals, in the Delaware College Review, had felt this way about
his

own

production.

There is quite a contrast as we turn to Chances in the Wellesley
Magazine. Both this story and its successor in the same magazine. My
Ain Countree, give the impression that their authors had good ideas that
were not too big for them.
There is this same feeling of thorough grasp of subject matter in
The Old Swimming Hole in the Wesleyan Literary Monthly. The
author has been there himself and in a very refreshing way gives us
delightful local color in a style reminiscent of Eugene Wood in his Back
Home stories. In fact there are several rather good essays this month.
Two of them that somehow appealed to us were Blushing, a Fine Art in
the Trinity Archives and A Man of Parts in the Holy Cross Purple. In
The Appreciation of O. Henry in the University of Virginia Magazine,
the writer shows a lack of reserve in his praise, but this is a pardonable,
and in fact a likeable fault in an appreciation.

We

quote from The Nassau Literary Monthly:

PARADISE
"A book

A

of verses underneath a bough

loaf of bread, a jug of wine,

Singing beside

A

me

and Thou

in the wilderness,

wilderness were paradise enow."
:k
*
*
*
*
*

My

book of verses

is all

nature's song

The rapids roar, the moaning of the pines.
The deep dark silence of fir and spruce.
Majestic

The

hills

appearing through the mist.

driving clouds of

autumn

in the

wind.

My jug of wine is but a crystal spring;
My songster sweet a thrush within the swang,
A white-throat sparrow in the evening's light.
Or

lowly whippoorwill across the stream.

ALUNMI DEPARTMENT
New

York-Haveeford Association.

The New York-Haverford

Association held its annual dinner at Hotel
York, on the evening of March 7. The attendance of
thirty-two comprised men from classes as early as '58 down to '12, but
even old heads were young, and spirits went soaring, while the various

Manhattan,

New

courses of Chairman Auchincloss' dinner were wrecked by the diners.

The

spirit

of the banquet was as immense a success as the food, and under

James Wood, scintillating fun was
Haverford enthusiasm. President Sharpless' speech
was as usual in his brilliant after-dinner manner, and from his topic
"Wild Boys I Have Known" he took various paths up and down the universe. H. G. Taylor '11 spoke informally on Cricket, Victor Schoepperle
'11 on the College, and D. C. Murray '12 on Football.
Those present
were: President Isaac Sharpless, James Wood '58, Samuel Parsons '61,
D. S. Taber (Sub.) '64, Francis Henderson '79, F. E. Briggs '83, S. W.
the wise direction of Toastmaster

mingled with

fine

W.

'85, J. S. Auchincloss '90, M. P. Collins '92,
Rex '94, D. S. Taber, Jr. '94, L. H. Wood '96,
R. C. McCrea '97, J. G. Embree '98, F. A. Swan '98, W. A. Battey '99,
R. J. Davis '99, H. C. Petty '99, Edward Rossmasler '01, A. S. Cookman
01, Richard Gummere '02, J. B. Haviland '02, W. P. Phillips, 02, C. Linn

Collins '83,

Alfred Busselle

T. Ferris

'94, F. C.

K. Worthington '03, N. L. Tilney '05, Victor
H. G. Taylor, Jr., D. C. Murray '12.
The evening closed with songs and informal talk. C. L. Seller '02
and Dr. R. M. Gummere '02 led the music. The same officers were reelected for next year, and unanimously the same dinner committee with
Seller '02, J. S. Tilney '03, J.

Schoepperle

'11,

the addition of L. Hollingsworth

Wood

'96.

'67.

Henry Cope

recently visited college.

of a reunion of the English Tour Cricket

Henry Cope, Horace E. Smith,
mer and Edward David, '10.

besides

His return was the occasion
The alumni present were,
Harold Furness, Walter Pal-

XL

'86,

'88.

who is a director of the United States Steel Corporhas been elected a member of that corporation's finance committee,

Percival Roberts
ation,

succeeding former President Corey.

Alumni Department

51

'92.

Egbert

S. Cary,

who

Westtown,

for several years has been teaching at

has tendered his resignation and has accepted the position as superinten-

Monroe

dent of the Pocono Lake Preserve,
residence will be in Moorestown, N.

His winter

county, Pa.

J.

'93-

George

Westtown

L. Jones has been appointed to teach next year at

Boarding School.
'94.

Conard, of Grennell College, this summer will be again in
charge of the department of Plant Ecology in the laboratory of the Brooklyn Institute of Arts and Sciences located at Cold Spring Harbor,

Henry

S.

Massachusetts.

A

daughter has lately been born to Dr. and Mrs.

of Cornell University.

Dr. Comfort

is,

W. W.

by request of the Senior

commencement speaker this year
the article on Romance Languages to the
Book of American Scholarship.
be the

at

Haverford.

first

He

Comfort,
class, to

contributed

number of Appleton's Year

'98.

The engagement has been announced of W. W. Cadbury to Miss Sara
Imbree IManatt. Miss IManatt is a daughter of J. Irving Manatt, professor of Greek literature and history in Brown University. Dr. Cadbury is
professor of pathology in the University of Pennsylvania's Medical School
in

Canton, China.
'99.

Dr. E. R. Richie has

up practice

in

New

moved from Moorestown, N.

J.,

and has taken

York.
'01.

W.

E. Cadbury

is

connected

now

with Elkins,

Krumbhaar and Morris,

Bankers, Land Title Building, Philadelphia.

A

son, Frederick

Mrs. F.

W.

W.

Sharp,

Jr.,

was born on March 2nd,

to

Mr. and

Sharp, of Clarkston, Washington.
Ex-'oi.

The engagement has been recently announced of Theodore Grayson
and Miss Tacey Baker, of Providence, Rhode Island.
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.'02.

On

March

Friday,

24th, fire totally destroyed the building in

which

Motor Car Company, W. C. Longstreth, president.
The loss was $60,000. On Monday, the 27th, the company was
installed in new quarters, Broad and Race Streets, with a full line of both
Alco and Pullman cars on exhibition.
E. E. Trout won recently the Round Robin Tournament in bowling at the Merion Cricket Club.
Dr. A. G. H. Spiers read a paper recently before the Browning So-

was

located the Longstreth

on the Spanish Ballad.

ciety,

'03.

James B. Drinker has resigned
ing Co., of Pittsburgh, Pa., and

his position with the

is

now

Dravo Contract-

with the Mercer Rubber Co.,

222 Penn Avenue, Pittsburgh.
Arthur J- Phillips has left Worcester, Massachusetts, where he was
with the U. S. Envelope Co., and is now with the Plaincs, Jones and Cadbury Co., of Philadelphia.
O. F. Duerr was a recent visitor at the College. He was on his way
from Everett, Washington, where he has been pastor in the Unitarian
Church, to Boston, where he intends to carry on graduate study.
E. F. Hoffman was recently reappoiiUed to the charge in the Methodist Church at Holmesburg.
offices at

'04.

Edgar T. Sinpes has been

recently honored with the appointment
Hartford County, N. C.
Megear is now with the Longstreth ]\Iotor Co., Philadelphia.

to

a judgeship in

T.

J.

'08.

Hill has been

with Leeds

&

Longstreth
in its

advanced

Northrup,
is

a

to the position of Inspector of

electrical

member

Instruments

manufacturers, Philadelphia.

of the Faculty of Blight Preparatory School

combination with the DeLancy School.

Scott

now

has a good position in the expert electrical engineering

department of the Sprague Electrical Co., of New York.
Strode is now leading his class in the medical school of the University
of Pennsylvania.

who is with Kurtz Bros. & Co., broke
game between the U. of P. and Gcrmantown.

Kurtz,
soccer

his leg recently in a
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Briiwn has resignetl his position at Penn Charter School and

acceiJtt'd

a i>ositii)n

to teach

at

W'csttown.

Ex-'o8.
.\ bab_\- girl,

Molionk Lake,

\irginia,

New

was born

to Air.

and Mrs.

Hugh

Smiley, of

York.
'lO.

The engagement

of Harrison S. Hires to Miss Christine B. Leland,

of Philadelphia, has been recently announced.

Page Allinson has returned from the West.
Every other Friday evening a number of the Class of iQio meet
informally for dinner

at

Lauber's Restaurant, Philadelphia.

Ex-' 1 2.

Roy

Alabama, where he holds the position of
cement works.
Carroll D. Champlin, Principal of the Benton Public Schools, Benton,
is to be the Principal of the Colu iibia County Summer School, with
L'lement

is

in Ragville.

assistant to the chief engineer in a

Pa.,

an eight weeks' term, beginning

May

eighth.
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THE HAVERFORDIAN
A CANOE

HAST

TRIP IN ENGLAND

summer my brother and

I

took what

is

in

my

opinion

one of the most interesting short trips in England.

It was
two weeks' canoe trip from Shrewsbury in Shropshire to
Oxford. We were out to see the country and the people,
so we did not camp on the banks, but stopped for the night
and for meals at the little inns by the river side. Most of our baggage
consisted of rubber coats and blankets.
We thought we would make
ample preparations for rain but we found, before we had gone far, that
in England no preparations are ample.
The Severn is a wide river, but by nature is shallow and rapid. The
level is kept up by a system of zviers, or dams of stone, that cross the river
every seven or eight miles. These are easy enough to cross unless the
water is unusually shallow, though the description of them given by
the watermen and guide-books is terrifying.
The scenery of Shropshire is quiet, but very charming. The Severn
now winds through broad plains, now breaks through the straggling footThough the foliage is most luxuriant, the
hills of the Welsh mountains.
landscape itself has little variety and few attractions save its rich green
trees and red clay banks and cliffs.
We enjoyed the interesting people we met more than anything else
on our journey. I had never imagined that such a peculiar lot of people
existed outside Dickens' novels.
We met a broken-down, second-class
actor who seemed to have nothing to do but volunteer information on
every subject to anyone with whom he could start a conversation. Also
there was a benevolent old gentleman, just returned from Australia, who
At a little
tried to astonish us by lying very pompously about his ranch.
inn a strange man thought we were Frenchmen and tried to make us
feel at home by breaking every now and then into very laborious French.
His conversation was further ornamented by many quotations, mostly
from Shakespeare, which he could never finish, but which he would round
off with a wave of his hand, as if to say, "of course you know the rest."
He had been boots to Lord Somebody and had risen in life, probably to

a

;

the office of tax collector, for he spoke mysteriously of being connected
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with the government.

We

sea captain and his wife.

met, at one of our stopping places, an old
had spent twenty years at sea and she had

He

all, so we took her a ride.
She sat very still
and straight in the bottom of the canoe, highly pleased and rather frightened. It was a study to see her, as we went through her little native town,
nodding condescendingly to all her excited friends who screamed to her
from every window and backyard. There were innumerable "Black
Country men" as the men from the manufacturing districts of central
England are called. They speak the most peculiar dialect of English
known to man. I shall never forget an old Cornishman telling some Black
Country dialect stories. The two dialects, neither of which I could understand very well, made a strange combination, and he was very much
pleased by my appreciation of his humor.
At the first place where we stopped for lunch we were given cold
meat, boiled potatoes and salad. A large red-bearded man at the table
(he may have been the landlord trying to make us contented) said: "People who come to the country would not be satisfied unless they got this
sort of meal." We found that this was a very prevalent impression. We
had so much cold meat and salad that before long we were willing to go
any lengths to get a real dinner.

never been on the water at

The

little

English country inns are not designed for travelers.

They

barroom with a fireplace in it where all the
farmers spend their evenings. Over this place the bar mistress rules like
a Juno with the sternest and most unquestioned authority. Her word
There is usually
is law, even down to the amount each man shall drink.
a large dining-room, too, for excursion parties. The few bedrooms that
must be kept to preserve the license are seldom used. We often had considerable difficulty in getting a place to sleep. Our first night was spent
in a large attic room in company with the landlord's son-in-law and the
hired man. The inn-keeper class of Englishmen are always ready to enter
political, scientific, or literary; for they wish it
into any discussion,
understood that they know about such matters. When I went to bed that
night I found my brother amusing himself by an argument with the landThis was not the only place
lord's son-in-law on the philosophy of art.
consist principally of a large

—

where we had difficulty getting rooms. Once it took us ten minutes of
argument to be admitted into a little inn which was kept, as we were
told, by a connection of Mr. "Oyler," the American candy maker.
Bank holidays, especially the summer bank holiday which overtook
are very important

England.

Everything

us on our

trip,

country

closed except the taverns and places of amusement.

is

aflFairs in

in the

Many

fac-
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tories
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ship their employees to various seaside resorts. Black Country

laborers are to be found in every roadside inn

all over the country, and
drunk that day to float the British navy.
The night before bank holiday we spent at Bridge North. There are
two towns of Bridge North one a narrow street on the river's edge, and
the other, approached by a winding flight of steps, on the top of the great
isolated bluff that there lifts its steep red stone sides high above the river
banks. On the edge of this cliff are the ruins of a strong old castle. A
stone walk half overhanging the town, runs in a semi-circle in front of
Behind
this and commands a most beautiful view of the Severn valley.
the castle lies the walled town, full of Elizabethan houses and monuments.
The curving cobblestone streets are all very narrow or else very wide.
The whole is dominated by a graceful church on a little hill in the middle.
The town was so charming that we resolved to spend two nights
there, and not run the risk of finding all the riverside taverns filled with
holiday crowds. We spent the day in walking through the well cultivated
countryside to the quaint old town of Much Wenlock where stands a

enough beer

is

:

ruined abbey.

Next

day, on the river again,

we were

surprised to meet great

num-

bers of punts and rowboats and to see the river banks in the neighborhood

Everyone was laughing
little town crowded with happy couples.
and having a good time. We had understood that bank holiday was over,
but after dinner, in the crowded barroom of a snug little inn, we were
informed by a very communicative gentleman that on bank holiday
every one got so drunk that the factories could never open for a week
or two afterward. The men never came back until all their money was
spent, so it always took quite a while to get England running again.
of every

Leaving the quiet

fields

through the manufacturing
Gloucestershire.

Gloucester.

We visited the
and

historical

Before we started
in

England.

tirely to

districts

They were very

their cathedrals

we went on down

of Shropshire

the river

of Herefordshire and into busy

—

Worcester, Tewksbury and
and not very interesting except for
monuments.
large towns

dirty

we had heard a great deal about the land question
much of Shropshire belong almost en-

Herefordshire and

two or three great estates. All Englishmen have a passion for
it was not hard for us to find out what the common

talking politics, so

people thought about the agrarian questions.

To

our surprise they were,

with hardly an exception, entirely satisfied with existing conditions.

There

is

no more striking difference between England and America than
which prevails in England.

that lack of ambition for better conditions
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At
of the
is

Gloucester

we

left

the

river

for

canals.

In the early part

century there was a great craze for canals, with which England
riddled.
On account of the railroads there are hundreds of miles of
last

canals with elaborate systems of locks, bridges, and tunnels that

now do

but serve as a swimming pool for the farmers' ducks. Such was
the Thames and Severn canal which we entered from a very busy one
little

about twelve miles from Gloucester. It crossed the central divide of
England, and in rising and falling, went, in all, through forty-four locks.

,

i

If

There were no more lock-keepers for these and we had to get a winch
and open them ourselves. This took more time than might be supposed.
The water in the canal was so low that we had a very hard time paddling.
It took us three days to make the twenty-eight miles to the Thames.
We did see many interesting things, however. At the town of Stroud
we stopped at Mrs. Angel's Temperance Hotel. Mr. Angel, the only
person to be found in this paradise, after serving us supper made this
surprising remark: "This is a coffee house; is there anything I can get
you from the tavern, sir?"
In Stroud we went to a moving-picture show. If you follow the
crowd in a medium-sized English town you almost always end up at a
moving-picture theatre. In this place a church had been turned into one
and had a large and enthusiastic congregation.
Our only upset occurred in one of the dirty locks in a canal near
It took days
here, luckily in the only one where we had no spectators.
to get the smell of stagnant water out of our clothes. My brother was
regulating the lock, and

hook.

It

it

was

my

carelessness that upset the canoe.

I

him to pull up with the boatwas reading "Henry Esmond" that made me neglect my business.

swam around and

collected the things for

That never happened again for the water entirely disintegrated poor
"Henry."
The rest of the canal was lower than ever, with weeds in about the
same proportion to the water as salad is to the dressing. We made slew
going over this and were very glad to get to the clean smelling water
Its upper
of the Thames. We spent about two days on the Thames.
I canor
not
beautiful
is
Whether
it
flat
country.
very
course is through
bank
of
green
monotonous
interminable,
was
an
not say. All I saw of it
had
we
had
time
we
the
good
spite
of
reeds and a broad blue sky, so that in
were glad when at last, one evening just at sunset, we saw rising before
N. H. T., '13.
us the towers of Oxford.

LEVIATHAN THE LESS
'^'^^^^^ HE

M

^

complexity of American collegiate

life

increases pari

^"^

passu with the expansion of surrounding civilization.

With

I

the much-deplored variety of undergraduate interest

comes

^^^^^r

an insistent heterogeneity of thought and
life

is

ideals.

Collegiate

divided into compartments, not water-tight, but at

A

least

mutually competitive.

lion,

a professional student, or a

university

good

man may

fellow.

If

he

more than one thing to different groups, but he
more at home in one group than in another.
Within each group there is a community of

is

be an athlete, a social
a genius he may be
always bound to feel

is

interest.
Consequently
any classical club, fraternity, or basket-ball organization is sure to be well
managed, since it is in the hands of its friends, since from so large a body
it is sure to find many supporters, and since there are usually connected
with it alumni or professors whose permanent influence keeps its policy
clear and its performance creditable.
Pardon me for making the eternal comparison. 'Twas Plato paved

the

way

take

for those

first

who

contemplate the thing they want to understand and

the large letters of the greater body, then turning to the small

they read

more

clearly.

Considering then the college

we

find

compart-

ments, but with free mutual flow, so that the leader of the Musical Clubs

enough be President of the Y. M. C. A. We have the same
management of each group for the same reasons of friendly
adherence and alumni guidance, but we have fewer organizations because
of the paucity of material. An organization must make its appeal com-

may

also well

successful

pelling or

it

inevitably perishes of atrophy in the fierce struggle for

existence.
I

want

to call attention to exceptional

eous and self-supporting like the others.

groups which are not homogenTo introduce a comparison a

minore instead of that a maiore, I mean the conscience of the college, its
Y. M. C. A., and the will of the college, its Student Council. I do not
intend to imply that there is any fundamental relation between these two,
but that they are unlike in certain respects to other groups of men that
work together. When I call the Y. M. C. A. the collegiate conscience, I

am

thinking of

it

in its special function as the best

legiate self-examination.

means

available for col-

In so far as precepts are concerned, have

we

Moses and the prophets always with us ? As far as good works go, a
Y. M. C. A. is as homogeneous a body and as self-supporting as any other
not

organization.
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The mediaeval philosopher (present company always excepted) used
mind as a conglomeration of indivisible unmixing atoms.

to think of the

The
as

presided and the person used his various faculties one at a time,

will

if

to play with one toy he

Just as truly as the

mind

must

for the

moment

discard

all

one single thing differing merely

is

tions that vary always, but are

still

merely

diiiferent aspects

the rest.

in its func-

of the same

numbers, a unit; it is not
an athletic association and a college association and an examinationflunking multitude, but it is all these at once potentially, and any one of
object, just so is a college, especially if small in

them
itself

any time when it is exercising one of these particular
a college Y. M. C. A., I say, is a college examining

actually, at

So then

functions.

with a view to self-improvement.

Here then

is

undergraduate

criti-

cism halted, for a Y. M. C. A. meeting represents the whole college, not
an exclusive group of men. It is only in so far as a Y. M. C. A. does not
fulfill its

function as conscience that

it

must look

to itself lest

it

become not

a function but a form.
In the same

way

the Student Council not to be criticised as unneces-

is

sary; for the college needs a will.
that their supervision

is

The

concomitant obloquy.

own

will

body

is

cil

when

is

faculty might do as well, except

college

body must have a

will.

It is itself its

But the college
The Student Coun-

gathers for the purpose of a decision.

it

cumbersome a body

too

then

The

suggestive of the maternal apron string and the

a convenience, and

collegiate decisions.

It

is,

for agility of decision.

is

a mechanism for the quick registering of

then, only so long as

it

maintains

its

intimate

dependence on public opinion that it is useful. If it is unsuccessful in
making decisions in accordance with the will of the college body, the college body will do its own work or invent some other method.
I want to emphasize the fact that there is no divine right of Student
Councils, and

sary activity

way down"

when any Student Council
will find

it

no

tries to

gain prestige by unneces-

rest for the sole of its foot.

"Elephants

are at best but a precarious support even for dignity.

all

the

If a

Student Council then can forget its dignity and realize that it is only a servant of the college body, it will be immensely useful. I do not argue that
a governing body may not have an educational function, but it must

remember
It

that

its

may very

usefulness

is its

only excuse for existence.

well be a compliment to a college body that

Council finds

little

murder court

if it

or no need of activity.
ludkily

Nobody

its

Student

finds fault with a

happens to have no cases before

it.

It

may

be

preparedness for an emergency as in actual service, and
inactive with rejoicing because of the greater welfare
sit
it may very well
L. A. P. 'ii.
of the community.
just as useful in

THE

ILLUSION OF
CHAPTER

THE MOTH
V.
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deck steward of the Kron prisessen Wilhelm der Grosse,
Nord German Lloyd to Cherbourg, yawned luxuriously.
The two old men at the card table played silently at crib-

the world were bounded by the panelled
smoking room. The deck steward flicked the
case of his chronometer watch into another yawn, stretched his arms and
legs, then he muttered to himself and to anyone else who should be

bage, as

all

if

walls of the

listening
I guess I go up and shase down der sphooners."
But the jest was lost on the cribbage. The steward generally got
a laugh on his joke, which he sprung punctually every night at eleven
o'clock.
This time he thought to himself, "They will laugh yet this
is only the second day out."
The cribbage game broke up with a genial handshake and the
warm and mellow laugh which comes only with fine maturity. Despite
their former quiet at cribbage, their sitting in the room had given a
center for the attention now the vacancy of the place was morbid. The
rumbling of the ship's engines, formerly unnoticed, now became oppressive.
Here was a room too rich for kings, dismally vacant, floating
on the sea, and far under the room, the confusion of machinery which
made its being possible, as the wearing and grinding underneath the

"Veil,

—

;

surface of society

A

make

possible the ghastly uselessness of the rich.

half hour after the

room had been

left deserted, a

stir

in the

velvet curtains at the door ushered in a curtly tailored, self-absorbed
tall, but stooped, as if something in the pierce of his
were pulling his tousled head forward to look at something very
He
serious, which seemed to be ever elusively going on before him.
looked as if he might be the son of some father who had too hard a|
youth, and who had resolved to give his boy all the possible chances
not only to find the world even so pleasant as to become bored with it,
but to express in the very cut of his clothes and his manner of holding
a cigarette that there is not much new under the sun, because, as his
affectations and manners indicated, he could buy everything under the sun

youth, rather
eyeballs

to

the

experiment with.

word

This sort of people, despite the application of

blase, are at least fascinating to watch,

even

if

we do

say to

our friends that they cannot possibly be interesting.

And

Sidney Holt, as he dropped into the laziest chair and lighted
a fresh cigarette, was as much worth watching as the actor on the stage
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He

holding the audience in mute expectancy.
the artist, nor inflicted the abused

word

neither consciously acted

"art" upon his acquaintances.

For him it was enough to be able to drop his loose spinal column into
an idle chair, and to watch the smoke curl and film and spread itself in
space.
But his eyes burned to-night, and one cigarette after another
burned through life to death on nervous fingers, a life which was indeed
a slow process of dying, while

The thrum of

haze.

its spirit

clouded the room with thicker

him that this vacant room
with a chaos of water underneath

the engines reminded

was pushing through an endless
and the infinite black all about

sea,

—the

ship

was but the

tiniest

mote

in

immeasurable ocean and immeasurable night.
Whatever awful impressions a man gets from thinking about the
universe, he is impressed because he is to start with a profoundly introspective melancholy before he begins to speculate at all.
It is a nice
question to inquire whether one needs great experience before he can
think, or whether he needs to think before he can have great experi-

But

ences.
felt it

it is

not necessary to decide the matter.

Sidney would have

rather picturesque to have been at the bottom of the sea, looking

up through the ponderous weight of green water, and no light shining
and about him there would be great sea shrubs, higher than the
ship itself, wrapping their oozy, hoyden arms about it, as the wavering
currents washed them here and there in weird gestures. A sponge bigger than a cloud might drift its cold, creepy web over his body, suck him
up and slowly dissolve him into slime. A great, clammy, half vegetable,
half-fish monster might stare at him with its relentless, cold, accusing
eyes, and there would be no peace. Or else a sea of coral insects would
drift upon the rotting hulk, and on it build a pink of atolls above the rift
there,

of the waves, and he

—he would be a coral

cigarette, there to quietly wait

He

statue, even to the tip of his
through the ages, until the ocean drained.

roused himself suddenly from his stupor, and drew from his

pocket, a book which he

thumbed quickly

as

if

to find

some

particular

Suddenly he stopped, turned back a page, and bent over the
of Second Cabin passengers, and there it was again
page.

New York

Selma Heath
The words were
at

there but he could not believe them.

him from the page while the

all his

senses.

He

dull void of time

City

They

stared

and space ached

flicked the cigarette into an ash tray,

list

in

doubled the

booklet in his hand and stalked out of the room. And as he tossed on
the berth until the morning hours, he knew that he loved Selma, and

he was sure that God,
into their lives to

whom

make

all

he had never thought of before, had come

things possible.

The

the Moth

Illusion of

63

He had thought to write her a note in the morning, but when he
had destroyed a quire of the ship's stationery, writing the very words
he had planned all night, he rose by impulse and sought the Second
Cabin promenade. The chairs were all occupied, but she was not there.
He asked of the steward, but the steward only looked thoughtful and
said he did not know
and then he did remember that there was a lady
in number ten, but she had been sick.

—

"Tell her," he said, producing a dollar, "tell her, 'Sidney waits for

her here.'

The steward came back
see you, I will write

That evening

shortly with a card.

It said:

"I cannot

you a note."
waiting, in which he

after endless

was sometimes
came

hopeless, sometimes stung with the coolness of her response, a note
to Sidney in his stateroom.

"Dear Sidney:

am

happened thus that we should be both of us so surwhen we are not to see each
too much teaching they say, and I must
other. I am sick and nervous
go to a Kurhaus in the Alps. Do not try to see me again, promise me,
for I am looking miserable, and I am to avoid excitement. I shall get
well as soon as I have had a rest, alone in a Swiss chalet with a good
I

sorry

it

prised and so unfortunate as to be near,

—

Swiss fairy godmother to take care of me.

Selma Heath.
There were some interesting things in the recent exhibition
the Metropolitan. I suppose you saw it. I thought twice about your
P. S.

at

work

there."

He was

quiet for a minute.

Then suddenly

his soul burst within,

and he threw himself upon the berth and the hot tears dimmed his eyes
and wet the pillow on which his head rested motionless. "Selma, Selma,"
he cried, "you must see me, you must, you must, you must." And he
tried to pray, but he did not know how.
That night he wrote a letter:
"Selma:
I

cannot

tell,

but

if

I believed

has brought this about that

I

in

shall see

God, I should believe that He
you again. I do not know why

do not know why I am returning to Paris,
I have not held an easel, nor can I.
I seem to have lost my work
to have lost everything, even the most
certain thing in my life, which is
your love. And yet I must look back
on your old letters and say, 'These are all lies,' and say to myself that
I have loved a woman for experience
and after the experience I am
else I should

be here, for

except that since you sent

I

me away

—

—

—
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outgrown her. You are wrong, wrong, wrong, if you can believe
do not love you now.
I know you are not well, but that does not matter, except that you
must let me help to make you better. You must remember that your life
has been dismal these last four years, but I am grown now to a man, and

to have
I

now

that I realize it, you cannot deny me the joy of making you well
and strong. You are not changed, but only worn and tired, and whether
you will or no, I am to take you where the air and rest will bring you
new life. Whether you love me or not, you are mine until I make you
well.

Yours,
S.

The next evening he

strolled

but there was no one there except a few persons,

He

the dark, could not be Selma.

Through

the

windows of the

indefinite sitters, reading
to

H."

back to the Second Cabin promenade,

whom

he knew, even in

did not suppose she

ladies'

lounge he could

would be

out.

make out some

or playing at cards, others listening passively
at the far end of the room.

some music which came from the piano

curtain obscured a clear view of any of the persons. He was turnaway when a bar of the music caught his ear and he listened. It
was some soft, quiet, rather mournful melody which he had heard
before somewhere before, but long ago. Then he remembered— it was
the air he loved best at Whipsurf years and years ago the time when
he painted the youthful, half-finished portrait of Selma. It was nearing
the end. He entered the room quietly and saw her seated there. Then

The
ing

—

—

he went up, and as she finished, touched her on the shoulder and said in a
low,

commanding

voice,

"Come."
She arose and followed him.
casually, then fell back to their

the

rail

Some

of the loungers looked up

books and cards.

When

he had reached

She looked away and gazed out into
black of the night and sea. For a minute they did not speak.

he turned to look at her.

the infinite

Finally he said

"Did you get

my

letter?"

"Yes."

"And do you

believe it?"

She looked at him questioningly and smiled.
"Do you pity me ?" she asked.
"Perhaps I would if I did not love you."
She was silent for a long time. Finally she queried, "What have
you been doing?"

The

Illusion of

the Moth

He thought a minute and answered,
"Why are you going to Paris ?"

6S

"Nothing."

"To work, perhaps. I have not even got an idea now, have you?"
"No I am not to have an idea until I get well."
"And then what?"
;

"No

matter," she murmured.

and

I

have more or

"Please believe

less. If I
it,

"I

For the present

pleasanter to look back.

am not looking forward. It's
I am trying to let go of things,

could really believe your

letter, I

—

every word."

"I should be happy."

"Then you

are, aren't

"I will believe

And

it

—

until

hausted to bed.

Shaw,

to-morrow."

then were spent three glorious days in steamer chairs, in

which he made her drink

whom

then, but

you?"

And

in the air,

to please

and walk

until she

had

to be sent ex-

her he would read to her out of Bernard

he detested with a holy hatred.

Selma would only believe

it

But they were happy

"until to-morrow."

On the afternoon of the fifth day he took her out upon the bow,
where they could watch the waves gradually bear down upon the ship
and break and seethe against the prow. Bernard Shaw was finished
for the day, and they were seated on a rug against the capstan.
"I have decided," said Sidney, "to go to Paris for the winter. In
the spring I shall come to visit you in your Swiss chalet, but you must
write

me

"Do

every other day meanwhile."
not plan ahead," she begged.

"But that is settled."
She only smiled at him.
"And then," he continued, "you shall be well. Until then there is
one thing for you to think about, and that is that I shall come then to
marry you. There is nothing to say now, but when the time comes I
I am
shall take you body, soul and all, and carry you off to America.
determined, Selma, and this shall be done, because I know I can love
you forever. Will it make you happy?"
"Look! look!" she cried, "what a huge wave!"
An immense breaker was rolling directly ahead. In a second it
would hurl itself over the bow. He disregarded it and pressed his question.

"Are you happy, Selma?"
In fear she caught his arm.
her "lips" the

He drew
And

wave burst over them.

her, "Yes."

(To be continued.)

her close, and as he kissed
all

the ocean answered for

JOHN JAMES AUDUBON

o

NE

hundred and twenty-one years ago when Spring revived
the fields, and brought forth the leaves and flowers on the
trees;

there

when the
was born

little

birds began to chirp their love songs,

"That cheerful man, who knoweth all
The songs of all the winged choristers.
And in one sequence of melodious sound
Pours out their music."

The fourth day of May, on which John James Audubon
was ushered into the world, is said to have been one of bright sunshine
and effervescing song. In his birth America found one who was desall nations a book which certainly surpasses in interest
every other ornithological publication.

tined to give

The name of Audubon
and while confined

in

of French origin.

is

America

to

among

It is

extremely rare,

family of the naturalist, has,

the

own

ancestry.
His father was
an adventurer and a mariner, and young John obtained from him a
vagabond nature. His heart was restless otherwise he would never have
achieved so much he had to wander he had to acquire he was never

in France, been traced only

his

;

;

;

;

quite easy at the hearth.

His love for nature was passionate, burning in him to the last. He
had a constant desire to be in the meadows and dense woods, roaming
about with a gun upon his shoulder, with his ears eagerly alert for
every new wood-note, with his mental camera loaded and always ready
ohe bird, or the position among the
always wished to be free from the heated city
and possessed that feeling which Riley has so admirably portrayed in

to take the snapshot of the flight of

leaves of another.

He

these lines:

"Orchard's where I'd ruther be

Needn't fence

it

in fer

me!

whole sky overhead.
And the whole airth underneath
Sorto' so's a man kin breathe
Like he ort, and kindo' has
Jes' the

Elbow-room

to keerlessly

Sprawl out len'thways on the grass."

\

John James Audubon

Audubon was

man of
One
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genius, with the courage of a lion

and the
knows which to admire most
the mighty determination which enabled him to carry out his great work
simplicity of

a

a child.

scarcely

in the face of difficulties so huge, or the gentle and guileless sweetness
with which he throughout shared his thoughts and aspirations with his

wife and children.

He was

a typical specimen of hero as a

Christopher North:
ever lived."

With

sketched birds at
natural haunts.

"He

is

man

untiring strength and resolute courage he painted and
first

No one

hand with

their natural

background and

"For

their

before or since has given the world such pictures

of nature as those which come from his pencil.
says:

To quote
own walk that

of science.

the greatest artist in his

sixty years or

An

eloquent writer

more he followed, with more than

religious

and elevated pursuit, enlarging its boundaries
by his discoveries, and illustrating its objects by his arts. In all climates
and in all weather; scorched by burning suns, drenched by piercing
rains, frozen by the fiercest colds now diving fearlessly into the densest
forests, now wandering alone over the most savage regions, in perils, in
difficulties and in doubts, with no companion to cheer his way, far from
the smiles and applause of society, listening only to the sweet music
of birds or the sweeter music of his own thoughts, he faithfully kept his
path."
The birds of all climes seemed to recognize him as a friend,
for he was well acquainted with them and could understand their faintest
devotion,

a

beautiful

;

notes as well as their cries of war.

He was
great

a scholar, a polished gentleman, a "great soul

cause."

Wandering and following Indian

trails

all

on

fire in

through

a

the

primeval forests of America, he studied faithfully the birds in their

woodland or meadow homes and sketched incessantly for fifteen years;
In his trip through England,
then, with his work, went to Europe.
Scotland and France, his ready adaptability, his sprightly conversation
with a slight French accent, his soft and gentle voice, his frank, strong,
He met and conversed with the
fine face, made friends everywhere.
great minds of all nations. He hunted with Daniel Boone, dined with
Sir Walter Scott, Daniel Webster and Washington Irving, and talked
over his work with Sidney Smith.
It was during this trip that he conceived the idea of putting his
works in the form of "The Birds of America," containing life-size
Thus the world was given a book which has enlarged and
plates.
enriched the domains of a pleasing and useful science, has revealed the
existence of many species of birds before unknown, has given more
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accurate information of the forms and habits of those that were known,
has corrected the blunders of his predecessors, and has imparted to
the study of natural history the grace and fascination of romance. One

and love-making of the birds the highest ideals of
supplies in them the divine things for which the
soul craves.
He makes them real beings of life, without the exaggeration which Ernest Thompson-Seton gives his wild animals.
Audubon
simply interprets their language in our tongue and mourns over the
sees in the habits

human

life.

Audubon

fact that there are so

many who cannot understand

their

feathered

brothers and sisters.

Audubon may

well be said to belong to no special age.

Fixed

man as he. He belongs
die.
One could never be

dates cannot be placed in contemplating such a
to all ages.

with

He was

born, but he can never

this great bird-lover

mind

certain qualities.

without having stamped indelibly upon one's

The wonderful

simplicity of the

man was

per-

His enthusiasm for facts made him unconscious
of himself. To make him happy one had only to introduce him to a
rare bird or a fact in natural history.
His self-forgetfulness was very
impressive.
One felt in his presence that a man had been found who
asked homage for God and Nature, not for himself.
In a study of his life and writings one can find nothing but a plea
haps most remarkable.

for the birds, such a petition as the Audubon Societies of America are
now_ making against a recent bill introduced in the New York State
Legislature.
The whole plea of Audubon is for the protection of our

wild birds against the

much

for the

money

men who

care not at

all

for the choristers, but

that the birds' feathers will bring

when put on

hats.

To

those

who knew Audubon, he

remain

will continue to

in their

memories as a great living, loving soul while to the
and scientific world, he has left a work that cannot easily be forgotten
or equaled. Long after the bronze statue of Audubon shall have been
worn and crumbled by the winds and rains of summer and winter; as
long as the robin chirps in the orchards, or the meadow-lark whistles in
the fields as long as the owl's hoot is heard from the bough of the oak,
or the nightingale's song is borne on the winds from the cypresses, the
name of this ardent lover of nature and birds will be cherished in the
;

artistic,* literary

;

hearts of his countrymen.
J.

P. G., '14.

LOOSE LEAVES
SEEN

eIRLBoyandwasBoy were

QUAKER MEETING

IN

Girl was brown-eyed and brown-haired;
and rosy-cheeked. They were sitting next

eight years old.

light-haired, blue-eyed

On the other side of Girl was Girl's
to each other in Quaker Meeting.
mother; on the other side of Boy was Boy's little sister, aged four, and Boy's
mother. Boy had come in last, but had grasped the situation at once. But Boy
was well-bred and duty came first; Baby Sister must be amused til! all-pervading
sleep should interfere.

Finally

Baby dosed

off

with her head on Boy's lap and the mothers became
monotone flowing from the gallery. The time was

quite engrossed in an inspiring

Boy had been good and

ripe, for

Girl

had been waiting quite

patiently.

First,

Boy

then Girl looked at Boy, and their eyes met and feasted, unabashed,
on each other. Then out stole a little pink hand from one side, only to be crushed
by another, more mannish perhaps, but equally tiny. Simultaneously they looked

looked at

askance

Girl,

at their

was

in

a series of

well.

vision of Girl

Boy
a

stealthily

Baby

respective mothers.

Then with

all

still

slept;

the voice droned on, and

a glance of assurance at each other they began to indulge

But the
silent looks that meant more than worlds of idle talk.
was too much for Boy, and Girl thought Boy a perfect lover. So
inclined in Girl's direction, glanced at his mother, and met Girl's lips,

more than half way.
Baby woke up with a start and

little

the monotone ceased. Boy's mother admonished
mother did not understand Girl's blushes, so she
only looked reprovingly. But Boy knew and Girl knew that nothing could alter
love; and to think that the world did not know all, was a wonderful satisfaction.
H. P., Jr., '12.

him not

to be so restless.

Girl's

"YOU NEVER CAN TELL"

©

HEN

you ever get self-conscious and wonder what
you were making on your fellow passengers? Sometimes their opinions are written very legibly on their faces.
I know once or
twice, when I have been with a big crowd of college boys coming home from a
class banquet or a football game, that about one-third of the
passengers grinned
amiably at the uproar with a "Gather-ye-rosebuds-whi!e-ye-may" look upon them;
the other two-thirds have had the appearance of saying to themselves either

"Have

riding on a train, did

sort of impression

that noise stopped," or

"You

stop

it

or

I'll

stop

it

for you," according to

temperament and sex. I remember going to a dance the night before a
statement on some Biblical Literature reading was due.
Consequently, I was
intently pouring over a Twentieth Century New Testament.
My evening clothes
implied the hours of gaiety to come. Across the aisle sat an ultra-respectable old
lady, and I feel sure from her encouraging smile that the spectacle of a young man

their

stopping to refresh himself with Scriptural aid against the possible temptations
But, in the oft-quoted words of Mr.
of the evening did her kind heart good.
Bernard Shaw, "You never can tell." And that is just the fun of wondering

what strangers are thinking about you.

1912.
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TO A CIGARETTE
wrapped around a weed,
Such is the outward structure of the whole.
Yet a benignant goddess, when in need
She rests a cloud of balm upon ray soul.
Sweet Nicotine I stand before thee
And as a pagan would I fain adore thee.

Frail bit of paper

A

flame, a breath, a minute, all

Your fragrant

life

Requiescat in ashes, j'ou have

done;

is

has reached

its

wonted end,

won

Your goal and made me your protector and your
Sweet Nicotine, I do not blame thee
For making ill, pariahs who defame thee.
;

friend.

L. B. L.,

'14.

HABITUS DIVERSOS

nE

was a funny-looking little shaver. His skin was as black as any that overcame from Africa, and his large, round, inquisitive eyes looked all the
larger in contrast with it. He was barefooted and his much-patched trousers were held up by a dilapidated suspender passing over one shoulder.
His
shirt looked as if it had been patched oftener than it had been washed.
On his
head was a bright blue something, no longer a cap
in violent contrast with the
jet-black kinky hair.
He was standing in front of a shop-window of one of the
city's large department stores.
In the window was a magnificent ball gown, gorgeous enough to attract anyone's attention. To describe its richness would have
taxed the ingenuity of a society reporter. And the little darkey was standing there
gazing at it, wrapt in wonder. I thought I could guess pretty nearly what he was
thinking about. Don't you think you could, too?

—

—

,

L. R.

S., 'II.

THE FOIBLE OF GENIUS
^^^!^EA

most vehement reformer has never ventured to
and as yet no sordid trader has ventured to proclaim a substitute
for the amber concoction that makes the heart leap and the face brighten.
Such is the magic power in a piping cup of tea that no doubt some day we shall
find a diligent Teuton maintaining in numerous tomes of learned ponderosity the
thesis, that there is an intimate connection between the discovery of tea and the
rapid progress of modern science.
One can hardly imagine a man of intellect
without his cup of tea. And however crabbed may be the man of genius, when
once he feels the moving impulse of the golden stream a-coursing through his veins,
bringing alertness and vivacity to every part, then witness Dr. Johnson his sourness blossoms out into humor and joviality. The very name lucubration suggests
the inspiration of the ardent fluid. Happy are we then, who though we may not
share the felicities of genius, have yet in common with them, that universal consolation and joy, the cup of tea,
L. A. P., '11.
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is

a drink that even the

assail,

—

—

EDITORIAL

THE QUESTION OF HAZING

XN

the next

set forth the

Hazing

it

is

probable that there will be more or

about the hazing of the incoming Freshman

—

so old that most of us are
and so worn out that it has
become farcical. Yet there are some, and many, who are
with existing conditions, and in this article we shall try to
class.

It is

tired of

not satisfied

month

less discussion

an old question

hearing about

it,

matter as fairly as possible.

Haverford is antiquated. Some years ago
Below them were the two upper classes,
who by virtue of their seniority assumed the right of controlling the
two lower classes, especially the lowest class by means of force. That
is, there was at Haverford a kind of aristocracy of power, a feudal system, if you will. To those who would call back this system we would
say, that while it may have succeeded a few years ago, the College has
changed and the times have changed so that such a return is impracticable.
For if we pursue the analogy a little further we shall see that
student government is essentially a republican institution. If the Student
Council is to succeed at Haverford it must consist of men unprejudiced
on account of class. They must serve the College first and not that
artificial group in which accident of the year of entrance has placed
them.
If class prejudice has a place in the deliberations of a body
representative of the whole college, then is past the usefulness of that
body as a governing unit.
This seems to be a digression from the subject, yet if we admit
the possibility of discord, we are forced by elimination of other motives
to admit that its prime cause is hazing. The class hazed has a contempt
as practised at

the professors ran the College.

for the class that abuses
that the contempt

its

privileges; the class doing the hazing feels

is justifiable,

but their class spirit forces them on to

begun may continue,
and does often continue, through the college course. The two classes
which should work together spend their energies in checkmating each
redoubled

efforts.

The

feeling of hostility thus

other.

We

would not have the uninitiated believe that Haverford is a camp
Quite the contrary. The good feeling between
the Sophomore and Freshman classes has never been equalled, even by
But, as we have said, some
the friendship between 1912 and 1913.
are not satisfied with existing conditions, and some even make purely
of warring factions.
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personal inconvenience a subject for speeches in regard to the passing
dignity of the Senior.
What is college good for anyhow if a Senior
cannot have a hallowed bench, where the touch of the unholy may not
defile him?
Even the sacred precincts of Lloyd are invaded by the
profanum valgus, and an Upper Classman rtms the risk of bemg hit
by a baseball from the hands of a Rhinie! And our disgruntled individ-

ual hold up his hands and prays for a return of the good old days.

For he

loves, "the

uppermost room

at feasts

and the chief seats

in the

synagogues, and greetings in the markets, and to be called of men,
Rabbi, Rabbi."

We do not mean that Senior privileges should be abolished. Nor
do we mean to imply that the above are the sentiments of the Senior
But, as

class.

we

said,

some, not only in that class but in every

are not satisfied with existing conditions.
college

who have had

the

It is right that

class,

men

the

in

most experience should have the most to do

its affairs.
It is right that the majority of the members of the
Student Council should be from the two upper classes and that the

with

captains and managers of teams should usually be Seniors.
cess

merely the logical outcome of three years of work, and

is

good both

to the individual

and

to the college.

sense of responsibility without inflating
ceit.

This

produce
master,

in
it

It gives

This sucbrings

it

the Senior a

him with self -destructive conand though it will not

the legitimate ambition of a Senior,

is

the under

will

classmen

the

fawning subserviency for

their

arouse their honor for the man.

The man who

gets

most out of

college

is

not he

who works

for his

has friends in every class and who does
not spare his service for them and for the college. The Senior who
can claim this distinction, is in a unique position; around him is a little

own

interests,

but the one

who

group of friends who are about to go out with him; before are the
older friends, behind, the younger ones who have yet to complete their

He goes out, drawn irresistibly into the current of striving
humanity, but strong in his understanding of men. This is a HaverIt will matter little in after life in what class we go from
fordian!
college; it should matter only that two men have been there together.
course.

Let us have class

spirit

by

all

means, when that tends to rivalry in sports,
let us break down every

in scholarship or in service of the College, but

barrier of class distinction whenever, through misuse and misinterpretation, it
It

becomes a menace to the unity of Haverford.
would perhaps seem presumptuous to have spoken thus without

submitting a plan for the spreading of that spirit of unity that has

Editorial

begun

to spring

up

two or three years. Without seeming to
Sophomore classes we would suggest the fol-

in the last

dictate to the succeeding

lowing plan.
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The cane rush

is

not a part of

the hazing,

therefore

it

needs no discussion. The general sentiment in regard to the first night,
the "Parade," and the Entertainment seems to be that the whole business
a huge joke, which the Freshmen enjoy more than

anyone else.
no reason why it should be discontinued. But
here the hazing should stop.
So far, everything has been fun. It is
the hazing for the following two weeks that works the harm and engenders dislike between the classes. Hazing does not make a Freshman a
gentleman hazing does not make him honor the Senior. Some men
come to college fools, and as fools they leave it, hazed or not. Most of
the men that come to Haverford are gentlemen. They do not need to
be dumped every night and told to keep off the grass in order to learn
that they have come to a college for gentlemen; the fools fail to grasp
Every Freshman hates the sight of a
the logic of the procedure.
Sophomore hat, and though the rules come off with the end of hazing,
it
is a good two or three months before the consciousness of class
disappears.
But to continue
On the night following the Parade, we would suggest that the presiis

If this

is

the case

we

see

;

dent of the Student Council, or better

still

the captain of the football

team, give the Freshmen an informal talk, in which he shall give them

some

points on college etiquette

pected to teach).

From

(for that

is

all

that hazing

was ex-

that time on, the question of discipline shall

be entirely with the Student Council, of which three men, from the three
upper classes shall constitute a Committee on Freshmen. If a Freshman
is

to be punished in any way, the responsibility will rest with the Student

Council and not with the Sophomore

class.

In addition, the feed given

Freshmen at the close of the year
shall be given about the first of November. And finally, as a little digression from the question, let the seating in the Y. M. C. A. not be according
If there is one place where distinctions should be placed
to classes.
hitherto by the

aside,

it

is

Sophomores

to the

here.

But, our friends will say,

"What about

traditions?"

of the past two thousand years has shown anything

If the history

seems true that
we should preserve tradition and precedent as long as they advance a
good cause; when they become ivorn out, reject them. We have come
to a point where we can either stand on the tottering bridge of the institution of hazing until it falls, carrying us with it, or we can strike out
it
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new foundation for an undergraduate
undergirded with class friendship and college harmony.

for ourselves and build up the
life

We

announce with pleasure the election of the following Associate

Hans

Editors:

We

eight.

shall

1912; Norman Henry Taylor, 1913;
The maximum number of Associate Editors is

Froelicher, Jr.,

Jesse Paul Green, 1914.

award the remaining

places after further competition.

THE NEW INFIRMARY

©

Y

the time that this magazine appears,

way

well on the

Haverford

having a new infirmary, that

to

will

is,

be
her

if

are willing to contribute to the ten thousand
fund which the students are raising.
The two
rooms at the top of Founders are, as President Sharpless
says, "comfortable
when you are asleep." They are not fitted out with
scientific appliances.
They are removed from the active life of the
College.
If a man breaks his leg he has to be carried up to the third
story of an old-fashioned building; when he is convalescent, if he tries
to come down the winding stairs on crutches, he runs the risk of breakfriends

dollar

—

If the infirmary has more than three occupants it is
Sometimes, for lack of proper heating appliances, the nurse

ing his neck.

crowded.

has had to heat water over a candle so that she might have some of

There

proper temperature to bathe wounds.
contagious diseases.
either close the

If a

man

whole infirmary

is

no isolated ward for

should contract scarlet fever he would
to other patients or be sent to

an outside

hospital.

This condition has been deplored for several years, yet until the

month the matter was given

little attention.
Then, several of the
and students took up the matter and made plans for a
vigorous campaign. Fifteen thousand dollars were to be raised in fifteen
days. Of this amount. President Sharpless agreed to obtain five thousand

past

authorities

dollars

and the students, the remainder.

On

the evening of

May

2nd,

a mass-meeting was held at which several of the Alumni spoke. The
undergraduates under direction of captains began their work on May 3rd.

The Alumni responded with
erosity of that

building

is

most

and by the genMr. John T. Morris, '67, the new
now of its endowment. Shall the

their usual readiness,

loyal Haverfordian,

assured.

The

question

is

building have an independent fund for

answer

rests

situation

with you.

The

its

proper maintenance?

The

infirmary as planned will be worthy of

upon the college grounds.

It

will

its

not merely be a room

will be a building where the sick may get well
can
see what goes on outside, where they can
quickly, where they

with two beds

in

it,

it

Exchanges
get their

fill

of sunshine.

It will
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have a detached ward for contagious

diseases and porches for the convalescent.

No

contribution

tribute to a

is

too small to help,

more worthy

cause.

and no Haverfordian can con-

Contributions should be sent to any of

the authorities or students of the College.

EXCHANGES
There was a young lady of Lynn,

Who was

so excessively thin,

That when she essayed

To drink lemonade,
She said, "I'll take it

cmd fool you."

ivithout a straw,

—Harvard Lampoon.
You may have
humorous

we

tioned,

noticed that

versified introduction.

we have

a weakness for a supposedly

But now,

like the

young lady men-

are not going to grasp at this straw for an opening, but

on the Harvard Monthly, and fool you. This is
number and it was exceedingly interesting, at least to us,
being somewhat of a fanatic on things theatrical. We

we'll start right off

the Dramatist's

who

confess to

had no idea how many of the recent plays are

to be

grouped under the

Harvard school. One of the points made is that the course in play-writing at Harvard does more than teach a man how to write drama it lends
;

dignity to the stage by emphasizing
abilities

get

Vassar.

—and

It is

I

opportunities as a field for the

While speaking of the drama we mustn't forNaught, At College I Was Taught" in the

of intellectual men.

"Of Dancing

its

Know

a satirical modern morality play

—

if

there

is

such a thing

one of the cleverest things of the month. And, since for the
moment, "the play's the thing," we must not fail to insert A Condensed Drama, from the Trinity Archive. It is something that every
one of our sex should know and we commend it to your study.
it's

A CONDENSED DRAMA
Entitled

HOW

IS

A MAN TO KNOW

Ben bmart! I
coming over and I detest him so."
Julia (at same place) "So do I."
(Enter B. Smart) Smart: "Good afternoon. How are you both?"
Cordellia: "Why, Mr. Smart, I haven't seen you in an age."
Cordellia (at the drug store) "Oh, that impossible

do believe he

is

:
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is

in

"Do

down, won't you, and tell us why you have neglected
Corddy that I hadn't, etc., etc."
The piece is evidently from the realistic school and the performance
not a new one, but merely a revival of an old favorite. Sea Moods,
the same magazine, is rather interesting, and there is one other poem.
Julia

us

so.

I

:

was

sit

just saying to

The Soldie/s Complaint,
is

The Dripping of Water

however.
intended

thrill,

Profit a

Man?

and we were

that

it

in this

also left

Tommy

number

Atkins

is

evident,

just misses giving the

unconvinced by What Shall It
In the Holy Cross

although both stories are readable.

Purple, a story of similar

from the

That the author

that rather caught our fancy.

not totally unfamiliar with Mr. Kipling's

title.

What Doth

It Profit? is so far

removed

might as well be a fairy story, except!
lacks the lightness of touch necessary to give charm, and a few
facts of real life that

it

minor accessories, such as the presence of fairies. Here also was a rather
perfunctory essay on Chatterton we caught ourselves wondering for
what course this had been prepared. Even though not so original, the
essay on Milton's L' Allegro and // Penseroso in the Wesley an Lit. was
very much more pleasing. It makes a rather interesting defense of Milton's lack of minute knowledge of nature, by saying that he is "a poet
;

who

feels its total influence too

powerfully to dissect

The essay seems to be Wesleyan's strong suit.
they are unpretentious
Tilting Match are typical
;

and, most important of

Observer

is

it."

Sun
in

Dials and

their

A

cleverness

The
they give an appearance of ease.
and we are looking forward to that depart-

all,

especially good,

ment next month.
of the best essays of the month is Love Songs, by UndergraduIt has ideas and conates, Mainly Masculine, in the Mount Holyoke.
tiresomely ironical.
being
without
entertaining
crete examples and it is

One

If you're not tired of the type, you'll like

ture and The
and there are a

The Fat Man Versus LiteraWe enjoyed them both

Joke Practical in the Williams.

into

human
"It

is

lot

of clever touches that give

little

flashes of insight

nature, such as:

the nature of

man

to crave that

which he hath not

Was

—a

trait

there ever a

which some call ambition, others ungratefulness.
black-eyed maid who did not sigh for eyes of palest blue, or a curlyhaired lad who would not prefer the coarse bristles of a butcher's
pompadour? Yet strange enough; go search through all the world for
one
a lean and hungry Cassius who would rather be a Falstaflf. No
wishes to be fat."
This same understanding

is

shown

in the

Conversion of the Colonel

Exchanges
Nassau

in the

Here are a few

Lit.

"Any man
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lines that

seem too good

to

omit

has a right to consider that another's opinion of him

warped and one-sided.
not realizing that his

is

Where the average man makes his mistake is in
own opinion of himself is not a trifle warped and

one-sided too."

We
we
the

always have an uneasy feeling

we

realize that, as a stranger,

way

it

was

in stories

The Test of Speech

in

with a Biblical setting;

are liable to be taken
in

in.

the Vassar; but

Maybe that's
we liked it,

and the Biblical atmosphere of the story somehow rings true. A mixed
metaphor, like the atmosphere ringing true has an exhilaration all its
own, but a mixture of another kind, Mack, in the Williams, was not quite
so refreshing.
This story combines in some inexplicable way, Kipling,
London,
and
the "People's Favorite,"
Jack
to employ a political phrase

—

—

The

Laura Jean Libbey.
"strength" in a

way

frequent

saw once

"A

—

swcar-zvord here

It is

my

word "damn" adds

use of the

that reminds us of a

little

say,

burlesque of Kipling

damn

we

—

style,

Lest you forget,

lest

you forget!"

Fun, mostly of the unintentional kind, is afforded in His Choice,
in the Randolph-Macon, giving the "eternal triangle" in amusingly harmless form.
We enjoyed more of the same kind of fun in The AdvenHere a
tures of Frederick the Great, in the Sweet Briar Magazine.
casually
young lady aeroplanist in this story a biplane seems to be as
used as an automobile

—
—does

a

Sherlock Holmes work in tracing

little

But come, we'll give you a little taste of it
"I told you yesterday that I was interested in aeroplanes," she
explained.
The station agent at
"It was easy enough to find you too.
Kingsville telegraphed that you'd started to walk to Warrenville for the
Washington Express, so I guessed you'd been lost. After I got to

her lover.

went over

woods looking

for a

you'd have sense enough to light one for a signal.

Let

Warrenville

I just

she spread out a

—the

the

—"we're

her knee

kir'd

fire.

me

now headed

We'll be there in a few hours.

Washington.
please

map on

all

Pass

me

I

see

—thought
and
"

straight

for

a chocolate,

with a candied violet on top."

Substitute tobacco for the candied violet and can't you see Sherlock

continuing, "So you see,
to

you was

Briar

is

in reality

How

my

dear Watson, what was so mystifying

extremely simple?"

Br'er Rabbit

Won

the

The

and yet somehow sympathetic (we were glad

best thing in the

In

Prize.
it

a

manner

Sweet

satirical

was done sympathetic-

——
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ally,

because

we

should have hated to have had Brer Rabbit ridiculed in

earnest) the author has paraphrased the delightful Uncle

Remus

We

heard a little verse recently that fitted in with our
when about three-quarters through the Exchanges:

stories.

mood

The cow's in the hammock.
The cat's in the lake,
The baby's in the garbage-can.
What difference does it make?
Well, Gib, in the Vassar Miscellany,

make a

made us

see that things do

There is a sure touch in the presentation of the
story that convinces you that if the author did know of such an experience in real life, she was enough of an artist not to be deceived into bedifference.

We also liked "S"
Harvard Advocate, which describes, without too much exaggeration, the amusing story of a grind's attempt to be a stage "Johnny."
There was much unexpressed poetry in the soul of the grind in "S,"
lieving that the actual necessarily rings true in fiction.
in the

but

it

is

—

at

time

we

—of bouquets,

are having our fling

not brickbats, this

So many magazines prophesied the great influx of poetry with the Spring, that we were a little
afraid the authors would be scared off, but no the seasonable poems
that were not called Spring were called April. We liked Spring in the
Holy Cross Purple and April in the Williams. The latter has a good
The things that pleased us most were
deal of the real lyric quality.
Great Lonely Men in the Nassau Lit. and the Canoe Song in the Vassar.

time

more of the verse of the month.

!

We

are going to give ourselves the pleasure of reprinting the latter:

CANOE SONG
I.

If to-night

Down

you should

float, float

To the land of the twilight
Where bloom as wet roses
If

away,

a glimmering, wind-haunted way,
that never

knows dawn,

the nights that are gone

through dream-haunted mist you might seek but one bloom,
rose would you break in the garden of gloom

Which

If to-night

To

you should

away
knows day?

float, float

the twilight that never

II.

If your prow broke a shimmering way
Through the pearl-misty shadows of day,
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Toward a gleam of still water, where closed lilies grow,
Would you linger to know if the fast-folded glow,
That

all

Was

a flushing of joy or a

lily had Iain,
shadow of pain

night in the heart of one

your prow liroke a shim.mering way
the pearl-misty shadows of day?

If

Through

ALUMNI DEPARTMENT
Ex-'35.
\\'e

record the death, on April

He was

Indiana.

)n

(

April

York was

4.

3,

of David Stroud Burson, Richmond,

the oldest Haverfordian, dying at the age of 95.

monthly luncheon

the regular

Those

were

to

Haverfordians

New

in

Stephen \V. Collins, '83 Alinturn
Post Collins, 92: Jai:es H. Wood, '93; Alfred Busselle, '94; L. H. Wood,
'96; Roswell C. McCrea, '97, Professor in the New York School of Philheld.

anthropy; Jcihn
'99

Edgar

;

(;.

]jresent

Embree,

Boles, '02,

;

"98; Frederick

who

Railroad, and Arthur S.

:

is

A. Swan, '98; Royal Davis,

Assistant Solicitor of the Lehigh \'alley

Cookman,

'02.

'83.

Stephen

The

vs.

is

office to

No. 63 Wall Street.

pleased to announce that the annual baseball

'90 will take place this spring as usual.

the ga

tankards

changed his

Collins has

H.-\verf()ri)iax

game of '89
was thought
silver

W.

will

r.e

might not be played.

For

a time

it

The usual gold medals and

be presented to the holders of

first

and second

place.

'90.

H. P. Baily took the part of Air. Cheeseacre in a Trollope Sketch
"Mrs. Greenough and Her Lovers," given at the Merion Cricket
Mr. Cheeseacre was a rich, pompous farmer
Club, Thursday, May 4.

entitled

madly, nay violently,

in love

with Mrs. Greenough.

In a business line Mr. Baily has undertaken the

management of

He has
an extensive partridge ranch upon his estate near Ardmore.
now been engaged in this business for several years and is hoping to open,
it

up

to the public this spring.

chicken-hawks are

all

raised.

Pheasants, partridges, grouse, quail and
Prices range to suit

all

pockets.

Pheas-

which are the specialty of the Game Growing Corporation, are listed
$5.00 each, $10.00 a pair; one year old
as follows: two year old
pair;
spring
broilers (coop not ready yet)
60c. a
a
each,
$7.80
$4.02
pound; week old chicks (for raiding) 25c. each; dead chicks 8c. a
ants,

—

—

—
—
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quart.

Mr. Baily

will

letter.

Address,

Baily

be pleased to answer any inquiries by personal

Game Growing

Corporation,

Lancaster Pike,

Ardmore, Pa.

W.

who has been absent
much improved in health.

G. Audenried,

has returned

in

Europe for some months,

'94.

D. Sherman Taber,
of

Pittsfield,

Jr.,

Mass., but

was married

now

of

New

to

Miss Charlotte

Bliss,

formerly

York, on the evening of April

12,

Mass. Among the
ushers were T. Hollingsworth Wood, '96, and Alfred Bussell, ex-'94.
Mr. and Mrs. Taber are to live at 44 Morningside Avenue, West, 'City
of New York.
at

the

home

of Mrs. F.

C.

Backus,

in

Pittsfield,

'98.

Morris Lee has been elected

Ijusiness

manager of the Ei'ening

BuUetbi.

Eldon R. Ross
Underwood.

is

manager of

the

London House of Underwood and

'99.

William A. Battey has a son born in March.
Royal Davis is on the editorial staff of the

New York

Evening

Post.

E. H. Lycett,

Jr.,

of Ardmore, Pa.,

is

one of the directors of the

new Ardmore National Bank.
'01.

Ellis Yarnall Brown, Jr., was married on April 29, at Bryn Mawr,
Miss
Mary D. Godley. Mrs. Brown is the daughter of Mr. Philip
to
and
Godley,
a sister of Francis Godley, '04.
'02.

Arthur S. Cookman, who is with Ayres, Bridges and Company, has
changed from 129 Front Street to 80 ^^"all Street.
The Queen of Orplede, a volume of verse by C. W. Stork, has been
Of this book the London
published in America by J. B. Lippincott.
Times says: "Mr. Stork writes charmingly of romance, but makes most
impact in dealing with nature. 'Rain' is a really good descriptive poem.
In 'Aetacon,' as previously in his 'Day Dreams of Greece,' he shows
his ability to write

smooth blank verse."
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'03-

Dr. George Peirce

appeared recently

is

in the

the autlior of an article on "Ferments" that

Journal of the American Chemical Society.
'05.

£lias Ritts

is

the father of a son born the latter part of

Arthur Hopkins
where he has been an

March.

expecting to leave the Pennsylvania Hospital,

is

interne, this spring.
'06.

J.

\\".

Alott and

married April

]\Iiss

Elizabeth Robinson, of Newport, R.

I.,

were

19.

Ex-'06.

Ex-'o6 Buck Haines

one of the four internes

is

at

the

German

Hospital.
'08.

Edward Aiken Edwards and Miss Sidney Garrigues were married
at

Haverford, on April 19th.
E. Linton has gone to Montreal to take

more

actuarial examinations.

Ex-'o8.

Thomas
to

Lightfoot Green was married on April 26. in Philadelphia,

Miss Lucretia Shoemaker.

Among

was Cornelius Jansen Claasen, e.x-'O/, who
Omaha, where he is trust officer of the Peters Trust
Company. On Saturday, April 29, Claasen was given a dinner by the
organization of the "Nasty Nine," '07, at "The King of Prussia."
T. C. Desmond has moved to Los Angeles, California, where his
address is, "In care of the Y. M. C. A."
ca:iie

those present

on from

'09.

R. Mott

is

selling National

Cash Registers

in

Dayton, Ohio.

'10.

Samuel A. Rabinowitz

is

attending a theological school.

Ex-'io.
In the O.xford-Cambridge sports,

mile and the mile for

Ca nbridge

in

March

Baker won the half
and 4.292-5 respectively.

25, P. J.

1.58 1-5
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THE HAVERFORDIAN
OXFORD AND THE RHODES' SCHOLARSHIPS

V^^^^

HE

Haverfordian's request for some "impressions" of Oxis some months old, but I have purposely deferred
writing until now. I have no wish to parallel the achievement of one of this year's Rhodes' Scholars, who sent home
a long article fully describing Oxford life and ways, three

m ^"^

A

ford

I

^^^^^r

days after his arrival.
It is difficult to

those

The

write about Oxford.

who have been

there will realize.

I

difficulty is

might

tell

—of crumbling stone and

all

you many things

about her picturesqueness and glamour, and the magic

over the imagination

one which

spell she

weaves

pealing organ, of stained

and sunny gardens bright
But the quirks of many blazoning pens have dealt with her

glass and green quadrangles, of sounding bells

with flowers.

pages of Andrew Lang and numerous others you

beauties,

and

will find

expressed the essence of her charm.

that a

in the

And, therefore,

seems

it

few words about the Rhodes' Scholarships are more appropriate.

In the

first place,

there

is

no doubt that the opportunities which the

Rhodes' bequest offers are not appreciated

moment
me, but

of writing
it

is

my

I

in the

am away from Oxford and

United States.

At the

have not the facts with

impression that in about a dozen States only one

candidate passed the qualifying examination last October; and in four
States no one passed.
When one considers that
merely to qualify as a candidate for the scholarship
is

necessary to pass

it),

entrance examination,

it

and

is

certainly

this

examination

is

no high grade
no harder than the Haverford
(i. e.,

seems, indeed, extraordinary that the greatest

scholarship in the world should go begging in this way.

The Rhodes'

Trustees have seriously considered withdrawing the scholarship from
certain States in

which

it

has not been appreciated.

I say "the greatest scholarship in the

scholarship exists offering a

man

world" advisedly.

What

other

three years abroad, the opportunity to

study at one of the world's oldest and most famous seats of learning, a
chance to imbibe English ideas and ideals at first-hand, to travel and
study on the Continent, to visit at leisure places which the most fortunate
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—

Americans generally see only between trains and (last but not least) to
do these things on fifteen hundred a year? And yet there are men who
think it not worth their while to learn Greek in order to win this great

•

opportunity.

obvious from the lack of competition that America

It is

is

not send-

men

The Rhodes' Scholars are generally exto Oxford.
and most of them have done very well over here; but
they are not the best that America has. It is the firm conviction of all
Americans now in Oxford that this gigantic scheme of Cecil Rhodes
deserves that America shall send the flower of her young manhood. I
have met no American Rhodes' Scholar who does not admit that he knows
other men who would have represented his own State more worthily than
himself, but who were unwilling to compete. I admit this most cheerfully
in my own case.
It is our earnest hope that in the future, Americans at
Oxford will be not merely good men, but the best men, not mere grinds
or mere athletes, but all-round men with unusual ability in some one
ing her best

cellent fellows,

When

direction.

may

the competition

is

ten times as keen as

it

now

is,

this

be possible.

Consider for a

moment

the future of the Rhodes' scheme.

are already in the United States about 130 ex-Rhodes' Scholars

There

(many

of them engaged in teaching), an enthusiastic band of propagandists

who

American Rhodes' Scholars' Alumni Magazine),
and are indeed spreading what might be called an "Oxford Movement"
in America.
This June over forty more will return, having completed

publish a journal {The

their three years.

Soon,

in all parts of

who have
the

In fifteen years' time there will be over six hundred.

America and

been to Oxford,

men

Anglo-Saxon world, and each

as to his original

Many

in all

walks of

life

there will be

men

firmly convinced of Oxford's message to
as loyal to

Oxford and her

traditions

Alma Mater.

Americans,

it

seems, think that Oxford

is

a place where one

drinks tea, wears baggy trousers and meets very pleasant people, but
that

little

impossible.

real

work

One

is

done there, and graduate study, so-called,

Tourists in Oxford," illustrates the following incident:
lady,

is

of an amusing series of post-cards entitled, "American

prowling about

in the ancient

An American

quadrangles, enters one of the rooms

young men, recoils, saying, "I beg your pardon
This anecdote, though
I had no idea these old ruins were inhabited !"
presumably fictitious, is significant. Too many Americans think of Oxford as a dear, quaint old place, a place of charming gardens and
but finding in

it

several
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memorable vistas, but, after all, only a place to look at, like Kenilworth
They
Castle, in no wise ministering to the present needs of the world.
turn with pride to (let us say)

the Idaho Industrial Institute or the

• California

Cottonweavers' College as evidences of a "practical education."
Need an education be any less practical because it is shrined in a beautiful
setting, because it teaches as well as inspires for the future, a regard

and veneration for the past?
is none
During term-time the streets of Oxford are
an interesting sight. All sorts and all conditions of men (and women)
pass through the streets of this most cosmopolitan of all university towns.
From India, from China, from Australia, from Canada, from Germany,
from France, from both Americas— from every quarter of the globe, come
men both young and old to test their wits against those of the keenest
youth of England the men who will be the rulers of the British Empire
And the first misconception which the American
in two or three decades.
must rid himself of is that the path to an Honour degree at Oxford is an
easy one. Many men who have graduated sunima cum laude at American
colleges have found themselves very small plums in the Oxford pudding.
There have been American M.A.'s known to fail in "Pass Mods." an

Oxford

at

every turn bears earmarks of the past, but she

the less alive to the present.

—

—

elementary examination which the English "undergrad." takes after

Germany

five

America has always looked to
But Germany is sending some of her best men
to Oxford every year.
I have heard that there are two hundred candidates for every German Rhodes' Scholarship. There must be something
in the Oxford system after all.
One of the most interesting experiments in modern education is now
taking place at Oxford. Men who are presumed to be the picked results
of our American collegiate system are being re-tested in England and
the Oxford verdict is not always the same as the previous American one.
Read the recent report of the Carnegie Foundation for the opinions of
the English "dons" (professors) on their American students. They say
months' residence.

as a hotbed

of postgraduate study.

—

we

are "attractive, but superficial."

something

men

in the latter allegation.

I

am

inclined to believe there

American scholarship must send

is
its

as its ambassadors if it will uphold its reputation.
would not minimize the social side of life in Oxford, for surely
there is no place where it may mean more. But this phase of Oxford has
been so often enlarged upon that there is danger of forgetting that it is,
not only a place where men can and do work, but where scholarship is

best

I
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And nowhere

respected and not deplored.

work and

balance between

have heard that an American lady

I

is

there a

more

healthful

play.

"He

returned Rhodes' Scholar,

with some surprise, of a

said,

just as nice as before he

is

went!"

It is

not necessary for one to become a worse American for living three years

—

England on the contrary. And it is very illuminating to see America
through the other end of the telescope. England and America are in
many ways complementary each one supplies what the other lacks. A

in

:

man who

enjoys college

fortunate.
live in

may

it.

life

on both sides of the Atlantic

is

extraordinarily

The only way to appreciate the Oxford system is to see and
Here I can but vaguely intimate that for Americans Oxford

be not only pleasant but highly desirable.

But the chief wish of the two Haverfordians now at Oxford is that
more Haverford men should find their way over here. Haverford sends
over cricketers

who

—why

Or

not Rhodes' Scholars?

better

still,

Rhodes'

Moreover, cricketers have to be supported
by the Alumni, whereas R. S.'s don't! Haverford has probably more
Englishmen
affiliations with England than any other American college.
Scholars

are cricketers

!

have a healthy regard for Haverford's prowess on the cricket
the chances are that the Haverfordian

who comes

to

England

field,

and

will find

Rendel Harris once said that the two
what we love to call "a good Haverfordian"
are that he should be a good cricketer and be able to read his New
Testament in the Greek. Train your Haverfordian to do these two, and
he will stand a good chance of becoming a Rhodes' Scholar

himself in a congenial atmosphere.
essential characteristics of

No man
college;

can claim to be educated

institution with

for

him

at

very

A

not even second
efficient as

possible, see
fly

little

!

such

;

men

but

is

it

large university.

But

Haverford.
this is

an Iberian village, and yet
best of small colleges,

highly desirable that a

something more complex.

like that at

in a small

a good deal of intellectual

is

man may have been first in
in Rome
Haverford is the

that sat on the cart-wheel and said,

seen

has studied only at a small

competition has a very healthy surprise waiting

a large university where there

fermentation.

most

who

and the man who has been moderately successful

man

and

should,

if

You remember the story of the
"What a dust I raise !" I have

Such an

attitude

is

impossible at a

perhaps off the point.

The Rhodes' Scholarships

are one of the

many movements

of the

twentieth century which are binding the nations, and especially the Anglo-

Saxon

race, closer together.

Politicians

may

dicker with reciprocities and

!

Memoria
treaties,

make
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but the words of Cecil Rhodes stand true, "Educational relations

America

the strongest tie."

will not

be

her share in this

fulfilling

far-reaching scheme until ever-increasing numbers of her college-men

present themselves as candidates for the scholarships.

Rhodes' Scholars have been widely commented on of
journals, not always favorably, often by those

who know

The American
late
little

in

various

about them.

you hear anything derogatory to the Rhodes' Scholars themselves,
If you hear that the Rhodes' bequest is not doing much
it.
to unite the three greatest nations (England, America, and Germany)
you may nail it as a falsehood. I earnestly hope that many more Haverfordians will reach this ancient university, which was flourishing before
Columbus set forth on American soil even before the Swarthmore
If

believe half of

—

game
C. D.

MORLEY,

'lO.

MEMORIA
Slowly the phantom splendor of the West
Dies out into the dim blue death of day.
Grim Melancholy holds her pallid sway.

And

through sweet reveries steals on her quest.
Yet through the sleeping sadness of the hills

A

madrigal

And

with

it

in

moonlight doth

arise.

to the turrets of the skies

The sorrow flees dislodged, and gladness fills
The drear abode of anguish for all whiles.
Oft so the beauty of a memory
Of one who passing by has farther gone.
My dream of woe to ecstasy beguiles,

And

passing 'neath our gaze a symphony.

Enters the silver silence of the dawn.

D. W..

'14.

:

A LAMENT OF

;

:

;

LIFE

And

this I dreamed or saw it in a vision
saw a garden fair, and there within it.
Upon the ground, his head bowed low, and weeping.
The gardener sat, and at his feet all wilted
A flower drooped, and from its stalk was hanging
A dying bud upon the verge of blossom.
The gardener raised his head. "Great Heaven gave
Long since to me a seed to plant and cherish
I set it out, and watched it grow, and daily
I gave it water, dug the soil around it,
And watched this dying bud grow into beauty.
So was I happy in my little garden.
The King of Heaven spoke, and this he told me
'Be faithful, true and constant watch thy flower.
There comes a woman who shall stoop to pluck it
And breathe upon it, and the petals bursting
From out their case shall bloom in wondrous splendor.
Then she shall place thy flower in her bosom
And stay and help thee working in thy garden.'
And so I watched and watered it, and waited,
And kept the canker worms and insects from it.
I cared for it, and loved, and cherished it,
And while I cared and loved it grew and flourished.
So passed the years, and women came, and seeing,
Some passed, and some asked leave to smell the fragrance
One begged a leaf, one asked a budding petal,
One said, 'Let me but touch this bud you cherish,
I

;

I will

not hurt

And though
I

I

it,

will not

heard

I

granted her the wish.

And

break or bruise

I

took her fingers

clasped them round the stem, and lo

Its leaves are

it,'

had not understanding.

!

it

wilted.

drooped, the bud that might have blossomed

and dead, and I myself destroyed it.
The only bloom is sapped, and I have killed it.
Is dried

At

woman came

but did not want it.
hand alone destroyed it."
And thus he ceased and beat his breast, and I
Passed on and left him bowed, in silence weeping.
A. L. B.,

My

last the

flower's dead.

My

Jr., 'i2.

THE

ILLUSION OF
CHAPTER

THE MOTH
VI.
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M
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dilemma in which Sidney Holt would have found himself
had his temperament been one which allowed clear thinki"&' i" reality

never occurred to him.

The

particular idea

man," led him in May to
the Kurhaus in the Alps, where he found Selma not so
much improved as either he or she had hoped. And in her loneliness
there, in spite of love letters from Paris, an increasing consciousness had
come to her of the weakness of her body, and worse, her lack of friends
even those in New York, to whom she had seemed important while she
was there. The green maturity of Sidney seemed to make this knowledge
and yet
insignificant, for he was one thing to cling to, to be sure of
attributed
it
her
nervousness.
to
So in
sometimes even he failed. She
June they returned to New York. He insisted, with all the fervor of his
self-absorption, that she would improve if only he could be always near.

^^^^^r

of his being

"grown now

to a

—

A

week

He

later she

married him.

proposed a

much

summer

in the

Canadian woods, for they had both

wedding
Selma proposed Whipsurf, where they had both first been
together five years before. Sidney demurred, but without giving reasons.
He had told her about Suzanne, but he had not told her all. To his own
conscience he had excused himself on the ground that Selma was not
well. It would only make her nervous, and worry her. And so when she
grew enthusiastic for Whipsurf, the same weakness which had made him
defer all the important matters, allowed him to give in. He loved her too
much, he thought, to worry her by disagreeing. And yet his memories
of Whipsurf were disconcerting.
He would explain it all when she
grew well.
So the arrangements were made, and they were married quietly, and
they went to Whipsurf the same afternoon. At the evening meal, which
the new maid served oblivious to the real fact that this was a wedding
breakfast, Sidney could not help remembering the last meal he had eaten
there, and the ugly circumstances of it.
He contrived to conceal his
gloom, and succeeded in being apparently cheerful. But the dessert of
the occasion on which lovers have become man and wife
the kisses,
somehow seemed to him to have a shuddering ghastliness there in the
house in which he had sinned. To Selma it seemed, now that the great
event had come true, that there was not quite the glorious feeling of new
travelled too

of late to be inclined, either of them, to take a

journey.

—
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which the great event always had seemed to promise. But he assured
it was always so
just at first. For he remembered,
he said, the joy he had had a year ago anticipating his seeing her at the
dock, when first he came away from Paris. But when the time was come
he was cold, he said. So he drew her close in his arms and kissed her
until she felt half-conscious, and he felt more assured himself.
At early morning before breakfast, Sidney went alone for a walk
along Coast Road. His plans for his life were not very well thought out,
and none of these things must be discussed with Selma she must not
worry. When he got back to his art, she would help, he thought, but the
thing to do now was to get back. In his walk he chose to go up the beach,
for this direction led away from the houses of Woodcliff. After fifteen
minutes he was at Slab Sides, which he studied for awhile, thinking. It
life

—

her laughingly that

—

was a magnificent ancient

rock, so defiant to the sea, so

sombre and

to him almost to have a soul of its own, in its
aged and massive grandeur. He saw the slanting alley up which he and
Suzanne, less than a year ago, had attempted to climb. And he remembered the trivial consequences which had since become so momentous.
Where was Suzanne, he wondered. Would she be apt to have come to
Woodcliff for the summer, or is she married to the clean-cut club man

dignfied, that

it

seemed

she seemed to dread?

He was

thus musing on his return,

when

a figure of a

towards him on Coast Road stopped and looked

woman coming

Whipsurf, as

if to go
coming nearer to him.
Her stopping was curious, he thought, but perhaps it was just a whim
of one of the Woodcliff cottagers out for an early morning walk. As
she came nearer, his breath stopped and his heart jumped in his breast.
It was Suzanne.
They met face to face and stopped at a distance from
each other. Neither said a word. But there was a terrified look in
Suzanne's eyes that threw their beauty into distress. Her face was pale
and worried, and her lack of color and the pursed lips, that once were
so lovely laughing, gave her face an expression that was ghastly. Finally,
she gasped his name, and stared at him as if not knowing where to find
words further. Sidney was frightened, but calm.
"O God, where have you been?" she burst out finally.
"Why, Suzanne, what is the matter. You
"Matter!" she cried, "O, I have written you everywhere, Sidney.
My father has looked for you everywhere. Thank God, my mother is dead

in.

Then

she looked

away and passed

at

the house,

—

that she did not live to

His face flushed

know

scarlet,

of this."

and he stared

at her for a

minute as

if

he

The

Illusion of

Moth

His voice refused

looked at her through blood.

kill

herself.

Finally,

9°

to speak the

In that mute interval he decided not to

his lips.

should

the

tell

words on

Suzanne,

lest

she

however, he faced the truth and said

brokenly

"Suzanne,

I

am

married

now

to another

woman."

"I do not blame you," she sobbed, after the full force of his admission

was upon

her.

"I do not blame you, for the sin

for the sake of the boy

—

"Trust me," he urged, "trust

me

is

to act the

mine.

man

But

I

in this.

had hoped

But we

Will you see me privately to-day? This
it further here.
Come, come, Suzanne, you must not make such a display
here. Please go on up towards Slab Sides, and this afternoon sometime.
Please don't walk to Whipsurf with me."
She ceased her wild gesticulations, and, controlling herself as well
as was possible in the circumstances, she passed on towards Slab Sides.
Sidney, thinking of something further, called after her and retraced his
When he came up to her he looked into the depths of her soul.
steps.
"Swear, Suzanne, swear to me that you will not kill yourself."
"I promise," she said slowly, "not for your sake, but for your son's."
He was relieved when he returned to the house to find that Selma
was not down stairs. He could not think. To act the man as he promised
was a problem which his nervous brains could not solve. He paced the
floor of the library, like a ghost driven by the furies.
To tell Selma
seemed to him, murder. To carry the affair on secretly, faithlessness.
To keep Suzanne in her position, cowardice. The thing seared his consciousness, no matter what solution presented itself.
Presently he heard a rustle on the stairs and tried to compose himself.
Without knowing what he did, he seized a canvas which lay on the
table and pretended to study it intently, his back towards the curtains
at the entrance.
It was the half-finished youthful portrait of Selma, but
the man never knew what he held in his hand.
His wife at this moment, having reached the bottom of the stairs, a
little disturbed at his pacing back and forth which she had heard from
above, drew back the curtain very slightly to take a cautious glance, to
cannot discuss

afternoon?

see

why he

There stood her husband staring at
was true no more. She was
her finger from the curtain and tip-toed into

should be so nervous.

her youthful picture, the picture that
frightened; so she lifted
the dining-room.

To have her husband so nervously ranting about so early in the
morning, and then to see him fixed on the portrait of herself as she was
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when

first

he loved her

—these odd

circumstances frightened Selma into

a sensitiveness that was terrorizing and depressing.
find

courage to ring the breakfast

He came
with

her soul was capable of coursed through her, and yet

a strange and desperate feeling of inadequacy.

it all

At

dining-room busily, and kissed her tenderly.

into the

this all the love

She could hardly

bell.

She could not

She did not speak.

understand.

"Are you blue this morning, love ?" he asked sympathetically.
"No," she assured him.

A

silence.

"Why

were you stirring about so early?" she asked

rather

finally,

disinterestedly.

"I couldn't sleep, and

Did

to Slab Sides.

it

it was such a glorious morning.
bother you ?"

I

walked up

"No," she said, forcing herself to eat.
She could not help her silence.
"Selma," he said finally, "What is the matter?"
"Will you let me ask a question, dearest?"
"Yes."

"Who was that woman you talked to on Coast Road this morning?"
He tried to force his voice into a calm. But the blood rushed up into
Then later he answered squarely.
"That was Suzanne."
"You promised once to tell me all about Suzanne

his face.

— 'Everything,' you

said."

"I can't now, Selma," he pleaded, "let

Not now.

I

am

and

When

little

worried

I

think

I'll

it

morning

this

I'm going to write a

get to work.
materials,

a

go until some other time.

—about my

letter after

work.

I

must

breakfast to get some

do some sketches while we're down here."

they had finished he went over to the arm of her chair.

will you sweetheart?" he said, "now I shall go up to
and then we shall go for a walk."
But he did not write the letter and she knew it. His manner at
breakfast, his strange inconsistencies these Selma could not understand.
It had been awkward and forced.
She knew more than ever that she
was not sure. She knew that she was inadequate, because there was

"Don't worry,

write

my

letter,

—

something in his mind which she could not know, which she knew she
must not know. Did he love Suzanne? What was the meaning of that
strange and wild meeting which she had watched from her window?
Has he discovered at last, she asked, that the Selma of now is not the
Selma of eighteen ? What was this fit of restlessness, this looking at her

The
He

old picture?

liad

Necessary to him?

Illusion of

now

Moth

the

9*

realized, she thought, the falseness of

she asked herself

—not

necessary, but useless.

numbed her
make the one

determined to

This weak, nervous,

senses.

all.

Per-

Desperation ached in

haps, even in his way, a burden to his happiness.

her heart and

it

little

woman

great sacrifice.

boy lying on his stomach on the headwas blowing dandelion seeds to the wind,
occasionally looking up at the sea, and at Slab Sides, tall and gaunt,
standing defiantly on the edge of the coast. The sun was long up, but
was by now just peering over the top edge of Slab Sides. The boy did
not look often now, because the sunlight dazzled his eyes. He was about
to get up and go away when he noticed a woman in a dressing gown,
She stumbled
toiling over the rough rocks just at the edge of the coast.

Half an hour

later a barefoot

lands which overlook the coast

once, but quickly rising she pushed on bravely, without seeming to notice

the sharp rocks and stones
their

Once

way.

which leads

among which more

at the foot of

like a fire

escape to the top, the

and tore the stockings from her

careful wanderers pick

Slab Sides, at the base of the alley-way

woman

Then

feet.

kicked off her shoes,

she looked up and started

Up, up, she struggled madly, the crevices and sharp edges of

to climb.

the smooth alley tearing her bleeding feet.

But she crawled higher and

higher with a heedless, wild determination until she reached the top.

The boy

could see her outline clearly against the sun.

knelt and

bowed her head.

the edge of the

At the top she

rising, she stepped to

faced the sea, and, outstretching her arms, looked

cliff,

upwards toward the

Then, after a while,

Suddenly, as if a pain in her heart had twinged
forward and disappeared into the sea. For a
moment the boy wondered, listening to the quiet, peaceful lisping of the
waves. Then he took to his heels and made for the Pleasure Pier at the
sky.

the cord of life she

summer

fell

cottages.

Early in the afternoon, Suzanne was sitting in her bedroom, rocking
to sleep a tiny

baby

all

smothered

in

white clothes and linen.

She sang

a slow, thoughtful lullaby, and there were tears in every note of her
flute-like

voice.

Occasionally,

she would look out the window, then

with a graceful sweep of her hand she would wave back her beautiful

golden hair.

She was studying the face of the baby, now asleep, when

suddenly she heard the front door downstairs thrown open heavily, and
steps stalking about in the lower rooms.

She

arose, taking the

"You!

He

You!

baby

in

You!" he

her arms.

Then they stamped up

the stairs.

Sidney rushed into the room.

yelled fiercely,

"you

killed her,

damn you!"

rushed at her in a frenzy, his eyes blazing accusation, and his
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She did not move or speak. He would
voice rasping in harsh oaths.
have seized her throat, but she held out to his clutching hands his son.
He raised the baby high in the air, roughly, as if to dash it to the floor,
when her calm eyes met his, and she spoke calmly and with command.

—

"For her

sake, then,

if

she

is

dead, do not

your son.

kill

Kill

yourself."

There

is

a picture in the

piece of work.

London Gallery which

It is a picture of

On

Slab Sides.

is

Holt's one great

the top

is

a

woman

gown, looking heavenwards, with outstretched arms toward
the sea and the sky. The sun is bright there in the East, and the waves
seem to whisper. Holt called it "The Illusion of the Moth." He said
once, before he died, that "perhaps a woman's intuition is right after all."
in a dressing

THE END

A SUMMER SHOWER
The

glitter bright of summer light
Upon a weary pool.
The hum of bees amongst the leaves

Linked

close

by shadows

cool.

'Cross yonder sky arises high

A

shadow-bringing cloud.

The cloud-bank

lifts

and weirdly

drifts

Into a dismal shroud.

Afar and near the lightning

clear

Forth flashes liquid white.

The thundrous

Now
From

off the eaves

The
The

roar of angry

Thor

aids in Nature's fight.

and silvered leaves

fallen rain

drops drip.

flowers dry and bearded rye

Stretch forth each thirsty

The

tip.

ripple bright of sun-red light

Upon

the swollen pool,

The creeping breeze amongst the trees,
Makes sweet the twilight cool.
H.

W.

E., '14.

A

PIECE OF

DRIFTWOOD

VJ^^JHE

great magician shuffled, cut the cards and turned up a
two-spot. Thereupon a new soul was born.

^^^N

J

^^^^^
ship.

I

was alone, he was alone.
We dined together, drank together and spent the evening toHe talked, I paid. Thence dates our friendgether.
I

met him

first at

the club.

I

say he talked, but in doing that easily paid for his dinner. I
I have ever met a man with such an extended fund of informa-

don't think

The

tion.

est

learned
I

subjects ranged

many

had been with a

his

name

from the best way

to

cook venison to the

But somehow I couldn't remember seeing
James Greenough? He said he was in Real

celebrity.

in the papers.

Estate.

A short time later my
to sell

me

lat-

He had

I
read everything and been everywhere.
things that evening and left him with the impression that

religious fad.

"Oh," he explained
I had asked him to

— subscription.

easily,

I

—

-Wanted
was surprised and said so.

friend called at the office on business.

a set of Stevenson,

"my employer and

I

my

first

couldn't get along."

evening, and use
became
frequent.
I
my library. He accepted with alacrity and
Always pleasant, interesting, witty, ready and
liked to have him around.
It was always most amusing to hear his
willing to do anything for you.
tales of business ventures.
There was always a fresh one on hand, never
two alike. A list of his jobs would make a city commercial directory look
like a pamphlet. About once a month he'd come in, his face wreathed in
call at

rooms, on that

the visits

smiles.

"Got a new one," he'd say.
Then a few weeks later I'd come home early to find him in my bathrobe and slippers, with his feet on my table reading one of my books.
"Oh, I couldn't stand that man," of his employer. Or, "couldn't keep
my mind on the ledger."
But with it all, he was one of the most lovable men I have ever
known. He would have been an ideal companion for a cripple if you

make him

think he was doing it for pleasure.
Once I caught
and almost died of it. I would have if it hadn't been for
Jimmie. He sat up with me night and day, sleeping only by fits and
starts, taking his meals in gulps from one hand while he filled ice bags
with the other. He couldn't have taken better care of me if he had been
my mother. Then when I asked him why he didn't go in for nursing, he

could

scarlet fever

said:
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"I did once, but I lost interest in the second patient and he died."

And

so

it

my

went,

I

argued with him and pleaded with him for his

own

some one job.
Each chance he had he
would say, "This time I will." But Lord, there was no more significance
Then I tried a new trick,
in it than the curl of smoke from his pipe.
ridicule.
I told him he was lazy, had no will-power, was selfish, and
cursed him when he agreed with me. What can you do but swear when
you try to point out a man his faults and he agrees with you? Finally
One can't cure a man of perpetual youth. That
I gave it up as hopeless.
was all he was, a kid of thirty-six. But oh, such a fascinating one. With
his unconscious good looks and grace, his silvery tongue and ingratiating
sake, for

sake, to stick to

ways, he could dent the hardest heart.

Then he went away and
leave in

my

little

universe.

I

I lost

sight of him.

knew vaguely

What

that he had a

a hole he did

new

job,

but

what it was he didn't tell me. He said something about a lady, horses
and New York, but I didn't connect them till I saw his name in the papers
as the rider of one of Mrs. Cornelius Rich's high class saddlers in the

Then

became absorbed in business and he was shoved
piece of wreckage had come into my port of
anchorage, rubbed against my dock and gone out with the tide.
Some few months later I had occasion to visit my sister among New
York's "Four Hundred." I said good-bye to my snug little rooms in
Philadelphia, and the quiet of that home city, drew out my surplus cash
and after a preparatory night's rest, started for the scene of gayety,
spendthriftness and carousel.
It was as I expected.
When I arrived, there was an awning over the
side-walk, a block full of carriages a butler separated me from my card
and suit case, my sister flew into my arms and dashed me down a line of
Mrs. and Misses so fast that when I arrived in my room to dress for tea,
I could see in my mind a veritable Hydra stretching forth its hundred
heads at me and saying, "Cream and sugar?"
Then followed in quick motor-fire succession dinner and the opera.
Where, wonder of wonders, I saw Jimmie.
It was a fashionable box-party where every one talks, and Jimmie
was the life of the evening. He was on familiar terms with everybody.
He kept up a running conversation with the whole crowd, and with one
girl in particular so busily that he had only time for "Hello, old man, glad
to see you," and his old smile and grip.
He would come up and see me as soon as he could, but his dates
were pretty full.
horse show.

from

my

mind.

A

I

little

;

A
Next day
carrying on

saw him again

I

Driftwood

Piece of

9^
Hfe of the party,

at dinner, again the

same

a conversation with everybody, but especially with the

lady of the night before.

Again Jimmie was the life.
remember rightly he and his
partner, the same little lady by the way, had amassed a total of $500.
Thus passed a whole week of New York high life, during which
time I saw Jimmie daily, always with the lady, always the whole show at
Why it got to the stage some
the theatre, opera, dinners, bridge.
liostesses would put his name on the invitations in order to draw a crowd.
Finally Sunday came and with it Jimmie, the same old grinning,

The next afternoon was bridge
incidentally he was high score.

And

handsome,

talkative,

If I

happy-go-lucky Jimmie.

through more functions
while

day.

week than

in the past

had been
was well and fresh,

If anything, he
I,

yet he

was worn and fagged.

I

We

talked on the subject of the fashionable set for a time.

me all the current scandal, more
Town Topics, until I could hold in no

gave

"How

do you do

it,

Jimmie?

Jimmie

intimate even than that found in
longer.

Did somebody

die

and leave you a

million."

"Pooh, pooh," said he.

"My

son, I

am

at present holding

down

the

ideal job."

Then he stopped
have kicked him.

to light his pipe, taking so long about

Finally at

my

exasperated,

"Hang

it

that I could

you, go on," he

said:

"Listen."

Then standing

up, he placed his

hand on

his heart

and

bowed.

"Behold the

official

entertainer and court jester, par excellence, for

I may even marry one some day."
"Got your eye on that young lady you go round with so much ?

the wives of the idle rich.

is

she,

Who

anyway?"

Just now though she's only a client. Can't count on
Her husband may not get a divorce after all."
The Great Magician reshuffled, laid down the cards and began laying

"Oh, perhaps.
anything now.
the plans for

making a man.

D. C. M.,

'12.

THE AMERICAN PROBLEM
By Richard
Editor's Note:

This oration

J.

zsjon

Contest,

IFTY

M. Hobbs

the

Alumni Prize

in

the

Annual

1911.

years ago a dire conflict was in the

first

stages of

its

The guns of Sumter had pealed forth
negro freedom. The martyrdom of John

destructive course.

the

first

Brown

notes of

burned red in the heart of the North. Garrison
had not ceased to go about the land inflaming his hearers
with lurid pictures of Southern brutality. He liked to portray the defenseless, cowering negro kneeling with uplifted eyes, a prayer upon his lips,
while above him glowered the imperious Southerner, with bloody cowhide.
Such rankling language has ceased to characterize discussions of
the

still

Negro Question. The clouds of war long since sank behind a far-off
The animosity and hatred of Reconstruction have given way

horizon.

tempered with moderaand sharpened by a desire for the facts, the actual conditions, their
causes and remedies if there be such.
The true test, by which to measure the negro's standing is to examine
his economic progress.
It is untrue to say that he started penniless in

to the cool, clear radiance of unprejudiced reason,

tion

1865, for in

all

the trades there

were but few

skilled

workmen

except the

negro.

In the North he has been mercilessly crowded to the wall by the

unions.

In the South he has lost his grip on the trades, and his condition

grows more precarious. Negro barbers, butlers, bootblacks, coachmen,
and caterers have decidedly lost ground in the North. Some years ago
in Boston, a negro, especially qualified by appearance and training, after
advertising six months for a household position, and being repeatedly
turned down because of his color, said, "Why do these people talk so
much about negro betterment and give their millions for negro education
in the South, but refuse

the negro

want them

is

an honest

man work?" What

losing out in these occupations?

It is

is

the reason that

because white

men

and are willing to study the business and be on hand while
the negro wants to loaf about, spending his surplus on cheap finery.
The enemy of the negro is no longer the man who would drive him
with the lash to work, but the man who would take his work from him.
White competition is the most serious danger confronting the negro
to-day. It is an important fact that all experiments with purely negro
management and labor in manufacture have failed. Why? Because life
is too easy without work, and continuous employment is irksome.
If the negro cannot stem the tide of white competition and industrial
;

;

The American Problem
we

progress,

But

9*

say that he has a certain haven of refuge in the cotton
Italian labor has proven
it once was.

this is not so true as

profitable

and dependable

in

And

Arkansas.

within the last ten

field.

more
months

a cotton picking machine has been invented which will seriously threaten

negro supremacy as a cotton hand.
What are we to do in the face of such a grave and serious problem ?
What hope is there for the negro against such heavy odds? Let us turn
to the remedies advocated for the solution of the
First, there

American problem.
remedy; but

deportation, a drastic but effectual

is

altogether impracticable and unthinkable
labor conditions are considered.

when

its

Jefferson and then Lincoln advocated

is

on Southern

effects

deserves mention only because

It

it

first

it.

Others propose segregation, but straightway arises the question which
we set aside for the African? Mississippi? Because its popu-

State will
lation

is

densest negro

?

No

and more tenacious of her
segregation.
is

No

Union is prouder of her history
Here is the stumbling-block for
abandon its existence; and there

State in the
birthright.

State will consent to

no more unsettled land available for such purposes. The negro is with
Hence his future must be
is needed amongst us.

us to stay and he

worked out as an American citizen.
This nation has been termed a melting-pot, in which the races of
the world are blended into a new and youthful race. It is to be hoped,
however, that the ruddy hue of the Anglo-Saxon will never, by amalgamation be clouded to the
cause for fear, however.

muddy pallor of the mulatto.
Laws forbid intermarriage of

There

is

little

the races in the

South, and everywhere they are drifting further apart.

The immortal Grady advocated race
to a great extent

separation.

This

we now have

—separate schools, churches, waiting rooms, and restau-

rants, but further separation pre-supposes the capacity of the

carry on a complete commercial and industrial system alone.

negro to

removes
most needs the sympathetic contact
with influences which bear for uplift and progress." It obliterates that
kindly interest of employer and employee, that infusion of culture and
moral principles which is the mightiest influence among the white people,
and substitutes for it, a bitter competition.
from a backward race that which

—

it

The great mass of Southern

"It

citizens,

whose minds are unclouded

with prejudice, recognize that the rise of a community depends upon the
progress of each individual in the community.

man

sees that he is

what means, then,

is

worse

off because the

the negro to rise?

Every Southern business

negro

is

not better

Religion has not done

off.
it.

By
The
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negro church has but

little

value as a moralizing agent.

What,

are notorious for their immorality.
tion

Industrial education

!

knowledge

to

yet awhile.
this

manage

He must

!

What

then,

is

the

the negro needs

is

Its ministers

remedy?

Educa-

property, and the

Let him lay up for himself treasures on earth,

it.

gain a foothold in our industrial system.

To do

he must be trained to meet the demands of modern industry.

the negro listen to the wise direction of his great leader,

He

ington.

Let

Booker T. Wash-

has the sympathy of the South as well as the admiration

of the North.

The negro's economic position is in danger. In place of Latin and
Greek he must be made familiar with the trowel and sledge, and prudent
in the truck patch and cotton field.
With this industrial skill he must
be taught thrift, persistence, and purpose. As Booker Washington says,
"Let them not be mere seekers of jobs, but makers of jobs!" Then his
position will be established. Let them make for themselves comfortable
homes, exercise judgment, steadiness, and moderation; the ballot and
political privilege will

The South has

come along

as they are ready for them.

neglected the race at

upon the conviction
of the humbler race.
to act

that

its

own

its

back door.

It

must be

led

prosperity depends partly on that

Efforts at racial betterment must be in the line of improving the

mutual relation of the two, for the whole problem

is

one of relationship.

We

must not favor the one and antagonize the other, but promote a
friendly understanding and appreciation of each othet.
We have a great problem before us unsolved and perplexing. Can
It is worth an honest effort, because the race involved is a
it be solved?

—

vital factor in the industrial

to

go

study the question as

it is

progress of a great section.

our economic gain to do

selves

if

they can.

And

left to

they have found

It is

our duty

We

need not

Here, within our gates, are

to the Orient to find people to save.

people that have been cast out and

so.

educate and Christianize themit

a disheartening process.

The

energetic find the avenues of ambition blocked and well garrisoned; the

sluggish and aimless find life at the bottom too easy, the path to progress

crown of glory too dimmed, and far distant.
Yet a brighter day will dawn for the negro if the Anglo-Saxon race
will fulfill its sacred trust.
We must reach out the right hand of assistance and raise from degradation a prostrate people. With sympathy,
patience and kindness we must lead them to the portals of prosperity, and
make them partakers of the highest blessings of a Christian civilization.
too steep and thorny, and

its

LOOSE LEAVES
THE BAA-HOUT
was once making his way along a lonely
gloomy and extremely dense woods. There was
barely enough light to make out the narrow path or to enable one to perceive objects by the side of the road, so that the traveler was almost opposite a figure lying under one of the trees when he became aware of its presence. He seemed

belated
HPOOR,which
road,

to feel that

Brahman

traveler

led through a

something zvas there rather than to see

it;

but, nevertheless, this in-

was enough to bring him to a sudden halt and to cause him to tremble
For he had been warned of the terrible "Baa-Hout" which haunted
violently.
stinct

these woods, and had been urged to take another road instead of passing the place
If this figure which he could dimly see was the dreaded spirit, he knew
at night.
that one single glance

and equally afraid

from

it

to retreat,

would destroy him.

An

so he stood, afraid to pass

for fear of disturbing the seemingly sleeping form.

After a while, as nothing happened, his fright passed somewhat, and then he
began to think over some means of escape. As his courage rose he conceived the
bold plan of stabbing the "Baa-hout" and freeing the community of the terrible
Very slowly he crept forward, pushing the vines and undergrowth
creature.
cautiously aside, until he was right over the thing which lay there wrapped in
black.
He raised his arm and struck, but in descending his arm caught in something and the blow fell glancing. The creature rolled over quickly and sprang up,
The traveler
uttering something which sounded very much like an Indian oath.
turned to escape, but the pseudo-"Baa-hout" was after him, and easily overcame
During the fight the Brahman was knocked senseless and
his efforts at defense.
in this state carried by the erstwhile sleeper out of the forest to the town.
Great
joy ensued next day, for the terrible "Baa-hout," the destroyer of so many travelers,
had been caught. What did it matter to the natives that this spirit was merely a
human being who claimed to be innocent ? The dead were now avenged.
1913-

THE INSOMNIAC
HE

moaning of a soul

torment is the most pitiful sound that comes to
have we tossed feverishly upon our comfortless
^*couches praying for surcease? Like Job we long for morning when it is
night, and when it is morning we wish it night. The gray light stealing in from the
leaden east reveals us haggard and distrait, weary from gazing at the world, hopeless from being gazed upon.
The dull, lurid sunset pales before our eyes, but we
sit staring out into vacancy seeing nothing.
The heat of noonday and the oppressive pall of night equally pour bitter gall upon our sluggish bodies.
There is no
hope. The rest of mankind decks itself in smiles and flowers in fickle scorn of
our misery. There is no one to notice, no one to care if our exhausted frames
should totter and fall by the wayside.
All our future is darkness, all our past
enshrouded in sepulchral gloom. With trembling lips we implore help from earthly
or heavenly sources. All around us is still the sable terror.
Hope's candle has
flickered and gone out.
If life would but pass away and leave our bodies to
the attack of the elements!
There is no response. We live on and on in a dungeon, all the more horrible because just beyond our reach is peace.

^^^!^
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our ears.

How

in

often
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EDITORIAL
SINGING
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HEN

enters Haverford, the

thing that impresses

first

him with the brotherhood of college life is the singing of
Haverford songs in the dining-room, in football meetings, or

Vi^l^^

on the

When

field.

nothing else that so

is

days.

man

a

AT HAVERFORD

same

It is this

a

man

Haverford there

leaves

the memories of his college

stirs

song that arouses college

instinct for

spirit

and

urges on our teams to victory. Our football team does not go on the
field singing, but it has every reason to expect that the singers in the

grandstand
without a

do their best

will

thrill

men

the

to

win the game.

If

sing of Cornell, he has lost the joy of music which
far

more base

singing

is

he

one has ever heard

of Princeton sing Old A'ossau, or the Ithacans

who

is

his

can sing Comrades with as

by

right.

much

And

spirit as a

doll.

Eight years ago a few men, intimately connected with the college,
collected her songs,

We

which then existed, and published them

in a book.

doubt whether at the present time there are in the whole college ten

The Haverford Song Book. The interest in singing has
Between football seasons one almost never hears
any typically Haverford songs except Haverford Forever and Here's to
Good Old College. Comrades is saved for important occasions, which is
copies

of

decreased remarkably.

We cannot beg the
must admit that the Song
songs, yet there are enough

proper, but not conducive to harmonious rendering.

Our

the question.

Book does not
good songs

We

in

singing

contain
it

all

is

abominable.

We

the latest football

to justify its use.

cannot blame the poor singing entirely on the fact that the Glee

Club was discontinued

to

make way

for the

Cap and

Bells, yet here,

certainly lies one cause for our lack of interest in things musical.

Glee Club did not include

all

men

in college, but

it

The

did stimulate interest

by keeping the college songs before the undergraduates. Furthermore, it
trained a group of men so that on all occasions, by a few at least, the
songs could be well sung.

men

It is a significant fact that practically the

who know the
Club or who sang

in college

non-football songs are those

only

who were

in the Glee
these songs in connection with The Big
Match, given by the Cap and Bells in 1910. When these men leave
college, under the present system, we shall have no one to take their

places.
It is

somewhat

difBcult to suggest a

remedy for

this condition.

We

'02

Singing at Haverford

do not want a return of the Glee Club, for this would merely add another
The Cap and Bells Club
to the already long list of college activities.

problem of the Junior play by producing in its
stead a college play in which undergraduates of all classes take part. The
music for the two productions was written, to a great extent, by C. Linn
satisfactorily solved the

who gave a great deal of time to the training of the caste and
Last year the music of The Big Match was published this year,
unfortunately, the music of The Patient Philosopher was not published.
Seller, '02,

chorus.

Cap and

If the
its

;

Bells

is

duty

permanent

to be a

is to perpetuate its

institution,

music by publication, and

it

seems to us that

in that

way

increase

the number of Haverford songs.
Three methods of procedure next Fall present themselves. The first
is to put everything into the hands of the Cap and Bells, to let it manage
our vocal education. Yet here we have the difficulty that the whole
college

would not

The second plan

participate.

We

the hands of the cheer leader.

is

to put everything into

think, however, that a plan should

The

be adopted which would be a combination of both the others.

first

good singing of the football songs. Football
meetings begin with the first week or two of college. There is a piano
in the gym that is unused during the first quarter, and with very little
trouble this can be brought over to the Old Collection Room or, if this is
In the football songs we do not
impracticable, we can use the Union.
thing to do

to secure

is

need part singing, but simply strong voices to carry the tune.
dining-room and on the

we can

field

After the football season

is

In the

practice without an instrument.

well under way, the

Cap and

Bells could

do great service by having a concert of college songs. This would not
only familiarize the student body with the songs, but it would train a
group of men to act as a sort of choir to lead the remainder.

We

hope also that the Senior Class

singing in the dining-room.

If

it is

will

of a quartet from that class to start off the

When we
a

new

have frequent and varied

we recommend the selection
singing and make it go.

possible,

have singing worth while, the next step will be to publish
and the most popular

collection of songs including the latest ones

selections

from the Cap and Bells plays.

the College will back

it

But

this

cannot be done until

up.

Haverford cannot, of course, compare with Princeton or Yale in
volume of sound, yet there is no reason why we cannot sing with even

more

spirit.

of our songs

And we cannot
until we know

—

sing with spirit until

not only the

first

we know

verse, but

all

the

words

the verses.

:

EXCHANGES

OID

seems customary to assume the
you ever venture so far into the
go behind the scenes? Perhaps one

you, gentle reader (for

it

docility of readers), did

land of romance as to

of the chief charms of such an experience

of the point of view, and
stories

like

told

how Wilkie

it is

successively by different characters.

Woman

The

is

the novelty

for this reason that I always

You remember

by giving the
from the standpoint of Walter, and then of Marion, and finally
(we have a delicious shiver as we think of him), from that of that masterpiece of villain creations, Count Fosco. And now in the Nassau Lit,
we have the story of Andrea del Sarto from the point of view of Lucrezia.
There is, of course, a good deal of intentional imitation of Browning, but
the poem seemed to us thoroughly good, and we should like to hear more
from the writer. While on the subject of art, we might mention as being
story

Collins thrilled us in

first,

interesting,

The

Artist's Quest, a

And now we want
artist

in White,

—an

artist in

poem

in the Williams.

to tell of the successful quest of another kind of

words or a book agent.

She had managed

to button-

hole an aunt of ours, and on describing, in the sweetest of tones the book,
written by the lady herself, as being "blue, you see, robin's egg blue,"

she said, "you'll find pathos in

many

my work

a quiet laugh in these pages!"

;

you'll find

As

it

Oh

humor.

happened,

all

!

there's

selections,

at and not quiet
same
way
when
we read Little
a good
Drops of Water in Trinity Archive. It was signed by "L'Homme qui
Rit," and we were glad he did, because we didn't.
It was obvious that
the author had "enjoyed many a quiet laugh" in writing this plea for the

whether pathetic or humorous, produced hearty roars
laughs with.

We

deal the

felt

use of umbrellas instead of "slickers."

Gossip in the Nassau Lit. has some words to say in reference to this

Though written about fiction, it is
which we have just referred. "Gossip"

subject that rather struck our fancy.
applicable to the type of essay to
is

speaking to the "Kettle"

"You have

upon the greatest triumph of modern fiction, its boyFor a substitute it has invented cleverness
Novel-writers used to worry about their 'messages' and 'influence' and
hit

cott of thought.

things

of that

sort.

Fortunately

we

are

done with

all

that.

Why

when you can say nothing much more eiTectively,
So instead
and more pleasantly for yourself and your reader ?
of George Eliot's periodic paragraphs on Nemesis, we have dialogue of
'In the college of life co-education is a necessary evil.'
such remarks as
trouble to say something

....

:

I

"

:

;;

'04

Exchanges

doesn't mean anything in particular, but one gets a pleasantly stimulating sensation without being affected at all."
Recently, an acquaintance told us an aphorism that does mean someIt

"Any Fool can

thing in particular:

Get Up!"

We

the Smith.

The

for "it

is

winter."

were reminded of

this

Takes a Man to
when reading On Getting Up in

go to Bed; it

subject, as the author says,

the essence of

that

all

is

is

one of universal interest

personal, shivering, and inevitable in

In most ways the author has fully grasped the possibilities

of her theme; but

it

seems to us that she might have given more of a

who do "get up" when they plan to;
Smith had several good things notably the
verse. Idleness and April, My Mirror, and Fairy Revels were all attractive, and we enjoyed the nonsense verse in this magazine exceedingly.
Usually, we don't care for amateur dialect verse (it's too much trouble to work out the meaning!) but we liked Lacy Bill in the IVilliams' Lit.,
because it is like Riley, and because his temperament is so readily understood by our own. Paul Laurence Dunbar has also inspired imitation
But that didn't prevent our liking De
or, at least, so it seemed to us.
lyrical outburst of praise for those

they deserve

it.

As

usual, the

;

IVatermilyn Patch in the University of Virginia.

With

the exception of

sombre study of a mind worked upon by conscience, and Double Note, a rather quaint romance with the interest
centered upon a game of chess, we were not enthusiastic about the magazine as a whole. The Two Halves of a Quarter was rather pointless, and
we wanted to rename Her Sacrifice to Conrad Kate's Sacrifice or The
Night Ride of the Outlaws. In the words of the girls in the "Pure Food
Store," "Have a Sample ?" Well, here it is
"The two, side by side, worked their way towards the door. No
one tried to check their progress. There was an ugly gleam in the outlaw's eyes and a sarcastic smile hovering about the twitching mouth of
the Queen that seemed to act as a warning against any gun play on their

The Mantel

parts.

As

of Crime, a

they reached the door Jim turned."

" 'Gentlemen,

we

don't

want no rumpus, but the

his carcass outside a this here

door

will

first

man what pokes

have lead soup fer breakfast.'

But there were some good short stories this month. The Telling in
grim ending to an otherwise pleasant story
of a mother sharing absolutely the life of her son.
A mother of an
opposite type, though alike in her absorption in her son, is described in
The Visit in the same magazine. But this mother is a mollusc, and she
the Wcllesley gives a rather

wishes to keep her son to herself at any cost to his best interests.

!!
!

!

!
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After reading one number of the Wellesley,

we thought

graduate of our acquaintance that

good for

we

told a Wellesleyj

the magazine extremely!

you don't see it too often. "j
There is a certain sameness about it, not noticeable in the Williams; and it was in that magazine]
that we found what seemed to us the best story of the month. The Priest]
is gripping from start to finish, and the author has the Defoe gift of
making an unusual situation plausible by the matter-of-fact way in which
it is treated.
We also enjoyed a poem, Robin Redbreast^ in the same]
magazine; it tells of the Southern flight of the robins. "Not a bit season-]
able !" you comment. No, it isn't," we answer, and thank Heaven for it.

We

a college paper.

since have

"Yes," she

said, "if

had something of that

feeling.

j

We dislike anything seasonable, especially now

in

examination time, when
j

we hear everywhere
your
is

We

finals soon."

the June number,

seemed

at once sad

the pleasantry, "Well,

we

I

suppose you'll be having]

up to these principles, and, since this
an April poem from the Smith, that

shall live

shall print

and yet so inevitably true

APRIL FOOL
Did you think the spring was coming ?

Was

the air with

new

life

humming?

Did the sun shine warm and bright?
And did it go and snow that night?
April Fool

Did you think

that

you could dance ?

Balance, pirouette, advance?

Make the drill without a doubt?
And did the teacher leave you out ?
April Fool

Did you work on English C
Very conscientiously
So you thought your fame was made ?

And

did you get a nice low-grade

?

April Fool

Do you want

When

That, at

But

Spring

they'll let the
least, is

Term to come
work down some?

what you hear,
you fear

that, too, will be,

April Fool!

i
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HAST

month we published the

notice of the death of

David

Stroud Burson. Since then we have received a letter from
his daughter, and an account of his life which we give

David Stroud

below,
I'a.,

and

family

Ajiril

moved

their

to

From

here,

was born

liurs<in

The year

1816.

i8.

llucks

Stroudsburg,

at

after his birth his father

County

home,

thirteen

miles

age of thirteen, he was sent to

the

below Easton.
Westtown Boarding School, where his mother had been before him.
x\t the end of three years he became a student at TIaverford Colat

During the course of his study he became very fond of Latin, Greek
lege.
and French, and he also laid especial emphasis on mathematics. In fact,
he enjoyed his work so much that he s])ent the next seventeen years of
As a young man he went to ( )hin, where he studied
his life in teaching.
medicine at Miami Medical College, Cincinnati. He was married there
in 1838, and soon moved to Richmond, Indiana, where he spent the
remainder of his life. Me was interested commercially in the oil industry
up to the time of his retirement from business. From this time on he
spent much time in valuable study and readhig. During the last of February of this year he caught a heavy cold, which developed into severe
bronchitis from which he died on the 3rd of April, in the ninety-fifth year
of his age. It is the warmest sympathy that we extend to the familv of the
deceased

:

he was the earliest

known

matriculate of Haverford College.

'66

A

book

m

honor of the

late

Dr. A. Marshall Elliott, comprising a

Romance languages and literature, is to be published liy the Johns Hopkins press.
The studies are by prominent men
the world over, who have studied under Professor Elliott or have been
series of studies in the

connected with him

in their

work.
'61

Edward
him indoors

Bettle, Jr., has just
all

recovered from an illness which has kept

spring.
'75

MWes

^^'hite. Jr.,

and

his family are

going abroad

this

summer.

"'76

F.

H. Taylor

will

deliver

a

lecture

at

Cambridge, England,

this

month.
'85

Rufus Jones and

his family sailed for

Europe on

May

25th.

They
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spend some time in England resting, and thence
where Dr. Jones will prepare cop)' for a new book.

will

will

go

Germany,

to

'86

Tliere will be a special reunion of the Class

on .Munini Day.

'89

Warner

Fite

the anthor of a

is

volume

of four lectures

on Indi-

Longman, Green & Co.

vidualism, published by

'90

spend the summer abroad.

J.

M. Steere expects

J.

W. Muir

J.

G. Taylor, secretary of the Philadelphia jMedical Club,

to

'92
is

now

with the American I'ullev Co., of Tioga.
'93

master

at

the banquet

given

latel_\'

in

was

honor of President Taft,

toastat

the

Bellevue-Stratford.
'96

John A. Lester and Miss Margaret Garrigues
22nd, at the bride's

home

in

will

be married June

Haverford.
'97

A.

Mawr

i\L

has

Collins

recently

been elected secretary of the

Bryn

Polo Club.
'00

Harry Drinker was married on Alay ihth to Miss Sophie Lewis
James B. Drinker acted as best man.
The wedding was a very quiet one, being celebrated at the bride's house.
Plutchinson, of Haverford, Pa.

Ex-'oi

H.

F. Babbitt

Co., with offices in

now sales-manager of the Bauser Oil Pump Mfg.
the Hudson Terminal Building, N. Y.
is

'02

and family expect

to go shortly to Florida.
Mr. and Mrs. Caspar Wistar expect to spend the summer
field, Mass., and will return to Central America in the fall.
Earle E. Trout is the father of a son.

C. L. Seller

^A'illiam Dennis, "02
will be located this

;

D. L. Burgess,

summer

at

'04,

at

North-

and Morris Longstreth,

Camp Megunticook,

'08,

Maine.

'03

H. J. Cadbury
Greek department.

Howard

will

remain

Moffit Trueblood

at

Haverford next year

won

in

charge of the

the John Tyndall Scholarship at the

Llarvard Graduate School for 1911-12.

ioS

Alumni Department

years,

Hodgson, who has heen

\'.

C.

was

in the

I'hiHppines for the last four

recently at the cullese.
'05

W.

Re^an has

|.

liecn

h'riends' I'niversily, Wichita,

a]5])oinleil

I

'iMtessnr nf

lMiil(iso]>h\'

in

the

Kansas.
'06

jr., was one of the winners of the Tha}-er
Harvard for 1911-12.
Charles Ruglas Hoover won one of the Thayer Fellowships, 1911-12,
Harvard.

Thomas

Fellowships

at

\\".

Kite IJrown.

at

Haines,

II.

Jr.,

has

snn

a

Imrn

May

who

20th,

is\\'.

II.

.sales

for

Haines, 3rd.
'07
AI. II. Marsh, formerly in charge of pig iron and coke
Frank Samuel, is now with J. K. Dimmick & Co., Philadelphia,

in

charge

of pig iron sales.

Harold Fvans has opened up a law

office

in the

Arcade Building,

Philadelphia.
'09

Hamilton has

F. C.

home

his

in

G. S. Hard has

with James

left

the eni])loy nf the Iveading R. R., and

is

at

Stamford, Conn., for a few weeks.

W.

White Haven and

left

is

now

at

Avt)ndale. hving

Crowell.
'10

has heen proposed to hold a Haverford College Alumni dinner in

It

London during coronation week or
C)xford,

is

later.

C. D. Morley, of

New

College,

in charge.

Page Allinson, Chris Morley, Guy Wheeler, "10, and Ed. Levin, '11,
summer abroad together. They will take a walking
through Germany. Levin and Wheeler will sail June 21st. Allinson

expect to spend the
trip

on the 3rd.

sailed

C.

AL

h'roel'cher

Iowa, Traction Co.

is

He

employed as a cashier

in

the

has accepted a position to teach

Country School next school

Grand Rapids,
in the r>altimore

}-ear.

Ex-'io
P. B. Strassburger

of

Germantown.

was married on June 3rd

to

Miss Alice Burchell,
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MYTHS AND LEGENDS OF MACKINAC ISLAND FROM
MY JOURNAL
ACKINAC ISLAND

55

is at the head of Lake Michigan and
Lake Huron, on the north side of Mackinac Straits, and
about two miles from the mainland on every side. It used

to be called

Michilimackinac Island, but

now

is

usually

Mackinaw. The island has a fine road running
around it at the water's edge and it is on this road that one meets so many
sights of interest about which there are Indian legends.
Many of the inhabitants are of French descent, and are descended
from those who were not massacred by the Indians under Pontiac, the
Ottawa chieftain, about the time he attacked Detroit. I suppose most of
the people were up in Fort Mackinac and made another kind of "French
descent" when the Indians got after them. Old Fort Mackinac is at the
top of the hill overlooking the harbor, about one hundred and seventy-five
feet below.
Lately it has shown symptoms of a general breakdown, but
the government has begun to make repairs.
The view from the fort is superb. Down almost at one's feet are
docks,
the
where the boats look as little as playthings then straight across
the waters of the straits are Bois Blanc (pronounced Bob Blow) and
Round Islands. Bois Blanc is a small inlet with a long, narrow spit of
land extending out into the straits, and with a lighthouse and foghorn
on the end of the strip. Off to the left are the blue waters of Lake Huron,
shining and shimmering like blue satin under the light of the bright sun,
and off to the extreme right is the mainland or the Upper Peninsula of
called

;

Michigan.

A

little

way down

the

Beach Boulevard

is

the

the greatest object of interest on the island, except

Indians thought that the Arch

Arch Rock, perhaps
"Sugar Loaf." The

Rock was the entrance to the island for
god of the Lakes, whenever he visited them.
While I was standing there gazing at the huge arch, one hundred and
fifty feet above the water, the spell of the Manitou came on me, and I
longed to see the great grey-bearded god come stalking over the waters
their god, the Manitou,

no

The Haverfordian

and stoop

What

under the arch.

to pass

a lonely fellow he

must have

been, dwelling there in the woods, hearing only the raucous cries of the

crows calling to each other through the forests, or the sighing and the
moaning of the wind sweeping through the pine trees. The eternal
silence of the island seems to be broken only by the lapping of the waves
on the shore.

I

suppose the arch was formed by the decomposition of the
A lady is said to have ridden on horseback

lower part of the stone bank.

now

over the span, but

the arch has so crumbled that

it is

almost gone,

and soon will no longer be a point of interest.
Right back of the Arch Rock is a road leading to Sugar Loaf, the
wigwam of the Manitou. This is a conical shaped rock, ninety feet high,

and has a cave, the Devil's Oven, part way up the side. The rock is the
same kind as that of the Arch Rock and has crumbled away to some
extent at the base.

Another beautiful spot of

interest

on the island

a great bluff over at the west side of the island.
years before the white

men

settled

enungoqua, a beautiful Ojibway

A

Mackinac

girl, just

is

"Lovers' Leap,"

long time ago,

many

Mechenemockwomanhood, often

Island,

maturing into

wandered to the top of the cliff and gazed from the dizzy height, down
at the war canoes of the large hostile parties of the combined tribes of the
Ottawas and Ojibways, as they sped far southward in search of scalps
and fame. There she sat humming the Ojibway love songs which her
lover, Geniwegwon, had taught
dogwain in de main dum
dogwain in de main dum
Wainshung ish ween neen e mo shane

"Mong

e

Mong

e

Wainshung

A
A

nee
nee

ish

ween neen

wan wan san
wan wan san

e

mo

shane

ho a sode
bo a sode."

Translated roughly into English the words are as follows:

"A

loon, I thought,

was coming,

A loon, I thought, was coming;
Why it is he, my lover;
Why it is he, my lover;
His paddles in the water gleaming
His paddles in the water gleaming!"

'

Myths and Legends of Mackinac Island from
From

this bluff she often

My Journal

' '

watched and hstened for the return of the

and for Geniwegwon, with his head decorated with the war
feathers and the grand coup plumes which only a brave could wear. Often
she heard the songs of the men as they left Pequotenong (old Mackinaw

war

parties

City) to

make

One day

their journeys.

her with sorrow

in his

her lover's death.

He

the

Ojibway

chieftain

came

to

storm-beaten face and brought her the news of

how Geniwegwon had fallen, with
With his face turned toward

explained

heart pierced by an enemy's arrow.

setting sun he begged the chieftain to carry his love

his

the

back to the maiden.

Mechenemockenungoqua's heart grew cold inside her breast as she heard
the story, and as she brooded over her sorrow, Geniwegwon seemed to
appear before her, beckoning from the spirit-land in the west and bidding
her come to the happy hunting grounds.
One morning her mangled body was found at the foot of the bluff.
She had gone to join Geniwegwon and to travel with him to the Land of
Spirits.

About a hundred yards along the top of the

known

as Pontiac's lookout. It

is

not

known

bluff

is

the

promontory

whether the chiefwould have been an admirable
definitely

on this spot, though it
and spy out the war canoes coming across the straits.
At the foot of the bluff is the "Devil's Kitchen," which used to be the
tain ever stood

position to stand

home

of a shoemaker.

There are many

stories told

his fight with the great Bear.

about the Manitou, Gitchie Manito, and

One

the Sleeping Bear Bluff and the

of the most charming

Manitou

is

the story of

Islands.

Manitou had long been trying to get the medicine chest and box of
charms with which to treat his Indian Warriors, from the Great Bear of
the North.

Accordingly, he stole over the icy waters of the lake to the

Upper Peninsula, and while

the bear

was away

stole the

medicine chest

and two of the cubs, and then started back home. The cublets cried out
piteously and the Great Bear hearing them started out in pursuit. Nearer
and nearer she came to Manitou, and he could hear her angry growls and
In desperation he threw down one
and arriving at the mainland, he disappeared in the forest. The two cubs were drowned, and after their death
turned into the North and South Manitou Island. The Great Bear gave
forth a mournful cry and spread herself out on the shore to look out upon
her children and guard them. While lying there she fell asleep and never
woke. Tucked in between her forepaws, a little gray-shingled United
feel

her hot breath upon his back.

cub, and a

moment

later another,
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States Life Saving Station, and off to the south

house and foghorn.

The Indians

the foghorn blows, during the misty night,

Bear

is

the Point Betsy light-

there near the island, say that whenever
is

it

the voice of the Great

calling out anxiously to her lost children.

AN
When
Then

drowsy

the

And

down

tlie

golden dreams.

the things that are, seem those that used to be.

love to see her standing with her hair tossed by the wind;

I

By

the west

wind

as

it

whispers to the

sea.

When she smiles her lips are playing with a teasing charm
On me she smiled, tho' smiled but on a boy
Yet

I

of old.

standing there adored her as the Argives worshipped Helen;

Helen looking

As

F., '12.

IDYL

of evening beckons

kiss

R. L.

o'er the battlements of Troy.

she spoke her low laugh trembled as a dove upon the wing,

And
Then

I

died

away an

ever-living tune.

thought I'd e'er content

That eve with her

Even now

Two

me

with that

memory

of evening

—the nightingales—and June.

that silver twilight fades into a fatal vision
eyelids gaze into eternity

I know those eyes are looking toward the shore where we
meet
where the west wind comes and whispers to the sea.
D. W., '14.

Though now
shall

And

I

JOHN BARTON
NY

huckleberries, Doctor?"

The

came from behind me, and as I
owner
was standing at the foot of the
turned
porch
on
which
my
friend Dr. Lane and I were
the
steps of
strange
little
this,
all stooped, with cripA
man,
sitting.
travel
opposite
directions.
His beard was
in
pled feet which seemed to
plentifully
sprinkled
with
patches,
yet his brown
unkempt, his clothes were
kind.
eyes were steady and their glance was
"Certainly I will take some berries," said the Doctor. "Mrs. Lane
was saying this morning that she hoped you would come. Three quarts,
please." Turning to me, "Brereton, I want you to meet my friend Mr.
Barton, who knows these mountains from bottom to top."
Barton nodded. "I have walked them for nearly seventy years. And
you get to know them well. They are like people, almost your impresIf you want to see these at
sion depends on the light you see them in.
their best, get up at sunrise or watch the sunset from the peak over there."
I started.
I

saw that

voice

its

;

He

pointed up the mountain.

"Then the sunsets are beautiful?" I queried.
"They are," he replied almost brusquely.
He took up his kettle, measured out three quarts.
"You'll be up to the schoolhouse to-morrow night, Doctor? I hope
you will come too, Mr. Brereton. It's just a little meeting we have on a
Sunday evening; the Doctor usually comes up." Then he gave us both
"good-day," and went on down the hill, with crooked steps which seemed
to make but crab-like progress.
Doctor Lane looked thoughtfully after him.
"Joe," he said, "you may think that up here in the mountains, we
have no romance, but there goes a man whose life has in it more romance,
yet more tragedy, than many a life down there in the cities."
"That man!" I exclaimed, incredulously.
I suppose you wondered why I introduced you to him.
"Yes.
Because he
patience,
I

is

a man.

You

you a

I will tell

noticed that he

little

leaned comfortably back in

the Doctor told

me

"You know,

is

a cripple.

If

you have the

more about him."

my

chair and blew smoke-rings while

the story of John Barton.

Joe," he began, "I have often told

you that I have
was born on a farm, a little down the mountain.
Until I went to college, my life was not so very different from that of
most of the mountain boys, except that I had to study. My father had
lived here

all

my

life.

I

I
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decided that

was

to go to college

and become a doctor, for he had had
have a better one. But I am off my
story.
I was about eight years old when I first met John Barton.
My
father hired him to do the hard work on the farm, and he lived with us
like one of the family.
He was about twenty-two years old then and as
husky a young fellow as there was on the mountain. He was strong and
quick, and although not tall, he was well developed. He was not afraid
of man or beast, yet he was as gentle as a woman with us children. He
was rather dreamy at times and liked to go out at night and watch the
I

a fair education and wanted

He

stars.

at the
tell

his

me

to

told us strange stories of the woodfolk, so that

hoot of an owl and cried to go home.

us

it

was time

to

we shuddered

Then he would laugh

go to bed, and would carry us

off to the

at us,

house on

broad shoulders.

"The

on the neighboring farms were not long in setting their
we called him, yet the more we talked about them,
reluctant
the more
he seemed to make himself sociable.
Before long,
girls

caps for 'Bart,' as

however, a change came.

"You know

that

it

used to be the custom up here for the school

teachers to 'board around' at the different houses.

By

this

time

it

was

pretty well settled that the teacher should board with one of the directors.

Mr. Ellis, the man who had taught the year before, had gone to Albany,
and the new teacher was a woman, a Miss Awbrey, of New York. I
remember the day she came, what a slip of a girl she was and half-afraid
of all the men standing around when the stage pulled up in front of the
Father was one of the directors, and it had been decided that
store.
she should come to our house.
"Pretty soon we noticed that Bart, though shyer than ever, was beginning to

'fix

(we

up' in the evenings.

He

used to

sit in

the corner of the big

and listen to everyShe was not a wonderful conversationalist,
but she was pretty and as she told of men and women who seemed to
live in a different world from ours, of great men, of life in great cities.
Bart would lean forward in his chair and drink it all in. Sometimes he
would ask a question. Although he was too old to go to school, we
noticed that he began to try to read. It was slow work, for he had never
read anything except the school-reader. My father had a copy of 'Ivanhoe,' and Bart took it down from the shelf one night, as he said, 'to look
Miss Awbrey 'looked at the pictures' too, and together
at the pictures.'
they started the first chapter. Miss Awbrey helped him, patiently explainFather often asked him
ing, until he could follow her quite rapidly.

kitchen

all

thing that Miss

lived in the kitchen in those days)

Awbrey

said.

"5

John Barton

how he was getting on, and his answer was either, 'So, so,' or, 'Ask Miss
Awbrey.' As time went on he usually said, 'Ask Miss Awbrey,' and
Miss Awbrey always gave encouraging reports.
"After the Winter, Spring coming, brought with it the longer days
and the possibilities for long walks. Every evening after supper Bart
and Miss Awbrey climbed up to the crest to look at the sunset, and came

home

in the

The two were lovers now; everything
The Summer vacation was approaching but both

gathering twilight.

looked bright for them.

tried to forget this separation

the time

and

came for Miss Awbrey

to look

forward to the

Fall.

When

to go, Bart took her to the stage,

and

then went to work.
"I have never seen anyone

He seemed

work harder than Bart worked

that

Sum-

and in
forcing himself to read in the long twilight.
When it became dark he
went inside to his candle in his bedroom. On Sunday evenings he went
to look at the sunsets.
He would stay up on the mountain for hours,
and when he came down, we children were afraid to talk to him. In
the Fall, Roberta, for we called her that now, came back, and Bart was
happy again.
"Soon after her arrival she told Bart of a great plan. You know, up
here in the mountains, even so near the village as we seem now, a halfcentury ago there were some people who did not know distinctly whether
New York was a city or a foreign country. This sounds improbable, but
it is true, for even now the berry-pickers sometimes use the pine-tree
shilling in reckoning the price of their fruit. The people were superstitious,
too, and knew little and cared less about the white man's religion.
Roberta's plan was to hold a meeting every Sunday night in her schoolhouse just two or three hymns, a prayer, and a little talk. Father spoke
to the other school directors about it, and they agreed to give her the use
of the school and the services of the janitor.
She told her scholars to
spread the news, and the opening Sunday quite a number were there.
Bart 'lined out' the hymns, for they had no books, and Roberta taught
them the old tunes. So the work was started and before Winter set in,
the little meetings had become a regular Sunday-evening institution.
"The farmers said, that the winter of 1864 was the hardest in fifty
The first snowfall came early in November and from that time
years.
on there was snow on the ground. The mountain folk did not come to
the schoolhouse so often now, but Roberta and Bart were there every
Sunday evening. One Sunday the wind had been blowing up strong all
morning; early in the afternoon it began to rain and sleet, and by night
mer.

—

to take pleasure in getting tired out in the field
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the sleet turned into snow.

Bart made several

the weather was, and every time he

trips to the

door to see how

came back he looked more doubtful

than before.
"

that

'I

we

think

we had

couldn't see

better stay

where

home, Roberta.

It is

snowing so hard

to go.'

"Roberta was willing to take his advice, but added
' 'We really ought
to go, Bart; some of the poor creatures
to get

wann.

I

know Jake

has been up to

make

the

fire,

may come

and

—

it

isn't

up there.'
"That settled it. They started off. In about an hour and a half they
were home again, worn out with battling against the wind and snow.
Jake had not been to light the fire, and they had found the door banked
up with ice-crusted snow. We thawed them out as well as we could
beside the fire, but about nine o'clock Roberta said she had caught cold.
At first none of us thought it was serious, but by ten o'clock she was so
much worse, that Bart said he would go for a doctor. He told us not
to tell her he had gone, and then, wrapping up in his great coat and
far

taking his lantern, he started on the two-mile walk to the village.
its rays only a few feet
and Bart had to make long
detours in order not to become stalled. "If he had not had the mountaineer's sense of direction he must have lost his way.
He fell more
than once, but always kept on helped by the wind at his back. At last
he reached the doctor's. The doctor had gone to bed and would not come
out on such a night. He got up, however, and gave Bart some medicine,
and said he would come the next day. Bart would only wait long enough
Then he
to take the drink of hot brandy which the doctor gave him.

"In the whirl of snowflakes the lantern threw

ahead.

set

The snow

in

many

places

was

drifted

out again.

"He had now

to face the wind.

It

seemed

to be increasing in velocity;

hung from

his beard and eyewalked mechanically, always repeating a prayer that he might
be in time. The path had long been hidden, the snow was drifting until
the tree stumps nearby became mere hummocks, and then a part of the
even slope of white. Sometimes Bart staggered in snow above his knees
sometimes he went a little beyond the borders of the path, and stumbled
on hidden stumps. His feet felt very heavy, and a numbness began to
Suddenly his lantern went out, and startled by this
creep over him.
catastrophe he pushed on more eagerly. He missed the path, and fell,
striking his head against a stump. He never knew how long he lay there.
When he regained consciousness he felt drowsy and not uncomfortable.

the icy particles stung his face

brows.

He

;

icicles

u?

John Barton

a shout close at hand.
He had just
and he became unconscious again.
"Here we found him about three minutes later. Father had become
worried at his long absence and we had started out on a searching
expedition.
We carried him into the house and brought him to in a
little while.
His first act was to give us the medicine, but it was of little
use. Roberta grew worse. The doctor came the next morning and several
mornings after that. Sometimes he stayed several hours. On the night
of the fifth day she became unconscious.
At the last she knew us all,
and when we carried Bart in, she smiled and said very sweetly:
" 'Bart, you must carry on my work.'
Then she passed over.
"At first we were afraid Bart would lose his mind. For more than
five weeks he could not leave his room
his feet were hopelessly crippled.
All this time he would lie still and read. Yet every page brought
up memories of the one who had taught him the love of books, and often
those who came into his room would notice that his eyes were wet, and
sometimes I heard him sobbing through the long night.
"One day he asked us about the little schoolhouse up on the mountain.
" 'Does anyone go there now ?' he questioned.
"We could only answer, 'No.' After Roberta had gone there seemed
to be no one to take her place.
As Spring approached, Bart grew more
and more eager to get outside again, and frequently he spoke about his
'work.'
We did not understand immediately and spoke lightly of his
farm work, thoughtless of the fact that he could never do hard work
again. He explained that he meant his school.
" 'They were our people,' he said. 'They still belong to us
and God.'
"When he became a little stronger we told the mountain people to
come on Sunday evening to the service as if there had been no intermission.
There we took him, and there was no demonstration, only a
great peace.
For nearly fifty years, John Barton has gone to
the little schoolhouse every Sunday evening, crippled as he is, and in the
summer he gathers huckleberries to eke out the meagre living he earns as

Then he heard

but very cold.

strength to answer

it

faintly,

;

—

.

.

.

janitor of the school in the winter."

The
answer

doctor paused

to

;

for a

moment

neither of us spoke, then as

if in

an unspoken question he said

"To-morrow evening we shall go up to the schoolhouse."
The next evening we started out at half-past five, for the service was
early so that the people could get started home before dark. We reached
the door just as the bell was sounding. The building was unpretentious
enough with

its

windswef)t stones and tiny belfry.

Inside there were

8

;

;
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about twenty mountain people, knarled and warped

benches on which they
not listen at

all

sat.

They sang with such

like the

was

for discord, for one felt that here

did not need perfect

harmony

rough wooden

heartiness that one did
sincerity

which

to express itself.

John Barton spoke earnestly yet with a simplicity that might baffle
a college graduate. He was not eloquent, I cannot recall his words,
yet when he had finished there was silence more full of meaning than

many

many words,
us

a realization of a

common chord

of

life thrilling

through

all.

After he had dismissed his people the Doctor and I waited until the
Then we helped him to close the shutters for the

others had passed out.
night

;

he no longer had Jake to rely upon. He walked with us part
When we reached the last ridge from which we could look

way home.

far out over the hills he paused and touching

its

"Look !"
Over the horizon
beams far up into

the west

was

We

the sky.

my

crown of

a golden

for

some new

Even

it

yet

which threw

until the gold

we waited

said

;

"Good-night."

forest,

Then

and disappeared

obscurity.
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LONGING
When
When
And
O'er

I'm lonely dear, and weary.
the world

seems dark and dreary

troubles like sea billows roll

my

For the

heart there comes the longing
clear

When

and brighter morning
whisper to my soul.

)'0U will

When my
When my
And

as

and the twilight crept upon us almost imperceptibly.

sight,

John Barton turned to the Doctor.
"She would have loved tliis, Doctor," he
he walked down the path which led to the
its

light

stood and watched

passed to silvered rose and then to blue again.
if

arm,

heart with grief

is

throbbing,

breast from pain

is

sobbing

mountain rivers flow
Then a word from your lips smiling
Sends Dame Care with love beguiling,
And happiness my life doth know.
tears like

J.

P. G., '14.
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SHOES

©

Y

their shoes ye shall

erring

nail

never

know them.

forced

in

Has pinching vamp or

upon your consciousness a

thought of what an intimate place shoes

men?

fill

in the lives of

any other of man's belongings which so fits
itself to him personally and so reflects his life as his shoe?
Why did Boaz pluck off his shoe in testimony of the completed bargain?
Why not his mantle or his girdle ? To-day we see the same discrimination.
It is an old shoe which we throw after the bride because we feel that in
some way it conveys the most personal message of our best wishes.
Tennyson voices this conviction in his Lyrical Monologue:
Is there

For

this,

thou shall from

all

things suck

Marrow of mirth and laughter;
And wheresoe'er thou move, good

luck

Shall fling her old shoe after.

How

then could

we

divide

men

better than

by the shoes they wear?

— works

of art drawn in
Such shoes form an exclusive
aristocracy distinguished completely by their blue blood from the shoddy
imitation such as this pair of bespangled wonders striding along beneath a
motorless motor-coat.
Is anything more pitiable than a cast-off shoe
which once aspired to the waxed floors of aristocracy but which at an

See

Notice his shoes,

this prince of industry.

simple

but

firm

inopportune

and graceful

moment betrayed

Surely nothing, unless

it

lines.

its

deceitful lineage by a bursting welt?

be the erstwhile owner himself

when sooner or

on those same waxed floors and drops into oblivion.
But far different are the round-toed kids of this dapper little cashier.
With their rubber heels they hurry noiselessly up the street carrying a
man like them one built for business, yet always neat and precise.
And then we have the vast peasantry of shoes square-toed, stiff,
he

later

slips

—

iron-clad

workmen

shuffling along

— shoes

—

work
awkwardly but strenuously through the furrows and the
:

built to stand the brunt of the day's

ditches of the land.

Not only do

the different ones of us affect different types of shoes,

but each of us has appropriate shoes for his various selves. Our dapper
little cashier, for instance, will to-night remove his comfortable rubber
heels

and squeeze

night he dines
into his

little

his

among

complaining feet into a pair of aristocrats, for toBut follow him some other evening

the aristocracy.

kitchen garden where he

His shoes are big

awkward

is

hoeing a dozen

hills

of potatoes.

creatures of the peasantry, and he explains
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rather shamefacedly that he couldn't bear to put even his oldest pair of
kids into such dirty work, and last year's aristocrats are
I

remember

day when

I

the

first

pair of laced shoes

put away the girlish shoes of a

I

still

unbearable.

remember the
dozen buttons and in laced
ever had.

I

That was one of the great epochs of my life, when I
shook off the shackles of babyhood and buried them in the same grave
with the button-hook. Many and various have been the shoes I have had

boots became a man.

since, but never have I worn a buttoned shoe and even now the threebuttoned Oxford inspires a blind terror of the old slavery. Such place
have shoes in the lives of men! Perhaps it was that same first pair of

laced shoes which I accompanied to the shoemaker

when

I

asked him to

put a piece of "squeak leather" in them that the attention of the whole
school might be attracted to

my

laced shoes, the sign manual of

my

emancipation.

Alack they bring up the memory of another
"Honest" shoes all too
honest, for they felt constrained by that very honesty to publish to all
the world that they had been purchased at Herzog's for a dollar
Shoes that squeak

pair bought in a

!

moment

of mental aberration,

—

—

ninety-five.

Provided they are becoming and do not squeak I feel a real pride
I imagine that I appear to my fellows "nearer heaven by
in neiv shoes.
the attitude of my chopine" than before. But my old shoes I love. It
they seem a part of me.
is with a pang of regret that I give them away

—

They have been partner to my joys and sorrows. They have been with
me in my ups and downs in my moments of elation and in my hours of
embarrassment. They and my feet have become fitted to each other like
King
like old friends as Selden wrote, "Old Friends are best.
friends,
James us'd to call for his Old Shoos, they were easiest for his Feet." Old
friends, old wine, old shoes and not too much of neatness, but rather

—

"A

careless shoestring, in

whose

tie

I see a wild civility;"

a scuffed toe and well-worn heel

"Do more bewitch me than when

art

Is too precise in every part."

And so, as you are about to put this down, I fling after you "for
good luck" the dearest of my inanimate possessions, my old shoe.
M.

B., '12.

MY HERO
HE

main

characteristic that the outside world could see in

"my hero" was commonplaceness.

From

the day of his

name was
His features were depicted in every
comic paper, reproduced in thousands of other men who
sat bent over ledgers all day long and went home to a boarding house at
night.
He was shy and diffident, struggling to earn his fifteen dollars
weekly; in short, "the common people" personified. His father put him m
the rut and there he stayed. So far the world knew and cared.
Aside from the observation of the world, was another man. He
pretended to be John Smith and laughed at the world for being so easily
taken in. He conducted John Smith's business methodically and to the
satisfaction of his employers.
But when he was alone, then he became
the other. No one else knew that other. He had no particular name. To
John Smith, who knew and loved him, he was simply "I," or "the other."
For our convenience let us use, as one might say, the first person with a
birth he carried this stain, as he thought

plain

it; his

John Smith.

third sense.

When

"I" was a boy he used to live in books. "r"s favorite hero

was Buffalo

Bill,

his favorite heroine

against the Indians would
sufferings

would always

fill

fill

his eyes

grown up among

group of

stories

Her

So

there

grew up

in his

mind, just

peoples, the Arthurian legends for instance, a

centering about these two characters

adventure had for their hero Buffalo

Maid

His wild exploits

with tears and his heart would swell

with anger against the cruel English.
as have

Joan of Arc.

"F' with a wonderful, thrilly delight.

Bill

and

all

tales

;

all

stories

of women.

of

The

of Orleans.

As

he grew older, a doting family became worried over his continual

and he was thrown upon his own resources. He
and think over all the old stories he had read,
adding something to them little by little till a wonderful light broke upon
him and he found he could make stories of his own.
This opened for him a new era. Bed was now a place to be sought.
Once there, where no prying eyes could intrude, he was off to Elysium.
Slowly the personalities changed and Buft'alo Bill yielded place to "I."
The same legends were still in force, but the hero was changed.
"I"
"F' was rolling in wealth, generous, brave and sympathetic.
organized a band of scouting Rough-riders, and with all the aids of the
modern world, and even the ideal world of science, romped his bold way
reading and forbade

would

lie

awake

it,

at night

through the Mediaeval world.
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The first adventure was in France. The streets of Rouen were
crowded with motley bands of people. Townsmen stood in groups talking
excitedly on some interesting subject, quiet only when a band of soldiers
passed. The soldiers were English, of the cavalier type, with steel casque
and breast-plate, svrord at side, and pike in hand. In the middle of the
square stood a scaffold, a stake rising out of a pile of faggots. Solemn
music rose and stilled the chattering groups. Out of the old Cathedral
of Notre Dame issued a fearful procession.
A girl, clad in a white
garment, surrounded by soldiers, with a priest on each side of her, was
led at a slow pace to the steps of the scaffold. Everyone crowded about
the platform and watched in breathless silence the executioner's slow
movements as he bound her to the stake. There was not one brave enough
to cry "shame."
Suddenly there was a noise of galloping horses down
the street, a hearty American cheer, a wild fusillade of rifle shots and
"I" with his band of Rough-riders came tearing into the square. In vain
the soldiery tried to interpose; their swords and bucklers were no match
for the modern equipment of the Americans and they were scattered like
chaff".
Right up to the scaffold "I" rode. It was the work of a minute
to sever the binding cords, to seize the fainting girl in his arms, leap

again upon the horse and away before the English could gather in overwhelming force. Joan of Arc was saved. Thereafter she always rode

by "I" 's side at the very front in all his daring escapades.
This story was one of the favorites and could always be used when
"I" was tired. In fact, it was the main theme of the early days. During
His teachers
this time John Smith went to school and did fairly well.
and family were, nevertheless, disappointed. They said he was a dreamer,
remonstrated with him, but to no result. John only smiled to himself and
kept his secret hugged up to his bosom. No one but he should ever suspect
the existence of "the other." Thus he went to college.
There he herded by himself. To be sure, he entered into the college
He played football a little, took an interest in his class a
life ostensibly.

had a few acquaintances that passed for friends in name only.
But "I"? He was a wonder. A regular demon on the field, no one
could withstand him. Impossible plays were for him a matter of everyday occurrence. The fellows idoHzed him. He became president of his
class, spoon man, all that the most ambitious could long for. The days of
sword and gun were over. Joan yielded place to "Woman," "The
Woman." "I" saved her from dangerous situations, on horseback, in
carriages, canoes, and what not surrounded her with every attention and
grew to love her passionately. Of course she reciprocated. What was
little,

;

My
she like?

Words cannot

Hero

describe her loveliness.
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Dark and

slim, dainty

but withal a regal presence, she went through the world like a princess,

breaking hearts on every side but saving the wealth of her love

met

till

she

"I."

So far we have

dealt with the diverging of

two characters from one

being into two, the two people being of the material world and the
spiritual world respectively.
Now we come to the point of convergence
and the causes of this, as of every other miracle since the world began, is

woman.
The wonderful thing happened.

John Smith, the conceited prig of
You have not yet reached the
climax. He fell in love with a popular girl, and she fell in love with him.
Perhaps this is a bald statement, but we have to do now, not with the
brilliant "I," but with the commonplace, everyday John Smith.
We said
that the girl loved this plain man. This is not altogether true. The girl
was in love with "I."
It happened in this way.
John met Helen Collinge how, does not
matter a girl who was very like "the woman." Whether from pity, or
for some other reason, she took him under her wing and they became
very intimate. John fell desperately in love with her, as many had done
before him, and told her all he knew. As a final proof of his love he
introduced her to "I."
For a long time thereafter Helen never knew
whether John Smith or "I" was coming to see her on their joint and
frequent visits. Each made love to her in his own way, but she preferred
"I" 's method. Then it came to the test and under such circumstances it
was not difficult to induce "I" to be in continual presence, so long as they
were alone together. And well, he was irresistible. "I" could hold her
as under an enchantment, while he wove beautiful stories for her to listen
He would draw wonderful pictures of wonderland and people them
to.
with two lovers who spent days and weeks and years in a garden of
Allah. He was gifted with a silver tongue and the conquest was easy.
An earthquake could not have occasioned any greater surprise than
did the announcement of their engagement.
Helen Collinge, who might
have married Percy Brook-Williams, John Harriman Shaw, or any of a
dozen others rich and of social standing, had given her hand to modest,
retiring, plain John Smith.
Everyone was disgusted with her and a
committee waited upon her from all the different clubs in town, to bring
They were received very sweetly, listened to
her out of her trance.
politely, and then shown out. Only once was she known to answer. This
was when a former suitor began telling her what a poor sort of a
his classmates, fell in love.

But

wait.

;

—

—
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"nincompoop" her fiance was. She immediately got white to the Hps, and
then broke into a tirade against the way his fellows treated John. Finally
the presumptuous youth, open-mouthed before the torrent of words, fled

from the house, leaving her weeping on the sofa.
It was at this time that the change in John Smith began to be
noticed.
One of the envious rivals saw fit to speak in an unpleasant
manner concerning Helen. John was before him in a second and told
him between clinched teeth to take it back. The maligner started to
reply insolently, but, after a look at the white, determined face of the

speaker, changed his mind.

John's standing
air,

but

it

One

among

After

his fellows.

this episode there

He went

was no question of

about with the same quiet

was no longer one of apology, but of

reserve.

evening, after he had been entertaining her with the picturesque

imaginings of his mind, Helen leaned forward

her chair and, with a

in

pretty, earnest air, said:

"John,

why

He was
him

don't

you write?"

nonplussed, pooh-poohed the idea, but nevertheless

it

started

to thinking.

Some weeks

later,

having nothing to do, he sat down to

ning after beginning was destroyed, but

try.

Begin-

he got it accomplishes.
imagination and John's commonfinally

was a strange combination of "I" 's
Try as he would he could not reconcile the two. When Helen saw
it she was slightly disappointed, though she did not show it.
She was also
puzzled. Then a light broke upon her.
"Write another and think that you are writing it to me," was her
command.
This time it came easier. Saint Nicholas published it and asked for
more. It was the prettiest kind of a fairy story, a fantastical picture of
It

sense.

elf-land, oriental in

story of

two

little

its

coloring and occidental in

its

human

interest, a

lovers lost in the Island of Acalon.

The proceeds of this bought the engagement ring.
The matter now has three phases. The outside world in its ignorance
The publishers think he and "I" to be one
still sees the old John Smith.
and the same personality; he writes under the name of "Just I." He
himself always talks of a corporation, where he
is

the inventor, and

"my

wife"

to side with the publishers,

is

and

is

a business manager, "I"

the rest of the officers.

she,

on the whole,

is

Helen

is

inclined

the best authority.

D. C. M.,

'12.

:

EDITORIAL

HAST

May we

considered the subject of hazing, and suggested

Within two weeks after the
two plans following it in main
outline were submitted to the Student Council by members
of the Junior and Senior Classes. After due deliberation, a
third plan embracing the important details of the others was presented
to the undergraduates and unanimously adopted, in its parts and entirety.
This prompt action toward the abolition of hazing has shown that the
college as a body wants reform.
We here give the plan as adopted:
I. Freshmen shall wear the regulation cap during a short period of
a plan of action for this Fall.

publication of that article

probation.
II.
1.

2.

Freshmen shall perform the following duties:
They shall answer the telephone.
They shall perform such duties as are required by

the Athletic

Association, including

(a)

The moving

of chairs, hurdles, benches, suitcases,

etc.

(b) Running errands.
(c) Rolling the cricket crease.

(d) Whatever else
III.

The President

may

be required by a captain or manager.

of the Student Council shall choose one other

Freshman President,
form a Committee on Freshmen, of which the President of the

Senior, a Junior, and a Sophomore, who, with the
shall

Student Council shall be chairman.
IV. This Committee shall provide for the enforcement of these rules

by suitable penalties in each case of infraction.
V. Cases of "freshness" shall be dealt with as arranged by the
Committee on Freshmen.
VI. There sliaU be no having. This includes any brutal treatment, or
any attempts at coercion or humiliation by unauthorised individuals.
VII. With the advice and consent of the Committee on Freshmen a
Sophomore Committee may arrange such ceremonies for initiation as

deemed

shall be

VIII.
arising

useful.

The Student Council

from the

shall

have the

violation of these rules.

final decision in all cases

cases

upon

Ritts, '12, Chairman;
Freshman President.

Fal-

It shall

consider

all

the written appeal of ten men.

The

present Committee

is

composed of

coner, '12; Crowder, '13; Taylor, '14, and the

We are now in a
tions.
We have now
was

at its best.

period of readjustment of ourselves to

new condiwhen it

to secure the moral equivalent of hazing

When we

aim

to secure this

moral equivalent of hazing
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we must

not forget that hazing

change

itself is

The Alumnus

dead.

of 'oi will

two lower classes, but he will at least
find sincerity. He will not find immediate perfection, but in time lie will
certainly find a responsibility which springs from self-government.
As a class advances from ignorance of college affairs to a more
mature understanding, its representation in the Student Council is
increased.
We would ask the Alumni to look for the good and not
criticise too severely the evil which must appear before the new system
find a

in the attitude of the

period of our Reconstruction.

finally adjusts itself, in the

There are two causes which

The

reform.

this

first

Freshman Class or

will certainly defeat the

purposes of

a disinclination of members of either the

is

We

the other classes to intermingle.

we

advocate any radical action, but

believe that

do not mean

to

for the best interest

is

it

of the College to have the fellows with similar interests to get together

The men

as soon as possible.

of the three upper classes, since

we

are

must take the initiative. The Y. M. C. A. does this
to a certain extent by its custom of having upper-classmen write to
members of the entering class. We must further its work.
The second thing which will ruin the attempt for reform will be the
The
indilTerence and the recklessness of certain members of 1915present Freshman Class is the most potent factor in the success of the
the old residents,

reform.

The

fellows of 191 5 have been given a set of rules, not by the

President, not by the Sophomores, but by the body representative of the
College. Class spirit

formance of
other

its

members of

session" by his

and college

spirit are

The

requirements.

do

his class

own

He

class.

the

all

both involved in the non-per-

fellow

who

will sit

by and

work should be given

let

the

a "special

has no class spirit toward co-operation in

the class or for placing his class in a creditable position in the College.

He has no college spirit, for in not performing these duties he is not
doing for the College that which it has a right to expect. If the class of
which he is a member does not see that all its members do their duty,
then that class

What

is

not ready to take

the College needs

increase in the

number of

its

its

activities,

those interests and activities which
will bring this

enthusiasm to

backing from the side

do

this

work by

work with

lines.

halves.

his fellows to

part in College deliberations.

not a broadening of

is

its

it

already has.

proper degree

We

its

interests or an

but an increased enthusiasm in

is

The only

have done away with hazing;

Let every

man

think

thing that

team work and a strong
first

let

us not

of the College, and

have the greatest college spirit this football
And here's good luck to the team

season that has ever been shown.

EXCHANGES
VERY

frequent bromide

recent

"Life

is,

is

getting

The Harvard Lampoon

years.

better than Life, don't

is

very
a

poor

great

of

deal

you think so?" Diplomatically we

decline to answer the question by saying we're very fond

that

the

of both. Whether or not it is better than Life, we admit
we tremble when we think of the life of an Exchange Editor without
Lampoon. For Lampy (as the paper affectionately calls itself) has a

which says under an article on Hoiv to Disintegrate Mentally;
The Proper Use of Senior Year:
"Come, come, gentle reader! Why not disintegrate? For in Senior

siren voice
or,

year there's nothing quite so soothing as to hear the cracking and snapping
of the moral
article

and the

fibre,

small voice growing

still

one of the principal destroyers of happiness
both,

'tis

pity,

mer

to

say

true

'tis

!

for here

in

our

lives.

The

smaller."

to college

that

is

Alas and alack

We planned all

comes a confession.

when we returned

Sum-

the Janitor carelessly

had completely burned down
But no
My arms are pinioned
by conscience and conventionality (what 'c' 's of trouble they are,

destroyed the June exchanges, or that a
the stronghold in which they were kept.
fast

still

demonstrates convincingly that the possession of a sense of duty

fire

!

aren't they?)

As

a matter of fact, there are very

few good exchanges on hand, and

so here goes for a brief consideration of a few of their most striking

productions.

In the words of

say you never heard of the

my good

Bab Ballads)

friend, "Captain

"My own convenience count
It is my duty and I will."
The
bit in

tense

my

is

mouth,

wrong but
I

Reece" (don't

:

the sentiment

is

as

nil,

and

right,

so,

taking the

started forth sturdily through this troubled sea

began with the Earlhamite.

One

of the

first

things

I

saw was

and

this

"Across the green of the campus,

From heaven's blue arch above.
The voice of a Muse comes stealing
With a sigh of infinite love."
Here

in the

middle of the stream we balked and decided we could not

was rather discouraging. And so (to carry out the horse
simile) we galloped on to the Amherst monthly. We found a very readable
article on the Value of College Acting in Shakespeare, showing a legitigo on.

It
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mate raison
article

an acting drama course at college. Another serious
was The Humanities To-day in the Harvard
liked the position the author took in pleading for the

d'etre for

that pleased us

we

Monthly, and

study of classics as literature in preparatory school rather than the undertaking of them as mental discipline.

Also

Harvard Monthly was

in the

The

short stories of the month.

Tessie, certainly one of the best

plot

somewhat

is

O. Henry's little masterpieces, but the treatment
experienced no sense of imitation.

Of

the verse

distinction,
it

The Prodigal

and we are going

in the

is

similar to one of

very different, and

Williams comes the nearest to real

to give ourselves the pleasure of reprinting

in its entirety.

Once,
I
I

But

I

winter day,

thought, their harmless play,

the things they do

We
I

in the crisp of a

watched the Gods of Fate

watched,

and the things they say

realize too late.

watched them build a
Of ice and snow and

With

castle tall
frost.

traceries along the wall,

Arras and panellings and all,
In proud confusion tossed.

They gave me a key to the castle gate
Of ice and snow and frost
And kindly were the Gods of Fate—
For the castle fair, with its battlements

Was

priceless

I lived in

my

beyond

castle for

Till I tired of ice

great,

all cost.

many

a day,

and snow.

—

met the Gods at play
But the things they do and the things they say
We do not really know.

Till I

They gave me

a key to a squalid place.

By a lake with a festered strand
And they said, "Poor fool you once had
!

Now

we

go and gorge like all your race.
Who gorge till they cannot stand."

grace

Loose Leaves
In terror

From

And

from the squalor

I fled

'

^9

there,

the light of that tarnished day,

back

I fled

to

my

castle fair,

But here I found, to my deep despair.
That my castle was melting away.
Slowly

On

it

sank

like a

huge

ship's ghost

the crest of an ocean swell,

Like the sands that crumble along the coast.

And
It

it

wasn't the sinking that hurt the most,-

only was

zvliy

it fell.

LOOSE LEAVES
EX TEMPORE
^TT^ITH

uneven strides he stumbled up to the platform. "Don't be in
Don't start too soon, and, above all things, be composed."
^*^ He remembered vaguel)', and paused to gaze at his rather languid audience.
He hitched at his cuffs nervously, spread out his fingers as if they were
inclined to adhere to one another, and hunched his shoulders as if about to spring
down into the audience and convince the skeptic at short range. He coughed
slightly.
"Ladies and Gentlemen," he began.
How weak, how watery his voice
sounded! He coughed again. "Don't be self-conscious," he whispered to himself,
and launched into an impassioned plea for the cause of the oppressed. "Speak
to your audience," he suddenly recollected, but added the vague inquiry, "which
one?" The assemblage of people was not a unit, but an aggregation of individuals
bound together by no bond of sympathy. The plea, still impassioned, flowed on,
accompanied by wild gesticulations, while he searched vainly for someone in the
audience to whom he could address himself.
He saw a fond old aimt beaming
with admiration, a bevy of girls giggling behind their fans, an old gentleman visibly bored.
The first two he passed over as impossible, but for a moment he tried
to wake the old man from his lethargy.
Then he passed on, noticed a group of
freshmen sprawled over the rear seats, and at last found his dear, jovial, old proNever was disfessor with a broad smile of earnest appreciation on his face.
tant spring hailed with more delight by a tired wayfarer.
Not for a moment
The assemblage of
did he dream that it might not be a smile of appreciation.
people vanished, and firm in the conviction that he was appreciated, he addressed
himself anew to his audience, to the world, to the firmament, as one grand unity,
existing merely to appreciate him.
So he madly gesticulated on till "snap," came
the cue for his grand conclusion, and off it rolled with the majesty of a masterpiece.
Then with his finger tips over his heart he bowed, and
that was all.
\ I #

*

rapid,

hurrj'.

M.

B.,

igia

ALUMNI DEPARTMENT
Harvard granted the following degrees to Haverf ordians last Spring
D. L. Burgess, '04, A. M. W. T. Boyce, '10, A. M.; H. A. Doak, '09, A.
M.; W. P. Tomlinson, '10, A. M.
R. Townsend, '10, A. M.; W. C.
Greene, ex-'io, A. B. Yale granted degrees to E. F. Jones, '07 and to
;

;

J.

W.

Pennsylvania to H. Burtt, '08 and

Stokes, '09.

F. O. Musser, '08 received a B. D.,

We

H

J. H. Haines, ex-'o8.
from the Philadelphia Divinity School.

mention Dr. Richard's degree elsewhere.

On

Friday evening, September iSth, the Haverf ord Club of Chicago
annual meeting. The following officers were elected for the
ensuing year
President, Clem Wild, '99 Vice-President, Jimmie Fales,
held

its first

;

:

'06; Secretary, Jesse Phillips, '06; Treasurer, Fisher C. Baily, '08.

La

dinner was held at the

The

and after this the meeting was
adjourned to the former Iroquois Theatre. Afterwards the club was the
guest of Mr. Fales at the University Club, claimed to be the finest club in
the world.

Of

the

Clem Wild,

Salle Hotel,

members
attorney for the City Railroad and has his office

'99, is

Bank

in the First National

Building, corner of

Monroe and Dearborn

Streets.

James

He

has his

Fales, '06,
office

Bank Building

at

is

Jesse Phillips, '06,

is

Fisher C. Baily, '08

&

is

in the

Wall
which makes the wall paper

assistant superintendent of the Illinois

Paper Company at 216 East Superior
for Sears, Roebuck & Co.
L. Baily

Company.
Commercial National

assistant attorney for the Illinois Steel

Knapp & Campbell
72 West Adams Street.
with

Street,

connected with the Chicago branch of Joshua

Co., with offices at 223

West Jackson Boulevard.
'83

Mr. and Mrs. William Packer Prentice, of New York, have
announced the engagement of their daughter, Miss Arietta Hope Prentice,
to Stephen Willets Collins.
Mr. Collins is a lawyer with offices at 69
Wall Street, New York, and has been a member of the Haverford Board
of Managers since 1896.
'85

Theodore W. Richards, who is the head of the Department of
Chemistry at Harvard University, was one of the American scholars who
received honorary degrees at the Centenary Celebration of the University
of Christiana, Norway, on September 6, 191 1.

Alumni Department

'3'

'87

Dr.

H. H. Goddard was one of the speakers

at

the

National

Educational Association meeting in San Francisco in July.

'91

D. L. Mekeel has been appointed chief engineer of the Jones &
Laughlin Steel Company, Pittsburgh, Pa.
W. W. Handy is now doing important engineering work for the
Pittsburgh Street Railways, with offices in the Philadelphia Building,
Pittsburgh, Pa.
'92

We

regret to announce that Joseph R.

Wood,

died June 21, 191

1.

'93

—

K. Wright recently recovered from typhoid fever
convalescing in a mountain resort in West Virginia.
Gififord

—has been

'94

W.

J. Strawbridge died on August 13, 191 1, in the Germantown
Hospital following an operation for stomach trouble. Mr. Strawbridge

He was a member of the Markham,
Radnor Hunt Clubs. He has been
connected with the Cramp Shipbuilding Company and for a number of
years was engaged in government work in Manila. He is survived by a
widow, nee Barbara Warden, and an eighteen months old daughter.
was by profession a
the

Germantown

civil

engineer.

Cricket and the

'95

Dr. Joseph S. Evans,

Jr.,

who

is

Professor of Clinical Medicine at

the University of Wisconsin, has taken a residence at 821 State Street,

Madison, Wisconsin.
'96

John Ashby Lester and Miss Margaret Garrigues were married on
June 22, 191 1, at the home of the bride's parents in Haverford. After a
wedding tour through England and Germany they returned and will reside
at the Hill School, where Dr. Lester is professor of English.
Holling'sworth Wood spent August traveling in Europe.

1
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'97

Alfred M. Collins and E. Marshall

Scull, 'oi sailed in August for
do some big game hunting and collect
specimens. They expect to be gone a year and took with them a taxidermist and a natural history expert. They will return by way of India
and Japan.

central Africa,

where they

McCrea

R. C.

will

goes to the University of Pennsylvania this Fall as

Professor of Economics.
'98

The

and dinner of the Class of 1898 were
Those present were: J. H. Haines,
S. Jenks, Jr., S. R. Morgan, S. Rhoads,

thirteenth annual reunion

held at the College on June 17, 191

1.

A. S. Harding, W. C. Janney, J.
M.t)., A. D. Scattergood, F. R. Strawbridge, T. Wistar, Jr.
Dr. W. W. Cadbury and Miss Sara T. Manatt were married
dence, R.

I.,

December

1st.

They

on September 23rd.

will

at

Provi-

return to Canton about

'99

Joseph Morris

is

abroad.

He

expects to spend the winter in Palestine

studying.

A

Arthur Hopkins Lycett, was born to Mr. and Mrs. Edward
Jr., at Ardmore, Pa., on Sunday, August 13, 1.91 1.

son,

H. Lycett,

'00

A

daughter, Sarah Louise, was born on August 31, 191

1,

to

Mr. and

Mrs. H. M. Hallett.

A

son, Isaac Sharpless, Jr.,

Sharpless on September 18, 191

was born

to Dr.

and Mrs. Frederic C.

1.

Walter S. Hinchman was married on June 27, 191 1, at "The Castle,"
Ludlow, England, to Miss Julia Henderson, daughter of Mr. and Mrs.
Richard Henderson. Mr. and Mrs. Hinchman arrived in America on
August 13 and will live at Groton, Mass., where Mr. Hinchman is a
master in Groton School.
F. E. Lutz, is on an expedition in South America for the American
Museum of Natural History in New York of which Mr. Lutz is curator.
'01

Frank
Insurance

S.

Chase

Company

is

agent for the

a special

of Manchester,

Terre Haute, Indiana.

•
.

New

New Hampshire Fire
He is located at

Hampshire.
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'02

A. Lovett Dewees

a practicing physician at Haverford.

is

Miss Jacqueline Pascal Morris and Edward \V\"att Evans were
married on Friday, Septemlier 15, 191 1, at \'illa Nova, Pa. The wedding
was a quiet one owing to the recent death of the groom's brother. Mrs.
Evans was the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Theodore H, Morris.
'08,

William \'. Dennis, Lawrence Burgess, '04, and Morris Longstreth,
were all directors at Camp Megiuiticook, Camden, Maine.

A

Cieorge Baily Trout,

son,

Trout, of Wayne, Pa., on

A

daughter, Jane

May

Spiers,

was born

15, 191

to

Mr. and Mrs. E. Earle

1.

was born August

12

to

Dr. and

Mrs.

A. G. H. Spiers, of \\'ayne. Pa.

We

mention with deep regret the death, on June 26th, of Earnest
F,vaiis.
He was severel}' injured in a train wreck and both when the
rescuers came and when he was in the hospital he insisted that the other
sufferers should be helped first.
When his turn came he was beyond
u'edical skill.

In his

and in his death he was an honor to Haverford.
anmuncctl of Henry L. Baldersti.m and Aliss Cara

life

The engagement

is

Gibbons, of Ardmore.

'03
N(_itice

has been received of the installation of the Rev.

C).

E. Duerr

as minister of the Unitarian Church, at Melrose, Mass.

'04

E. P.

West has

just co.re to Pittsljurgh to take a position in the

Department of the Westinghouse
Company.
Sales

Electric

and

Manufacturing

•05

E. C.

Murray

treasurer of the

is

Nevada Telephone Co npany

of

Jarbridge, Nevada.

A

daughter,

Mary

Irene Ritts, was born last Spring to Mr. and Mrs.

Elias Ritts, of Butler, Pa.

T. S.
first

Downing

has been playing cricket during the

Summer

on the

eleven of the Pittsburgh Field Club.
C. A.

Cambria

Alexander

Steel

is

connected with the Production Department of the

Company, of Johnstown, Pa.
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Arthur T. Lowry and Aliss Isabelle D. Sayres were married at the
Church of the Redeemer, Bryn Mawr, on Saturday, September 16.
Robert Lowry, '05; W. Rossmaessler, '07; J. B. Clement, '08; Alfred
Maule, '99, were ushers, while Hecker Doughten, '06, was best man.
Richard Cary is in thfe. Mathematics Department at Princeton. He
was at Pocono Lake Preserve a great part of the Summer.
Henry W. Doughten recently attended the nine days" international
aeroplane meet at Grant Park, Chicago, with Tom Sopurth, the famous
English aviator, who from thirty-eight competitors won the majority of
the prizes. \\'ith Doughten he broke the world's record for continuous
Doughten could be seen continuously waving to
flight with a passenger.
the onlooking multitude as the cheers followed the two around the oval.
Lindsay, who has been playing on the Cleveland American League
baseball team during the Summer, is a law student at the Luiiversity of
Chicago.

The engagement has been announced of Henry B. Hopper and Miss
Dorothy Kerbaugh Gdodwin.
'07

George H.
connected

now

Wood — recently

recovered from an attack of malaria

as salesman with the

—

is

Sheppard Electric Crane and Hoist

Company, of Pittsburgh, Pa.
Emmett C. Tatnall and Miss Margaret Felton are to be married on
October 12 at St. Mar)'"s Church. Ardmore. They will reside at Haverford after they return from their wedding tour.
Paul Willits Brown was married at the Second Presbyterian Church,
Germantown, on September 20, 191 1, to ]\Iiss Mary Aitken Bradbury,
daughter of Mrs. Samuel Bradbury, Jr.
M. H. March is now with J. K. Dimmick & Co., coal, coke and pig
iron dealers, his address being 141

Milk

Street, Boston,

Mass.

Alexander M. Warner was married on Saturday, October 7th, to
Frances Yardley, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. George F. Craig, of "Thorncroft," Rosemont. Ihe best man was George C. Craig, '07. Among the
ushers were William Rossmassler, '07; Butler Windle, '07; John Nicholson, '07; Howard Shoemaker, '07, and George Kerbaugh, '10.
George C. Craig, of Rosemont, and Miss Olive Minard Kelley, of
Port Jervis, N. Y., were married on July 7, 191 1. Miss Kelley is a
graduate of Bryn

Mawr

College.

Alumni Department
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Harold Evans has gone
Arcade Building.

i35

into the law offices of T.

DeWitt

Citj-ler in

'08

Charles L.

Miller

received

honors

at

the

Penn Law School

last

Spring.

A
A

was born

son. W'inthrop Sargent, 3d,

Sargent,

Jr.,

on

12, 191

J11I3'

to

Mr. and Mrs. \\'inthrop

1.

Gumnicre. 3d, was born, September 3d,
Mrs. Samuel Gummere, of Haverford, Pa.
son, Francis B.

to

Mr. and

'09

Paul
syh'ania

A
Airs.

\

.

Aliller has

Law

School.

entered his

was

son, Isidore Randall Spiers,

Mark H.

last

year at the University of Penn-

Last year he received honors.
Ixirn <in

August 31st

t<i

Mr. and

Wayne.

C. Spiers, at

'10

The wedding

of Harrison Hires and Miss Christine Leland will take

place October 27, 191

1,

in Philadelphia.

The wedding of Miss Mildred Smith and James Whitall took place
on Septemlier 26th at the bride's home in Germantown. Owing to the
recent death of the bride's father the

Walter Palmer

is

wedding was

a very quiet one.

going to the Boston Institute of Tcchmilogy this

Fall as a student.

Willard P. Tomlinson

is

teaching at Lawrenceville School.

Ex-' 10

games held last Summer between )-\ford and
Cambridge, and Yale and Harvard, Philip J. Baker won the mile, thus
In the international

(

winning the meet for England.
John French Wilson and Anna Hoopes Brinton were married at
West Chester Meeting on September 16, 191 1. Among the ushers were
Alfred Roberts,

Edward
\\'.

'10;

Earle Cadbury,

'10;

Nelson Edwards,

'10,

ana

Brinton, ex-'i2.
C.

Greene graduated from

Harvard

(;(;;;

iaiidc

and had the

additional honor of delivering the Latin .Salutatorv at cominenccment.
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THE HAVERFORDIAN
A LEGEND OF PORTSMOUTH HARBOR
HARRY,
GAPTAIN
Howard,

retired officer of the

little

steamer, Alice

which plied between Portsmouth, Newcastle, and
Kittery, had just finished the story of "Point Pull."
We
were rowing home late one night from Portsmouth to Newcastle, and the captain, being in a talkative mood, had
turned the oars over to me.
Portsmouth Harbor is all but cut in two by this narrow little headland, crowned by the remains of some old earthworks dating from

The

Revolutionary times.

outer harbor, about a mile in width, runs

New England
on the strip of land between the two waters
facing westward across the harbor toward Kittery.
Portsmouth lies
out of sight on the inner harbor somewhere behind "Point Pull."
It was a glorious night, without any moon, calm, and warm, while
the lights in all directions sparkled their myriad reflections in the water.
We had just passed the point and I had headed in the general direction
of Newcastle, when Captain Harry, rapping his pipe on the gunwale,
began talking again.
"Son," he said, "have you ever heard of 'Mary's Lamp?' Turn
around; it's that bright one, higher than the rest. You run your course
by it going home a night like this. We count on that light as we do
on sunrise down here. Ship your oars. Son, and listen I think you'll
about four miles, and the typically

parallel to the sea for

village of

Newcastle

lies

;

be interested."
re-tell

And

forthwith he told this quaint old legend which

as nearly as I can

remember

it,

though

I

I

cannot reproduce the

old man's picturesque language.

"You may laugh

at what we sea people believe, and you are welcome
what you want about us, but lots of people vouch for this,
and I'm only telling you what we all say is true. There's the lamp, too,

to think

to bear

"I

me

out.

was brought up

most of us

start that

at

Newcastle

way, and

it's

Around here
The mackerel and cod

in the fishing trade.

a hard

life.

schooners go out here, in the season, and stay out as long as the
weather holds. A storm will send the whole flock of them flying to
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the harbor, and sometimes they're kept inside for a week.

month before we

be a

see

them

again.

They do

their

Then

own

it

may

salting out

No, the work isn't regular,
between
decks,
and
there's
it's
a fish smell which gets
into your bones and can't be lived off in ten j'cars.
A man looking for
good hard work can find it all right on board a Gloucester fisherman
in the cod season.
A lot of us quit sea-going when we get married and
leave that to those that don't mind getting drowned so much.
There's
more money in the outside fishing though, and real men are born
gamblers. We take our chances that's all.
Sometimes we don't come
back, but that's a part of the game.
"This Mary was one of our Newcastle girls and she loved one of
our mackerel fishermen Bart, we called him. He was a big, honest,
light-haired boy, blue eyes, and a duck in the water.
He thought a lot
of Mary and he told her so.
She promised to marry him, and a clean
New England girl's promise is as good as gospel. Of course she understood what the fishing meant; she'd lost two brothers by it, and she
knew that every time she watched the fishermen get under way and
waved her boy out of sight from the dock she maybe wouldn't ever see
him again. It takes courage in a girl to have her lover take chances
like that and not try to hold him back.
"His smack was fast and he was generally the first one back when
the fleet were driven in, and seeing as the bad weather generally lasts
a day or so, he'd anchor in the inner harbor and then row out across the
outer harbor to Newcastle, hugging shore most of the way.
They'd
spend the day together, the two of them, and then he'd leave the morning
after if the weather had gone down enough.
"And then one Saturday when they'd walked across to the outside
beach, he told her that he'd only have to put in one more week fishing,
if the biting was good, and then they could get married, and he'd get
safer work than codding. Mary had been worrying more and more from
trip to trip, and when she realized her boy was only one week off, so to
speak, she just broke down and begged him not to go.
" 'Boy,' she said, 'if you love me you won't go.'
" 'I love you, Girl, right enough.
You're all my world, but I must

and

there,

sell

mean and

out at the end of the season.

stuffy

;

figure to get to

go.

I set a

have

me quit on it?'
" 'I'm not asking

and

I

haven't crossed the bar.

You

wouldn't

you without a reason. I've two brothers lying
out there now; you wouldn't have me mourning for a lover, too, would
you?'

A Legend
" 'Let

but

I feel I

"And

me

go, Girl.

ought

to

of Portsmouth

Lll stay if

go somehow.

Harbor

you want me,
I

—

you'll

if

haven't finished
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my

ask

me

again,

course.'

she put her pretty

little tear-wet cheek against his and whisand God bring you back whole, for a lonely,
heart-sick, little girl will be waiting and watching till she sees your face
and feels your strong arms around her again. God keep you.'
"Then they came back home, and next morning he sailed away,
and she stood on the wharf and waved him out of sight.
"Before he went he told her to look for him the next Saturday,
fair or stormy, and that he would sell his fish that day, and if he was
late getting home, he asked her to put a light in her window to guide him.
"She didn't do much that week but worry, half hoping and half
dreading Saturday's coming. But when it came, her boy's smack came
too, and she watched him tack in out of sight behind Point Pull.
He
sold all his fish by dark and then started in to row back to Newcastle.
"It was sort of squally-looking but he took the chance.
Maybe
you've noticed how the tide eddies near the point some days. Well, when
the wind's blowing it's all pretty mean water for a dory. That night the
sky was getting ready for a blow, and the air was sort of still, the way
He passed the point all right and then started
jt is before a storm.
out straight across the outer harbor to where he could see the lamp
he was looking for. He missed his time calculations I guess, for the
storm caught him. The wind came up awful sudden, and in ten minutes
the waves were running just as high as they ever get round here inside
the bar. It was about the worst storm I can remember, except the one
of Seventy-three. I was only a little duffer, but I can remember going
out to the beach and seeing three of the mackerel boats swamped in

pered

:

'Go, dear heart,

the breakers, trying to find the channel.

The

life-crew called out

able-bodied seamen in the town to help them and

There was big damage done

bodied or not.

at

we

went out,
Kittery and the
all

all

able-

ship-

yards too; piers were washed away and two of the coal-barges broke
loose and

grounded opposite

here.

Mary

stayed out in

it all

on the New-

was too late to expect her boy home that night. Then
she went in and sat up waiting for day.
"She went down to the dock again early in the morning and found
her boy dead on the beach. The first we heard of it was when Mary's
mother came hurrying out to us on the outside beach, saying that Bart
was drowned, that Mary had found him in the Little Cove, that she
was near frantic, and that she had him in her arms and didn't seem to
see any one, and God's will be done, and please someone come help get
castle

dock

till

it
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Mary back

well, we went, two
She was holding him close to her,
kissing his lips, rubbing his hands, calling him love-names, telling him
they were to be married, that she loved him, that she had lit his lamp
and that he wasn't to go out to the fishing any more, ever.
"We got her home, and they put her to bed and she didn't know
anybody for a month, just kept calling for her 'Boy,' and she never
her head was wrong.
did get well
The first day she knew people
again she made her mother put the lamp in the window and when
she was up she did it herself, saying every day that it was Saturday
and Bart was coming home that night. And so it was, every night,
and she used to go down on the docks and wait, and watch the boats
coming around the Point from the town till it was too dark to see, and
then she would go and light her lamp. Every day we used to see her,
and sometimes people would stop and talk to her.
" 'He's coming home to-night,' she'd tell them.
'He just got in
to-day. It's his last trip and he's selling his fish in Portsmouth Market,
and when he's done he's coming home to me, and we're to be married
to-morrow.
He promised me and we're to be married. He'll come

of us, and

and

to the house

we found her

tell

Bart's folks and

there.

;

to-night.'

"Sometimes she told her mother how long the week had been, and
sometimes she complained that her boy didn't come home. 'It seems so
long since I have looked on him. He went only a little less than a week
ago, but
as last

home

it

has seemed ages.

week has

been.

to-night, but

it

I

Mother,

know I'm

I don't believe

has seemed long somehow.

He

years are as long

not patient, especially

when he comes
much older.

I feel so

should have been here an hour ago something must have kept him
something he couldn't help. He promised me and he's coming. Oh,
Mother, you don't know how well he loves me. To-morrow will be
;

Sunday and by noon we will be husband and wife. Oh mother, you
know how happy I am; I don't see how I can be so selfish.'
"But when to-morrow came, it was Saturday too and Mary lit her
lamp again and watched the waters of Portsmouth Harbor till all
Newcastle was fast asleep. Night after night, week after week, and
year after year it was just the same. We about the Harbor got to using
For twenty-two years,
the lamp to steer by because it never failed us.
good weather or bad, it never missed a single night, and then came the
!

don't

storm of Seventy-three.
"That was just about the worst night

The

coast

from Portland

to

this

Cape Cod was

harbor ever had,

I guess.

just covered with wreckage.

A
The wind was
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came roaring across the village and over
and just about swamped everything small in it. The
way Mary took it was pitiful, they say. She just lived through the
agony of that other night. She dressed herself in an old suit of oilskins and three men went down with her to the landing and she stood
northeast and

the outer harbor,

there straining her eyes to see through the dark.

And

then.

Son, a

While they stood there they saw a sort of glow
on the water and when the lightning flashed there was a little dory halffull of water, and a man, tall, with light hair, standing in it, trying to
scull with a single oar, fighting his way against the wind toward shore.
"The men forgot about Mary for a second. They heard her cry,
'Boy! My Boy! I'm coming!' and before they could hold her she was
in the water swimming out to the dory.
She reached it too, and the
man stooped to help her in. He leaned over, and the men on the dock
saw him take Mary in his arms and press his lips on her wet forehead,
saw her arms about his neck, saw it all as plain as could be, and then
boat, man, and woman disappeared.
"They found her next day washed ashore just where the waves had
They're together now.
They
left her boy twenty-two years before.
buried her as Bart's wife in his lot. The folks of Newcastle put up a
That's it,
little sort of a lighthouse too and the lamp's always lit, nights.
that brighter one, a little higher than the others and we all call it Mary's
A. L. B., Jr., '12.
Lamp."
queer thing happened.

;

SIMPLICITY
I languish not for power, glory, fame
For all things howe'er grand are transient still.
While riches and renown lead in their train

Increased responsibilities that

The

An

soul with sadness.

fill

Rather give to

me

humble lodge amid the forest shade.
Where chants the woodland thrush his melody.
And the sylvan stream glides winding through the glade.
Here, far removed from strife and toil and woe,
I live my life, and none mourn when I go.
D. W., '14.

AN AFFAIR
V^^^^^ HE

m

^~\

H

J

affair started quite naturally as

Warburton was

most things do. John
and always had been.

a susceptible mortal

Until freshman year he had had a different girl for every

As a result everyone liked him, and conBut in freshman year he met Claire Ratchell and
well, that is the affair I'm going to tell about.
Claire was about three-fourths through her teens then, and already
had ideas. But in spite of this she was young, gay, and a sport. I had
always known Claire, "like a brother," you know, and so quite naturally
as John's roommate, I pointed him out to her on the substitutes' bench
whenever Claire would accompany me to a football game. Then one
day on the way to the village with John, we passed her in her dog-cart.
John, being susceptible, became quite enthusiastic and assured me that
it devolved on me to introduce him.
So we decided to give a tea; the guests were to be Claire (and anybody else I wanted). The tea occurred and I talked to anybody else

^^^^^^

time and place.

versely.

—

while John talked to Claire.

was

was

The

chief result of these conversations

John to call "real soon." So I took John to call
and, my part being over, John took his cue and assumed the title role.
John called again soon after, and again; and then several times more
with interpolated dances and what not.
By Spring John had managed, among other things, to be invited to
For John was popular as well as susceptible.
Rinsgates' house-party.
his
susceptibility that he was popular that is with
It was, in fact, due to
But, as I said,
girls, for his susceptibility did not extend beyond this sex.
Claire.
coincidence
was
The
John was to go to Rinsgates; and so was
I couldn't go, sad to say, and I was very much grieved when I
subtle.
saw that the fact that I was not to be there didn't seem to concern John
that I

to take

;

a great deal, or Claire either, for that matter.

While John was

He was coming

still

at the house-party,

I

had a

letter

from him.

me, and the message was ostensibly to inform us
when to expect him. But it was one of those letters, written, probably
after a moonlight walk or something like that, when a man's enthusiasm
is

to visit

always high; a time not particularly apt for letter writing (unless the
one who is an adept between the lines). Knowing John,
had but to surmise, effect to cause. So this was the atmosphere I

letter is to
I

expected would be hanging around him when he arrived and
to enter into such a spirit.

I

prepared
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However, the vision that descended from the train two days later
so haggard and woe-begone, that I had to look twice to recognize
my roommate. I heard the whole story inside of the first ten miles of
the drive to our lodge. John's susceptibility had cropped out in a novel
and unprecedented manner. It seems that there had been a girl at the
house-party, one of those anomalies of the sex which are hard to explain
and in the course of events, she had practiced her arts upon John. They
had discussed a very dangerous subject: Claire. John was a willing and
voluble talker on this subject.
The woman by polite innuendo and
ambiguous compliments had convinced John that Claire really meant
nothing to him. At first it had been "What a sweet, pretty thing she
is," and after a few more such lukewarm remarks, she started commenting on Claire's shallowness, both of wit and of feeling, her consummate fickleness and utter insincerity; not in such terms of course,
but with the idea there. And then the crowning blow how sorry she
was for that handsome, dashing West Pointer Claire was engaged to,
"not announced, you know."
"I believed her," John said to me, "and acted like an idiot.
I was
rude to everybody and grouchy, and that's how I came away. I don't
know what to think."
"Oh," I said, "cheer up, John; I know you thought Claire was
just about ideal, but you would have discovered her shortcomings,
was

:

:

sooner or later."

had made up

I

my mind

before he was half through his story to

use this trouble for a lesson in susceptibility.

"You
But

just then

John turned

to

me

I

could not go any further and backed

best

I

could.
his

I

went on

with such an

that

though

So

did not really love her, John."

We

spent a happy

quandary was

When we

still

et

tu,

Brute look

down and comforted him

week together and he

left,

the

quite cheerful,

unsettled.

in the Fall I had a great deal of
ainusement watching John fall into line again.
Claire had plenty of
spirit and pouted for a good while after John had gone back into the
old swing.
But afl^airs soon resumed their even tenor. And that is

returned to college

way the time passed for the next two years. John saw tanenough of Claire and succeeded in confining his susceptibility
to her alone.
At college, he had become quite prominent and was considered a man in every particular but one; and that "particular" was
Claire.
Here he was still a boy. And Claire, too, had been growing.
She had lost none of her vivacity, but innocence had mellowed into intuition, and her natural balance had matured.
about the

talizingly
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I hope that no one has been led to believe that John had no rivals.
For he did have many of them, none dangerous perhaps, but extremely
offensive.
It took him nearly two years to outgrow the idea that I was
among their number. But it was, in fact, in connection with this very
subject of rivals that the next complication arose.
Along about the
spring of our last year at college, long after the brass button illusion had
been dispelled and forgotten, just such an entity appeared, "as sensible
He was a young fellow of the town who had
to feeling as to sight."
gone away and grown up at West Point and who now had three months'
furlough to spend between graduation and active service. It was not
till the end of the first four weeks that John put him down as a dangerous
rival.
John would have thought anyone dangerous, but circumstances
were such this time that I was led to believe the same thing. Claire and
he rode together and walked and talked with suspicious frequency. John
became terribly agitated and Claire acquired an air of coolness almost
brazen. Then John turned sullen and moody and neglected his responsibilities.

I

was

talking to Claire one afternoon and

subject I don't remember.
Claire flared

up immediately

I

was

in

how we

drifted to the

something John had done.
his defense and quite as suddenly stopped
criticising

About this time
was this Claire had
finally realized that she was in love with John and was so frightened
lest her discovery should become public that she had adopted this method
of concealment. Well, she was successful and my sympathies went out
to John; and to her, too. As usual, it was "up to" me to "bridge the
gap," "pour oil," patch things up or whatever you choose to call it.
So I went nobly about my task and used every opportunity I had, to
All of which contrivances were
contrive some impossible situation.
in the

it

middle of a sentence and changed the subject.

be^n

to

dawn on me where

frustrated in one

way or

the trouble lay.

It

:

another.

However, one afternoon I took Claire for a ride in my new machine.
When we were about a mile out of town it occurred to me that this was
So as we were running
a good chance for me to intercede for John.
through a bit of wood, I slowed down and nerved myself to the attempt.
Then all at once I espied a figure in the road ahead, which was unmistakably that of the one person with whom I was so concerned. Claire was
equally surprised and before she recovered her equanimity I had a
chance to lean over and give the carburetor control a little twist so
that, as if

timed to the second,

up with John.

He stammered

we

ran out of gasoline just as

a greeting

and so did

we caught

Claire.

Just as

An Affair
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everything was quite natural

I
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explained that the gasoline had given

out and that there was nothing else for John to do, but to entertain Claire
while

knew

struck out through the

I

woods

lived about a quarter of a mile

to get

away.

fuel

from a man that

I

Neither a camera nor the

could ever have done justice to the two looks of
thrown
reproach that were
at me as I hurried off.
Thankless wretches!
I hopped the stone wall at the side of the road, intending to strike out
But no such luck
in some indefinite direction through the wood.
I
landed in a pile of stones on the other side of the wall and gave my
ankle such a frightful wrench that I could not stir from where I lay.
apparently they
I forgot all about my scheme and the innocent victims
had reciprocated. Of course, I was out of sight and though I could

brush of an

artist

!

;

hear every word they

said, I

kept thinking that the eavesdropping act

of Polonius would have been far more pleasant.
to stifle

my

groans

till

"Fine new machine, he has there,

"Why,

"Oh

Somehow

I

managed

the terrible thing happened.
isn't it," said

John.

yes," said Claire.

what a waste of time,'' thought I. Then followed a silence,
harrowing on one side of the wall as on the other. Something
tells me that all three of us were looking at dififerent things about this
time Clare probably at her feet, John at the wall, and I at the other side
of the wall. Then from woe-begone John, who had probably turned:
!

just as

;

"Claire?"

This was answered with

pitiful vivacity:

"Yes, John."

Then, after a moment of silence, there was a slight shuffle and after
that
Well I guess I must have fainted and groaned and a few

came

on the cushions of the machine,
head stayed in Claire's lap till John,
under my instruction, readjusted the carburetor. And such a to-do
And to this day I have never
as those people made over my ankle
been censured in the least, for the most flagrant bit of eavesdropping
other things, because

I

stretched out by the roadside.

to lying

My

!

I

ever did.

H. F.

Jr., 1912.

STAR DREAMS
Far

purple distance hangs a mist;

in the

Deep

bosom

in its

two

lie

pallid stars,

Adrift within a sea of amethyst.

These love and in the vastness hold their tryst,
As far and faint they hear the grinding worlds:
Far in the purple distance hangs a mist.
Like mortal

Those lovers

man and maiden
fair, so

oft they've kissed

pure, so beautiful,

Adrift within a sea of amethyst.

Here listening hand
They watch the sun
Far

in the

in

hand where pain

is

missed

sink in the saffron sea:

purple distance hangs a mist.

Here wandering naught unlovely
To grate against the symphony of

is

enticed

love,

Adrift within a sea of amethyst.

Yet now to sing Love's threnody they list.
While the old, old stars sigh out Love's aftermath.
Far in the purple distance hangs a mist
Adrift within a sea of amethyst.

D. W.,

'14.

"WHISTLER'S MOTHER"

XHAVE

had a picture of Whistler's Mother hanging above
Every day when I get
up I see it, and every evening when I finish my work, I
take leave of it knowing that it will be there in the morning
There is a Rembrandt by the door, a heavy
to greet me.
man with the bluff strength of bitter experience and victory in his
features, all drawn with a master's stroke. But when I am lonely, when
it is quiet and I want company, I never go to the Rembrandt, nor the
Arch of Tiberius by the window, nor the Lago di Garda by the piano,
with all its host of memories. I turn out all the lights but one over
Whistler's Mother and sit down before her. I never had a grandmother
that I can remember; she died when I was a little fellow, but she must
have been like this beautifully sweet old lady.
I am sure she must
have been.
There are years of suffering in this face before me. The big wistful
eyes are dreaming of earlier days, of friends long since dead, of children
now grown men and women, of happenings too far back for anyone
She alone is left of all her circle of friends she
else to remember.
has lived and suiYered in a different generation from ours, and no one
now can offer her a friendship to take the place of those which she has
lost one by one.
We must approach her reverently and remember that
her world is a world of memories, a world full of sorrow and sadness,
a world of her own into which we cannot enter. We may speak to her,
but her voice alone will answer us, for her heart is hid so '-ewhere

my

desk for a Httle over a year.

;

back

God

in the past.

forbid that we, with our rough, unsympathetic

natures, should violate the sanctity of her sufferings by the thoughtless-

ness of idle curiosity.

be.

She is all that I imagine a
She is beautiful, slenderly

real old-fashioned
built,

head, with her gray hair parted, and brushed

her face, bears a
shoulders.

There

little
is

grandmother should

down over

the sides of

white cap with delicate lace strings loose on her

more

lace

around her

wrists, but, otherwise, she

black, her slippered feet resting on a hassock before her.
knitting, but her

Her

neatly and quaintly clad.

hands are now clasped

in

her lap where

lies

is

in

She has been
the

work

for

the while forgotten.
I

look at the neglected knitting and

willy-nilly, to

her face again to ask

why

my

eyes are turned at once,

she has forgotten, and

I

see

•
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again that far-away look which has

left

the present behind and goes

back, back, into the past, her past, of which

we know

not.

But why is it we want to know her ? Why do I want to call her my
grandmother ? Why is it that I should like to have her hands on my head
in benediction and hear her say: "Go forth, my son, into the world,
and whatever of sorrow befall you, meet it bravely, and live for the
good that is to come." (That is what she would say
if she would
but speak.)
I think this is why.
I see in her face the lines of a life
of disappointment, and I see in her eyes sorrow, the loss of all she
loved of this world, yet, in those eyes on the verge of tears, and on
those trembling lips there is a supreme sweetness, that the angels know,
which is a part and product of her life. It is strange that suffering,
disappointment, heart-break, and agony of soul should make such sweet
natures, as sweet as hers, while selfishness is the product of love and
sacrifice.

There

is

another virtue in her face.

I

mean

the

woman

of her,

She is human, real. The beauty of her age tells us she
was young once, and that she has loved as only a good and pure woman
can.
She knew once the joy of living in God's open with everything
and then came sorrow, and the tragedy that the sorrow might
good
not the saint.

not have been

You may
seem
will

if

but

your horizon, and

that she understands.

of which she has tasted

cannot read what.
in the light

Ah

!

if

of her countenance you

we could but know

the cup

1

Oh, thou mother of

What

I

go to her with your fears and your petty troubles which

to blot out

know

only she

my

mother,

tell

me

:

what are the

me?

secrets of

Put your
hands on my head and tell me what it is to love with your whole heart
and soul, to lose all in life, to drink deep of life's bitterest cup, to know
pain as you have known it and to come out of the Valley of the Shadow
of Death with naught but gentleness in your torn heart? Who is thy God?
Tell me that I may have the courage you have had, that I may drink
my cup of sorrow too. Tell me, thou mother of my mother, for you have
A. L. B., Jr., '12.
seen, and felt, and you know.
Life?

of happiness or sorrow

lies

in

store for

SOME RURAL REMINISCENCES

XWAS

getting desperate!

I

when you

or more, and

had been out of work for
are

all

a

week

alone in a God-forsaken

country like central Kansas, far from

home and

friends,

had only two
weeks more to my vacation and I determined to stick them
out if I had to pay board. But everywhere in my farm-to-farm search I
met with the same response "Bring us some rain and we'll give you all the
work you want." Which statement did not tend to encourage me, for in
Kansas no one prophesies rain except fools and newcomers. But one
Sunday afternoon I ran across one farmer who seemed a little better
it

is

not an altogether pleasant situation.

I

:

disposed than the

rest.

Whether

it

was

that he

was

virtuous that Sunday, or whether he took pity on

ance in

my

patched overall

suit,

with

my

feeling particularly

my

forlorn appear-

wordly belongings thrown over

I know not
but at any rate he took me in
and said he would see what the folks thought about it. The
folks proved to be his wife and daughter; and after they had all looked
me over, asking some rather irrelevant questions, and holding a whispered consultation, "Old Man Cox" (as he was called in the neighborhood) decided to hire me for the two weeks.
And so for two weeks I became a member of the Cox family, and an
interesting family it was. The nominal head. Old Jimmy, was a weazened
little man of some three score years, with long beard, wrinkled face,
and deep sunken eyes. He had the local reputation of being miserly,
and all my experiences with him bore this out. He even got me to
shingle his hair one Sunday morning.
He allowed I could do it "as
good as the barber and save him a quarter." I have since been kicking
myself for not collecting that quarter when I settled up with him.
I called him the nominal head, for his wife, Emmy, was really the
head of the house, and "Pa" never did anything without secretly consulting her, though to all outward appearances seeming to decide for
himself. In fact, it was the old story of the two horses and the hundred
chickens over again. She was short like her husband, but stout, verging
on the corpulent and to see the agility with which she moved her avoirdupois was astonishing.
But the crowning glory of the house was the only daughter, Minnie.
However miserly the father may have appeared to the outside world,
he made up for it by lavishing his substance on her. As if in proof
of this, on the first day of my stay, he showed me over the house, pointing
"See that davenport? I give a
out various things as he went along.
hundred dollars for it so my daughter Minnie (he always spoke of her
as my daughter Minnie) could have it in the parlor when young people

my

shoulder in a burlap bag,

the house

;

;
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come

to see her.

for

and

it

it

cost

Yes,

me

I

Montgomery, Ward
all."

& Company
And then again,

daughter Minnie.

Three hundred

sent off to

a hundred dollars, freight and

"That there pianny

got for

I

my

Then I got her
Then he took me

dollars that cost me.

a pianny-teacher and

play right smart."

out and showed

panse of his farm

—a

me

now

she can

the broad ex-

half-section of as fertile land as there

is

in that

And, as for a final "clincher," he said, "Wall, who
ever gets my daughter Minnie gets this half-section and the pianny."
No wonder the fellows made a bet, when they heard I was at "Old Man
Cox's," that if I stayed there one week I would stay on indefinitely.
But if the father was prodigal in his gifts to his daughter the same could
not be said of Nature. Minnie's figure was shapeless, her mouth was large,
her nose decidedly retrousse and her hair like frayed hemp. In addition
her baby blue eyes smiled at you in a sentimental way. And now, perhaps you can understand why the fellows didn't win their bets. For I
must confess that be a woman ever so good sewer, housekeeper, and
cook and Minnie was all of these, if she has no aesthetic charms
part of the State.

—

—

either physical or mental, she loses

The evening chores

finished,

all

attractiveness for me.

and supper through, Old

Man Cox would

room, and after making himself comfortable by taking
off his shoes and stockings, would fall asleep over the weekly paper.
retire to the front

When

the supper dishes were cleaned up the

"Ma"

in too.

apparel,

likewise

making

women

folks would

come

herself comfortable by the removal of foot

would rock vigorously back and forth

in

an old rocker

—one of

the squeaky kind that protested loudly with every lurch at the excessive

Minnie would sit down at the "pianny"
it was forced to carry.
and play the latest ragtime accompanied by a high-pitched nerve-racking
Evidently, this was for my benefit. For it always elicited from
voice.
load

"Ma"

the interrogation, "Don't she play smart-like?"

was retiring time and Ma would announce
you don't get to bed you know you won't
want to get up in the morning to milk them cows." And "Pa", awakened
from his nap, would get down the huge family Bible and read a chapter,
and then in truly Presbyterian fashion, the whole family including the
dog joined in singing a psalm. Pa's deep nasal tones, Minnie's high
pitched voice, Emmy's shrill falsetto and the dog's deep throated whines
blended into a -weird chant that suggested some mourning-scene in an
Along about

in decided tones,

eight-thirty

"Now,

Pa,

if

Indian village.

So the two weeks passed once more I am back in God's own counand far off in Kansas Minnie probably charms a more appreciative
;

try,

lover.

J.

A. C,

'12.

EDITORIAL
The Union.
T

HAVERFORD

we

believe in a student

community rather

Although many of us should
like a closer connection of congenial spirits, the saner minds
agree that, though begun as a social institution, the popular
fraternity would become a political and athletic power.
than a group of fraternities.

In a small college this would

ment.

The men admitted

mean

to the

the disintegration of student govern-

popular "frat" in Freshman years would

probably control college politics to the exclusion of

do not appear in the first year. Our one great
made possible by the Haverford Union.

ities
is

The Union

is

men whose

qual-

all-inclusive fraternity

primarily a clubhouse, a meeting-place, a homelike

house for recreation. In the living room are chess and checker tables;
Among these
it is supplied with magazines not in the College Library.
are The Graphic, L' Illustration and The Haverfordian exchanges of

which there are many and varied. Three or four daily newspapers are
placed on the racks early every morning. The billiard room is usually
crowded.
Haverford is peculiarly fortunate in its library. There is a charm
in its quaint arches, in its darkened beams against walls of white, that
touches one with the mellowing influence of antiquity. Its shelves are
a wealth to the student, its garden outlook is a never-failing delight.
There are men, nevertheless, whom the library does not reach, men who
They will not read here because
visit it only when necessity demands.
the accommodations are not adapted to comfort the rooms in the dormi;

tories

are too often

men

hence these

The Union
read

—and

subject to

friendly though

disturbing invasions

read nothing except Life or an occasional required novel.

plans to satisfy a want by furnishing a

room

which

to

According

to

in

be comfortably lazy.

This room

is

directly opposite the reception room.

the architect's plans the projecting cases will form small alcoves, where

a

man may

read undisturbed.

selected.

They

Library.

We

will

The books have

not yet been definitely

be not entirely duplicates of books in the College

think that

if

the choice

wishes of the undergraduate members,

is
it

in

any way dependent upon the

should be guided by standards

taste.
It will be much better to have a few
books bound to correspond to the furniture and to the building than
They should be books that will
to have many books cheaply bound.
be in demand, chiefly fiction, with a sprinkling of poetry and essays,

of permanence and good
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books that a man would read at home. We also believe that it would
be a good idea to have, in addition, a small branch of a circulating library,
the selection of which should be supervised by the House Committee
of the Union.
This branch library could furnish good popular fiction
which would be read by many who would otherwise read nothing, and

same time would not involve the purchase of books in editions
would not stand the wear of time.
This winter, the Union will give several entertainments and informal

at the

that

men who

are leaders in their lines of work. In order to make
worth while to invite our talented friends to give us their time, we
must see to it that all the members are present who are within a radius
of ten miles or more.
It will be remembered that Mr. Bispham and
Mrs. Spiers gave a concert last year for the benefit of the Union. We
hope that Richard Warren Barratt will speak here in the near future.
The Union gave its first entertainment of the Winter on November first
with a large attendance. Refreshments were served according to a custom

by

talks
it

—

inaugurated this year and to continue in the future.

By

the kindness of

Mr. Alfred Percival Smith, who has so often

we are to have a
who do not play the

expressed his love for Haverford in material ways,
piano-player in the Union.

This will enable those

piano by the old-fashioned method, to enjoy music whenever they

Yet here we would interpose a word of caution.

man who can
man who uses

not intended to interfere with the
ance.

On

the other hand, the

monopolize either

The

or Alumni.

in the

There

are,

its

is

assist-

the player should not

other frequenters of the Union.

all

Union

If,

however, a

In conclusion

not required of Haverford Students

is

undoubtedly, those

which they cannot indulge.

for himself.
'

or the ears of

play without

records are destructible and should be handled carefully.

Membership
in

it

will.

The piano-player

we would

That

man

is

who

think that this

is

a luxury

a matter for every one to decide

Union we want him to join.
all members of the
building should be members of

uses the

say that in our opinion

Clubs and Editorial Staffs using this
We except only the Y. M. C. A., which should not be thus
restricted.
We hope that this year will be a prosperous one for the
Union, and that as time goes on it will become an indispensable element
the Union.

in

our college

—and then

life.

We

invite those

who

are not

members

to

come

to see

to ask for a card of membership.
announce with pleasure the election to the Board of Editors of
Douglas Waples, '14.
We also announce the resignation of Charles H. Crosman as Assistant Manager and the election of Roland S. Philips as his successor.

us

We

— —

:

—

;

EXCHANGES
A

flicker slight, a ray of light,

A
A

trifling, glistening

twinkling

To

beam

glimmer,

that ever seems

dim, to flash, to shimmer.

Now brighter grows
No more a firefly's

and lustrous glows
flitter

But from the flare is born a glare.
And from the spark a glitter.
It flames,

More

A

it

blazes, dazzles, dazes,

garish than the highest noon

roar, a blast,

And

—and

all is

past

blackest blackness reigns alone.

is the way a Junior describes The Limited at Night in the
Monthly.
Amherst
There is a "glitter" of the Campbell's Soup school
of verse about it, but there is more distinctly a "spark" of the real

This

The same may be

said of the editorial in the same magazine.
and might easily be passed over as trite. How frequently we refrain from saying the very things that should be said,
Seldom have I seen a truer
because of this same commonplaceness
statement about an undergraduate condition than the following:
"Most fellows coming to college seem to feel they must compromise
somewhat.
Many Freshmen do things that go against their
finer natures because they think that thereby they are becoming men in
the sight of the world."
We ourselves haven't quite decided whether
it isn't best to yield gracefully on the little things so as to be strong
for the big ones. But each for himself and certainly the observation is
thing.

It is really excellent

!

.

.

.

stimulating.

Speaking of morality
speaking about, but

"speaking of"; so

it

let's

morality at college, the

who, with
life.

at college

(that wasn't exactly

Lampoon

retaliates

insufficient data, generalize

The medium

is

very cleverly upon the

verse and the stanza

"Then with haste conceal your

we

quote

is

the most amusing

claret

lemonade

put your glass of grape juice in the shade

Beware

the

omen

men

on the fastness of undergraduate

of the three

And

what we were

always gives an appearance of continuity to say
clear our throats and start again!) speaking of

of his fatal stare!
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You'll become an illustration

For some western publication

Of

collegiate dissipation

So, beware!"

Comparatively few exchanges have appeared

time to be read

in

Of those available, certainly The Mount Holyoke
appealed to us as much as any.
The Secret of the Desert held our
attention from start to finish and the same may be said of the Girl
Who Grew Up Backwards. The former is very strong with little trace
of amateurishness and we appreciated the certainty of touch that knew
before going to press.

what

and what to leave

to say

to the imagination of the reader.

The

Confession of a Genius in the Gonsaza is written by an alumnus and
sounds so. It is one of the best things of its kind we have seen since
the Priest in the Williams last year.

but in a story of this kind

it is

The

influence of

necessary that

it

Poe

should be.

is

discernible

An

essay on

Oliver Goldsmith in the same magazine gave the effect of being pains-

We

taking.

know

the

Oliver was the victim

author has read his source-books thoroughly;
ourselves pounced upon to put through the

v^'e

tortures of the high-school graduation-essay inquisition.

We

have an idea that the Easy Chair in the University of Virginia
to be subtly amusing, as any Easy Chair department ought
Certain it is that he expended a considerable amount of gray
to be.
matter in its composition and he has achieved an occasional sparkle of

was intended

(One

wit.

doesn't write ''fortified the fortifications firmly with forty-

five scents of

moment or two of conBut he has loaded down his work with digres-

tobacchanalian revels," without a

scious application!).

sions, amusing enough in themselves, and has allowed the main idea to
become so involved in a fog of interjectory phrases that any pleasure

his cleverness

might have given,

take about one-half a page;
as

when

worth

is

we had

lost.

at the long distance telephone,

at a time.

The

last

The majority

of the sentences

to divide these into four parts and,

have the pleasure of a quarter's

fourth of the sentence that boasts the allitera-

tion in "f," reads
".

.

.

still

the sine qua non of the Easy

Chair, that without

no more than 'taint' without its 't,' whether
money or cake at Commons, now mind we don't mean tainted cake in
In other words cake at Commons most
the sense that it 'tis, for 'taint.
often ain't." We wonder if you are as hopelessly lost in this labyrinth
of "tises" and "taints" as we are.
which the Easy Chair

is

;

;

Exchanges

We

154

But no such romance
For next on our notes made on reading through the list of exchanges, was Daedalus and Icarus, Our First
Aviators. At any rate, we can make out what is meant without difficulty
and it is fairly amusing in a smarty sort of way. Its style is perhaps
best shown by this quotation if you like it, there is more of the same
hoped

have an Ariadne

to

an Exchange Editor

like that for

to lead us out.

!

;

kind of thing

in the Trinity

Archive.

was a Greek, not one of those moderns
Island
and say "Kal-ee-mer-rah" for "Good
Coney
that
of
old
timers
who lived in Athens not Athens,
those
day," but one

"Our
sell

old friend Daedalus

bananas

at

—

Georgia, nor Athens,

Ohio, but

Athens,

the original

eastern coast of Greece over where Paul

made

a

little

have almost forgotten Mr. Daedalus's address, but
215 Fifth Avenue, just as you turn the corner to go
Tower. He is put down in the World's Almanac as
builder;

all

orders

A Romance
wholesome

as

in

a Health Resort

As

sounds.

it

been "a reason"

;

soon as received.'

filled as

in

I

on the

situated

one time.

talk

think

to the

Metropolitan

'architect, sculptor,

"

the

same magazine

not so

is

in other health products, there should

but we're not sure that there was one here.

every card in the novelist's pack

is

I

was No.

it

turned up,

—the

letter,

have

Nearly

the dialogue,

the telephone scene, the misunderstanding, the frequently occurring asterisks.
is

There

is

a rather freakish situation of a house party where no one

to speak afterv/ards, unless re-introduced formally, as

it

is

given out

crowd is of doubtful social standing.
the Amherst brought in the melodramatic element
If it had been called The Cheat's Conversion, it

that one person in the

The Failure

in

with a vengeance.

would have been dramatized promptly for the "ten-twent-thirt"

The

following quotation

story has

is

perhaps a

unfair,

Why

must

We

observe.' "

I

Darney, Junior, better

if

Harry Graham

in his Misrepresentative

Be

its

and villains always
ourselves would have liked John
stern parents

he had shown a

more of that modern
Cry of the Elders

little

gives us so cleverly in the

Women:

indulgent to the author of your being

Never show him the contempt that you must
Treat him tolerantly, rather.
Since a

worst.

breaking into a dry, mirthless laugh, 'my son,

break into a dry, mirthless laugh?

you've landed,

circuits.

however, for the

some good points and we have seized upon one of

" 'Well,' said he, his sneer

spirit that

little

man who

is

your father

Can't be wholly imbecile.

feel

ALUMNI DEPARTMENT
On

nth

Randolph Hotel, Oxford, EngHaverford dinner on foreign soil. There were
present eleven Haverfordians under the able chairmanship of Frank
H. Taylor, '76 seven Alumni and four Professors or ex-Professors,
Clarence G. Hoag, '94 Eldon R. Ross, '97 A. Bryne, '09 E. P. Allinson, '10; C. D. Morley, '10; W. L. G. Williams, '10; J. Rendel Harris,
Dr. Frank Morley, Professor Albert E. Hancock, W. H. Jackson.
Everyone made a speech. Bryne came especially from Paris to be presThe dinner was a pronounced success and the prevailing subject
ent.
was Haverford, the common tie that binds her sons together.
It is hoped that this meeting of Haverfordians Overseas will become
an annual event and that all Haverfordians who expect to be in England
in June, 1912, will kindly communicate with C. D. Morley, New College,
Oxford.
July

there took place at the

land, the first official

—

;

;

;

The Opening of

the Chemistry Building.

The following were among the Alumni present
new Chemical Building, October 25th

at the

formal open-

ing of the

Henry Cope, '69
C. Cresson Wistar, '65
William L. Baily, '83; A. Percival Smith, '84;
'86; Frederick H. Strawbridge, '87; James M.

Dr. James Tyson, '60

Howard Comfort,
Horace E.

;

;

'yo;

Smith,

Stokes, '04.

The

building

in the thirty-one

ford.

is

a tribute to the splendid

years of his

The Haverfordian

work

work done by Doctor Hall
Haver-

as Professor of Chemistry at

congratulates Doctor Hall on his success and

extends to him best wishes for the future.

The following Haverfordians attended the October Conference at
Lake Mohonk on the "Indians and Other Dependent Peoples" Albert
K. Smiley, 1849, at whose invitation the conference is held; Edward M.
Wistar, 1872; Daniel Smiley, 1878; George Vaux, Jr., 1884, and Jonathan
M. Steere, 1890. Mr. Vaux also attended the meeting of the Board of
United States Indian Commissioners, of which he is a member, and which
was in session at the time of the conference.
:

'56

We
14, 1911.

regret to announce the death of

B.

W.

Beesley, on October

I
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On

September 2d, at the unveiling of the statue to Baron Steuben in
Berlin, Doctor Henry Wood was presented to the Emperor of Germany.
His Majesty was very gracious, talking with Doctor Wood for fifteen
minutes and thus giving him an opportunity of thanking the emperor
for the Order of the Red Eagle which he received last year.
'72

The Houghton Mifflin Company has recently published Democracy
and Poetry by Dr. Francis Barton Gummere. The book contains the
N. W. Harris lectures delivered by Doctor Gummere last spring.
'76

Brown

Prof. Francis G. Allinson, of
in

at

University, delivered a lecture

Boston on Saturday, October 14, on Culture, The Ideal of the College,
the annual meeting of the New England Association of College and

Preparatory Schools.
'82

Macmillan and Company have published, in their Bible for
and School, The Book of Job, edited by George A. Barton.

Home

'84

Charlton Yarnall has published the correspondence of his father,
Ellis Yarnall,

with Lord Coleridge.

The

title

of the book

is

Forty Years

Mr. Ellis Yarnall was not a graduate of Haverford
of Friendship.
College, but many of the letters were written from his residence on the
Haverford Campus.

The book

is

published by Macmillan and Company.
'85

and Company, London, have recently published The
Quakers in the American Colonics, by Rufus M. Jones, assisted by
Isaac Sharpless and Amelia Mott Gummere. The chapter on the Quakers
in Pennsylvania was written by President Sharpless, and that on the
Quakers in New Jersey, by Mrs. Gummere.
RTacmillan

'90

W.

P.

Simpson has resigned the Vice-Presidency of the Haverford

Union.
'91

We regret to announce the death of John Stokes Morris on September 30, 191 1. Mr. Morris had been Professor of Mathematics in the
Central High School of Philadelphia for about fifteen years.

:
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'93

Francis B. Reeves

Blankenburg campaign

M.

Longstreth,

is

Chainnan of the Finance Committee of the

in Philadelphia.

On

the committee

is

also

William

'72.

'94

Professor

W. W.

Comfort, of Cornell, had an essay on "The Sara-

cens in Christian Poetry," in the Dublin Rcviezv for July, 191

1.

'98

On Monday,

October

30,

a banquet

was given by the Students,

Faculty and Alumni of the University of Pennsylvania to Dr.

W. W.

Cadbury, Professor of Medicine and Pathology in the University Medical School, Canton, China.
Doctor Cadbury is now home on a short
furlough.
Mr. William T. Ellis, the author, was one of the other
speakers.
'99

Royal

J.

Davis will deliver a series of lectures at

New York

Uni-

versity this winter.

1900
Capt. James Addison Logan, U. S. A.,

who

spent last year at the

French Cavalry School in Paris, is now the commissary in charge of
feeding the troops at Panama, some thirty-five thousand men.
'02

Edward W. Evans has
Haverfordian Union. John L.

resigned his position as secretary of the
Scull, ex-'o5,

has been elected in his stead.

Ex-'o2
Percival Nicholson, M.D.. has invented a new sphygmometer, for
measuring blood pressure.
'03

At a meeting of
officers

the class of 1903, on

Akunni Day, the following

were elected

President, Dr.

J.

Kent Worthington.

Vice-President, C. R. Cornman.

Secretary-Treasurer, H. J. Cadbury.
Arthur J. Phillips was married at Worcester, Massachusetts, on
Monday, October i6th, to Miss Claudia Mathilda Hedlund, daughter of
Mr. and Mrs. Erick John Hedlund.
James B. Drinker is one of four men who have incorporated the
Mercer Rubber Company of Pennsylvania. This company will sell the
product of the Mercer Rubber Company of Hamilton Square, N. J. Mr.
Drinker is with the Pittsburgh branch, with offices at 222 Penn Avenue,
Pittsburgh.

—
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Though news of R. T. Simkin is very slow in reaching this country,
have
some information about the part he played in a local rebellion in
we
province
of Sz-chivan before the outbreak of the present revolution.
the
Chengtu, the city to which his mission had been sent for protection against
was attacked. Mrs. Simkin and the other missionaries were
removed to a walled town, but Mr. Simkin refused to leave Chengtu.
As communications with that city have been cut off, nothing further has
been heard of Mr. Simkin, but the troubles are known to have subsided.
C. V. Hodgson, of the Coast and Geodetic Survey, who returned
from the Philippines last March, was sent by the Department to Alaska
during the summer and now has some stations in Texas and Louisiana.
the riots,

EXTRACT FROM A LETTER OF
"Asama Yama

DR. MORRIS.

'04

about seven or eight miles from Karuizawa, is a little over
an active volcano. It is one of the things to "do" at Karuizawa. We left Karuizawa about 9.30 P. M. and had a fine walk to the Rest i-louse
We arrived at the top a few minutes after 4 A. M.,
at the foot of the mountain.
Our party consisted
as the first faint glow of the sunrise appeared in the East.
8,000 feet high, and

is

is

of the Rev. Mr. Nelson, Mr. Urban, Rev. Mr. Chapman, Rev. Herbert Lloyd,
nephew of Bishop Lloyd, a Mr. Willis and myself. There were six other foreigners
up there and a large number of Japanese. We had two guides who carried our
The view of the crater was well worth climbing to the top
refreshments, etc.
for
it was a cup about 600 feet deep, and appeared to be a quarter of a mile
across the bottom, which was filled with a pasty colored mass of red and black
stuff, with here and there large holes out of which fire was blowing, making a
a good deal of roar. Our party sat down near a large rock to be sheltered from
the cold wind, and the other parties were not far from us, when, the roar increas;

and seeing others going to the crater to look into it, I followed. When I
was within about fifteen yards of the edge a tremendous roar came from the
volcano and what I then saw I am sure I shall remember until my dying day
a mass of fire and smoke, with black, red and white-hot stuff; and in a few
seconds I was surrounded on every side with a thick hail of stones, red-hot and
white-hot, of all sizes from a small nut to larger than a man's head, falling into
the sand by me as I ran, with a sickening sizzling sound, or bounding by me
down the mountain; one stone as large as a cannon ball grazed my thigh. Escape
seemed almost hopeless no matter how fast I ran. It was probably but a few
seconds, though it seemed an age, before the stones ceased falling; everything
seemed to have blown out at once. When the fall stopped we began collecting
ourselves, and I found Mr. Willis quite near me and soon found Mr. Chapman
and then Mr. Urban further down the mountain, all safe, only Mr. Urban's ankle
had been hurt. We then went up the mountain to see if many others had been
injured. I was called to a Japanese, who was lying in a little hollow; his clothes
had been on fire he had a cut in his neck and his skull was fractured, he was
unconscious. I could do nothing for him. Mr. Lloyd and Mr. Nelson then called
me from further up. Mr. Lloyd had been struck in the back. Mr. Nelson was
ing,

;
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unhurt but suffering from the shock. They called me to look after a Mr. Hail
(a Presbyterian missionary) who was badly injured; his left leg crushed and
his right leg broken.
We got three coolies and lifted him a short distance, meanwhile sending I\Ir. Willis to hurry down the mountain for help. He ran all the
way (nine miles) to Karuizawa. IMeanwhile most of the injured Japanese had
been carried away by their friends, and we sent Mr. Nelson down to hurry aid up.
We had carried Mr. Hail about loo yards down the side of the hill, and it was
very hard to do so, he being a large man of i8o to 190 pounds weight, and there
were only Mr. Nelson and three coolies and myself able, as Mr. Lloyd's back
had been hurt. Mr. Nelson then went on down and we sent the coolies off, so
that Mr. Lloyd and I were left alone with Mr. Hail.
We staid and waited, when
suddenly the volcano blew out again, and we saw immense stones shooting into
the air and falling down towards us; some landed above us and bounced toward
us, but providentially stopped before they reached us; one about a foot in diameter
stopped within ten yards of us.
We were practically paralyzed and could not
move. In about an hour after this our coolies returned, and we lost no time
in moving Mr. Hail further down into what was called the old crater, about 200
yards below the new crater. The sun was very hot and all we had to hold over
Mr. Hail was Mr. Lloyd's hat; mine had been lost. Mr. Hail was very weak,
although he had not lost much blood, except when we carried him, as I had a
tourniquet around his leg, with a stick to keep it tight, but the high altitude, combined with the shock from all the pain he was enduring, was very hard on him.
On the other side of the ridge, which helps to form the old crater, Mr. Lloyd found
two other men who had been in Mr. Hail's party; a Presbyterian clergyman,
Rev. Mr. Detwiler, his leg quite badly hurt though not broken the other, a Mr.
Hoekje, of the Dutch Reformed Church, with a nasty cut on his head. Him Mr.
Lloyd sent on down the mountain, as we would stay with Mr. Detwiler. We
then moved Mr. Hail further along over the bridge to where Mr. Detwiler was,
and put them close to each other. We had an umbrella over Mr. Detwiler and a
piece of straw matting over Mr. Hail, to keep off the sun, which was exceedingly
Mr. Lloyd had his own hat and I had a handkerchief tied around my head.
hot.
After we got them fixed there, two of the coolies went up to the top again to
see if anybody was there, and one of them found my hat, for which I was very
We also found a lunch basket,
grateful, as it was a broad-brimmed white felt.
which Mr. Hail's party had left in the old crater on their way up. It contained
some eatables and some water, which were very acceptable to Messrs. Hail and
Detwiler.
While we were waiting here another eruption occurred, but we were
quite safe out of the way. About half-past ten we decided to move the two over
further down along the path, so by tedious carryings we got them about 150 yards
further by a little after eleven.
You cannot imagine how long those six hours
had seemed. By this time the sky had clouded over so that we were much more
;

down so that we could no longer
any help was coming, and Mr. Lloyd began to feel so sick from the injury
to his back that I thought he had better leave me and get down the mountain
as soon as he could. Mr. Hail was too weak now to be moved without great risk,
and I thought he could not survive much longer, so Mr. Lloyd left me alone with
Mr. Hail, and the coolies took Mr. Detwiler down this was about half-past eleven.
Mr. Hail then got rapidly worse and died at twenty minutes before twelve. In
comfortable, but after awhile the clouds settled
see

if

;

;
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about half an hour after this a coolie brought a note saying that help was followThe clouds were thick, and I
ing him, and then I started down the mountain.
lost my way, but after wandering perhaps two or three miles out of the way, I
reached the Rest House at the foot of the mountains. There being on'.y Japanese
I could not learn much, but later found that a rescue party, with two doctors,
had started up and must have passed me on the mountain they met Mr. Detwiler,

there,

;

and one doctor came back with him, while the other, with a litter, went on and
brought Mr. Hail down. I reached Karuizawa at a quarter to six, footsore and
weary, as you may imagine, having had no sleep and only some hard boiled eggs
and crackers while on the mountain."
Three delegations of Japanese from the town, the goxernor of the prefect
and the chief of police called on as many successive afternoons to show their
appreciation of Dr. Morris' services.

In a letter to a friend, dated August

29,

igir.

Dr. Morris writes of Mr. Hail

as follows

was privileged to be present at the heroic close
him hour by hour, high up on the mountainside, as his life was slowly going, although I knew he was in excrutiating pain,
never a word of complaint passed his lips, never a sign that he was suffering so;
all was borne in patience and I knew that he must indeed have lived a strong true
life and that he had fought the good fight.
Everyone who knew him said he had
been a splendid man, and I foimd of what stuff he was made when I saw the
other members of his family and realized where the strength came from which
upheld them and him as he lay dving."
"Just two weeks ago to-day

to a strong

man's

life,

and as

I

I

sat with

'05

Arthur H. Hopkins, M.

removed

D., has

1804 Pine

his offices to

Street, Philadelphia.

'06
J-

A. Stratton

building the

new

is

member

a

of the firm of BalKno'er

&

Co., that

is

infirmary.
'07

Emmet

R. Tatnall was married on October 12th to Miss Margaret

Felton, of Haverford.

Among

the ushers

was William R. Rossmassler,

'07.

Harold Evans for-red a partnership, on (Jctober

MacCoy and Arthur Emlen
The name of

the firm

is

2d, with

W. Logan

Hutchinson, for the general practice of law.

MacCoy, Evans and Hutchinson.

Their

offices

are at 1250 Real Estate and Trust Building, Philadel])hia.

Ex-'o7

Richard Cadbury,

Ji'-,

is

engaged

coal regions near Charlestown,

W.

in

surveying for a railroad in the

\^a.

'08

Walter

W. Whitson

resigned, last July, the position of Superintend-

ent of the Southwest District of the Pittsburgh Associated Charities.

:

:
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On August

28th he was appointed to the position of General Secretary

of the Orange Bureau of Associated Charities.

summer

spent part of his

His address is now
Mr. Whitson
J.
School of Columbia

124 Essex Avenue, Orange, N.

Building,

Charities

Summer

attending the

University.
'09

R. L.
J.

M. Underbill

W. Pennypacker

is

this

year studying philosophy at Harvard.

Law

has entered the Penn

C. C. Killen has joined the editorial

School.

of the Wilmington (Dela-

staflf

ware) Ez'cning Journal.

M. Ramsey

F.

G. H.

Deacon

spent last
is

now

summer

traveling in

with the Philadelphia

Wyoming.

office

of the Robert Gair

Company, of Brooklyn, N. Y.
Alfred Lowry

is

studying

German

in

Germany.

Ex-'og

Aaron Degrau Warnock was married, on October
Phyllis Sylvester, of Haverford, Pa.

Febiger,

'09,

Frederick

]\Iyers, 'oy,

Among

and Allan

21st,

to

Miss

the ushers were William

J. Hill, ex-'og.

'10

Harrison Streeter Hires was married, on October 26th, to Miss
Christine Bronsden Leland. of Philadelphia.
live

j\Ir. and Mrs. Hires will
on Grand \'iew Road, Ardmore.
Alfred Roberts is with the Keim Supply Company of Philadelphia.

nix-'io

Wilson is studying law in Cleveland, Ohio.
J.
E.
Bryant is in the employ of the Trans-Continental Railroad
H.
Company in Canada.
F.

'11

4th,

The class of lyii held a class reunion at Haverford, on November
when the following notes were collected
James Ashbrook is now going to the Art School in Philadelphia.
Daniel Boyer is employed in the Boyertown National Bank.
John Bradway is studying law at the University of Pennsylvania.
Jefiferson Clark is studying medicine at the Johns Hopkins University.
J. A. Clark is with the Provident Life and Trust Company of Phila-

delphia.
Phillip

Dean

is

employed with the

]\rulford

Drug Company of

Philadelphia.

Farquhar
H. Ferris is
B.

is

in the

grocery business

in the electrical

in

Wilmington, Ohio.

business in Boston.
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J.

Jarden Liuenther

lliomas Hadley

is

is
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studying law at the University of Pennsylvania.

teaching school in Kansas.

William Hart^hnIne and I'aleh W'insldw are Teaching Fellows

at

Haverford.

David Hinshaw has
is

now

in the sales

New York Times and
McNally Publishing Company.
Columbia University.
on the

left his position

departa:ent of the Rand,

J. AI. Hobbs is stuflying law at
LeRoy Jones is teaching school at X'assalborough, Maine.
Edward Levin is in the lish and canned goods business in

R.

Leipsig,

Delaware.
Jesse Patrick

Arnold
Josejih
at

studying n:edicine

is

studying

I^ost is

H. Price

is

at the

University of Pennsylvania.

Harvard.

at

assisting Dr.

(

lumniere

in the

English Department

Haverford.
\'ictor

Ebenezer Spencer are living together

Schoepperle and

Brooklyn. Spencer

Schoepperle

is

is

with the Peak Bros, and

connected with N.

W.

in

Winch Tea Company, and

Halsey, 49 Wall Street, brokers

and investments, New York City.
Lucius Shero is studying at the LIniversity of Wisconsin.
Howard Taylor is at Riverton, New Jersey.
Frederick Tostensim is teaching (ieniian at h'riends' Select School,
Philadelphia,

Charles

Wadsworth

is

stU(l}-ing

chemistry

and

philosophy

at

Harvard.

Wilmer Young

is

a teacher at the Barnsville Friends' School.

Ex-'i2

Louis Holjbs
Eli Nichols

will

hold the position of tutor this winter in Texas.

studying medicine at the University of Pennsylvania.

is

A. L. Biedenbach was married, October lyth, to Miss Wiesenberg,

Mr. and Mrs. Biedenbach visited Haverford on
wedding trip. Biedenbach is connected with the Pittsburgh Standard Steel Car Works in Butler, Pennsvlvania.

of Butler, Pennsylvania.
their
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OPENING

IN 1875

the college catalogue of 1875-1876 I find that there

were forty-three students of whom five were freshmen.
They were a worthy lot of fellows of about the same age
as our present company, and not very different in intellectual maturity. Of the five freshmen it was an open secret
Two others were
that only two had presented themselves for admission.
coaxed to come by promise of immunity from examinations, and the
fifth was quite incompetent to do any college work.

The

faculty

consisted of

Thomas

Chase, the President, a distin-

guished classical scholar, and his brother Pliny Earle Chase, almost
equally distinguished as a philosopher; John H. Dillingham,

who

taught

the lower classes in Greek and Latin together with certain ethical and
legal

subjects;

Samuel Alsop,

Jr.,

who

as Superintendent had charge

of the business affairs, the discipline and the general

He and

everything.
these should
day.

The

twenties

become a

fifth

member

who was

management of

the President were to share the profits, whenever
positive quantity,

which never happened

in their

of the teaching force was a young fellow in his

serving his novitiate as a college teacher, and had a

among which mathematics predomFour of the five had received their Bachelor's Degrees from
Harvard. There also appear on the catalogue the names of Dr. Henry
Hartshorne and Edward D. Cope, both men of distinction, but their
teaching was confined to a few lectures during the year.
The buildings were (i) Founders' Hall, without the dining-room
annex (2) about half the present Library Hall in which, beside the
books, was an auditorium, and (3) one of the domes of the Observatory.
The small building at the east end of the Machine Shop was in existence,
and also the dwellings now occupied by Professor Thomas and Dr. Baker.
The whole life of the college centered in Founders' Hall. The two
upper stories were the student sleeping rooms. Each of the double
windows, which are still there, lighted two rooms about five by nine feet,
each of which contained a single bed, a mahogany wardrobe, and a chair.
Where the mathematics is now taught were two large rooms, one for
general lecture and collection purposes, the other a study and livingroom. The east end was given over to a public parlor and residence
miscellaneous assortment of subjects
inated.

;

•
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for the family of a professor, and at the west end and in the rear exten-

were the recitation quarters. Below the latter were the gymnasium
and bathrooms.
The daily program was exceedingly simple. All got up together and
met preparatory to going to breakfast. At nine o'clock every one went
to recitations. As all the members of a class took the same studies this
involved just four professors and the whole college. At ten, there was
a collection for study under the charge of the aforesaid junior teacher;
sion

at eleven, another recitation

;

at twelve-thirty,

dinner

;

at two, a collec-

Then there was another
study collection after supper from seven to eight. The absence of all
laboratory work, and of all elective studies, made this arrangement easy

tion,

and

at three, the final recitation

and natural.

of the day.

Every student must report

at every meal, recitation

and

study collection, and also at a Bible reading just before going to bed at

He had one recitation in
some English study every day.

ten o'clock.

one

in

one in Mathematics and
Omitting the Fifth-day meeting

Classics,

and Seventh-day afternoons this made fifteen a week.
Everything was admirably arranged to check unruly boys. As a
matter of fact, Haverford had evolved from a school to a college in all
matters pertaining to intellectual standards and studies, but had retained
the boarding-school discipline. This created plentiful friction and rebellion.
Under the tactful management which Professor Alsop gave during
the year under consideration matters went on quietly. The junior member aforesaid had to bear the brunt of such combat as there was, and at
the end of one year he decided that life under these conditions was not
worth living and struck for a teaching position only, which strike he was
fortunate in winning. The study collections were simple and easy for he
was legitimately present and could control the situation, but when he left,
the cushions with which each student was supplied would begin to fly, and
a general system of unorganized warfare would be initiated. The noise
would reach to his second-story retreat, and a raid might or might not
result happily for him.
That he lived the year out without permanent
nervous injury was due only to a tough hide and a boyhood spent on a
farm.

Yet there was very

little

malice in the relations.

Out

of doors

they took him a cross-country run and taught him to play cricket.

matter of discipline was also a

game which

The

they taught him with the odds

against the governor, but in which defeats on either side were taken with

equanimity and which was played by both

was an
Managers had
It

fairly.

from the past. A wise and good Board of
The faculty were their
for years managed the college.
inheritance

Haverford

in 1875
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employees, and were not to be trusted with too large powers.
discipline

was bad they would appear on

the

If the

scene and proceed

straighten out the racket by insistence on apologies and

to

penalties of

Under a tactful superintendent such
more than once the college was brought

various grades including dismissals.
episodes would

be scarce, but

to the verge of extinction

by an unwise governor backed by a determined

must be such
go wrong. Hence, bounds, a daily program by
which every one could be accounted for every hour of the day, restricIt was the spirit of the time and the
tions and limitations of all sorts.
men who applied it, most self-sacrificing and liberal men they were,
could not be blamed. But all the same a college could not be conducted
by this process. It was this that had reduced it to forty-three and the
freshmen class to two. But those who survived the ordeal have proven
most worthy, though not always very loyal, Haverfordians.
The athletic spirit of the college has never been better than in these
In spring and fall it went to cricket.
The players made
sma'l days.
their own creases, taught one other to play, and never omitted a chance
According

committee.

to the ideas of the time the rules

that the boys could not

to have a

game among themselves or with

outside teams.

The

cricket

and standards were far more pervasive then than now.
The spirit of voluntary literary work was better than now. The
literary societies were in fine form and held their meetings twice a week
without the stimulus of any audience. The Loganian embraced officers
and students, and the Everett and Atheneum were rival societies of stuspirit

dents alone.

Every one had to go through
under the eye of
an officer, and the temptation of private rooms for card games and other
time-consuming and unprofitable enterprises did not exist.
But with all these admitted facts, the Haverford of to-day, in manThere was

less

pure loafing than now.

the motions of studying for at least three hours a day,

liness, in scholarship, in

acter,

is

general efficiency, in the development of char-

far better than the

Haverford of 1875.

It is

about four times

as large in faculty and student body, and ten times as rich.

among the colleges has vastly improved.
needs has much expanded. Its internal troubles,
place

seriously aflfect

So much

its

in

Its relative

adaptation to varied

while not ended, do not

prosperity.

response to the request of

account of the college when
did space permit.

Its

Some day

I first
I

knew
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it.

I

for an

would say much more

hope that myself or another

will write

the full inner history of a most interesting educational development.

Isaac Sharpless.

THE YEARS
High in the fabled mountains of the East
There rests the hoary citadel of Time,
Reared by ages dim, its battlements
Are manned by shadow-forms of years gone by
Who dwelling there tell naught but memories.
Feeble they are, and old, yet never die,
These Years forgotten, till the end of time
Releases them to vanish whence they came.
There is a fountain clear with lilies crowned
That gushing ever fresh from mountain glades,
Sparkles and dances in the morning sun,
Then spray-white swiftly falls and dies away
darkness of a

Till in the

still

ravine,

It disappears.

From

this

primeval

When wan December

spring
folds his placid hands.

There springs a youth of beauty wonderful.
In

all

the vigor of his virile grace.

Before the elders of that shadow-land.

He

quickly kneels and asks their benison

Upon his course. From on the crumbling walls
The watchman cries in haste "He comes, he comes,
:

The old year comes !" and with a welcoming voice,
They take the wand'rer for their own again.
Light as a panther in its downward leap.
The New Year passes out the western gate.

To wander, never
And then returning
In

company with

So we pass
Darkness

on.

in the

pausing for twelve months,
to the city, live

the spectres of the years.

We live,

and then we die.
Borderland which hides

What shall be. from the Present and the Past!
Gray are the mists that hang all round about
Yet as the weary Year draws near his goal

And passes out beneath the silent stars.
Weep not for him The New Year comes
!

Greet him with hope, and faith

in

God

apace.

above,

That joyful he may turn the cycle through
And come again to his fair phantom-land

Amid

the fabled mountains of the East.
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CONCERNING LEONORA
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no denying that Leonora was pretty. In fact, as
and altogether charming heroine, she left little
desired.
Her hair was a dark lustrous brown, her
to be
figure delicately molded although very young and girlish,
is

a beautiful

and her face so distractingly lovely that it was almost impossible to keep from losing one's heart to her at first sight. Added to
this she was rich.
There was just one thing the matter with Leonora, however. She
was in love, deeply and overwhelmingly in love. This of course would
have been all right except for the fact that she was enamored of five
men at the same time and that she was altogether unable to choose among
them.

The

recipients of this affection were all undergraduates in the small
which Leonora's father had heavily endowed. They were all
very strong, athletic, manly, young men, all brilliant students and all
adored Leonora with a passionate admiration. For three years they had
been aspirants for her hand, and now the night after the Senior Prom,
The five lovelorn youths were waiting
she was to make her choice.
in the hall of the great white mansion which belonged to Leonora's doting
With bitter looks they glowered at each other as they waited
father.
for the decision. Finally the door to the drawing-room was opened and
they were admitted. Leonora stood by the open fire, her face downcast,
her eyes slightly reddened with tears. Her whole aspect was so forlorn
and touching that the same feeling instantly possessed all five manly
Finally
breasts
the desire to take her in their arms and comfort her.

college

—

she spoke.

"Boys," she said, "I cannot decide among you. I cannot have you
I should be happy with any one of you I am sure.
You must
settle it among you and at the end of the week you may come back and
all,

but

I will abide by your decision."
At the end of a week all five stood again in the impressive drawingroom at the "Mansion." The captain of the football team had been chosen
spokesman. He was a tall, good-looking fellow with a contagious smile.
He was delivering the report of the five.
His name was Dwight.
"Leonora," he said, "we put it to the vote, but each man voted for himThen we considered drawing lots but we were all too afraid of
self.
losing you to do that. Finally we agreed to leave it to your father and
let him pick the lucky man."
tell

me, and
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"All right," said Leonora, "we'll do that then.

James, go bring

Father here."

When

Father appeared in the drawing-room he was duly informed

why he had been summoned, and

after

some consideration he accepted

He told them,
however, that he should need time to consider the matter carefully, and,
the responsibility which the five wished to entrust to him.

that

if

they would return in two days, he should be prepared to choose

a son-in-law.
Accordingly, forty-eight hours later he delivered his ultimatum.
can find no valid reason for granting any of you the preference as

"I

my

"I am therefore about to give you each
hundred nice shiny pennies which you will chuck, one at a time, at a
crack in the floor. After each has had a shot he whose penny is nearest
Whichever one of you succeeds in winning the
the crack gets all five.
entire five dollars shall also have my daughter's hand."
Five minutes after Father had laid down the conditions of the contest, all five young men were industriously engaged in pitching pennies
With tense faces and quick alert movements each launched
at a crack.
A low murmur of disappointment, one
his shining disk at the mark.
quick exclamation of triumph, the winner gathered in his spoils, and all
was ready for the next throw. From the beginning, however, fortune
was unkind to Dwight. With imperturbable countenance and unyielding
courage he saw his stock of pennies gradually diminishing and knew that
he was rapidly losing that which he most desired in life. Finally he had
but one cent left. With the greatest care he took aim and made his
throw, but his emotion was too great. At the last moment his hand
trembled, the penny turned on its edge and went rolling merrily across
the floor.
For an instant all sensation seemed to leave him, and then,
before the others had noticed that he had lost all, he walked rapidly from
the room.
In the hall, however, his originally firm step faltered, and
when he reached the huge porch of the mansion, he stopped for a
moment to listen to the faint sound of the other fellows scrambling after
the spinning pennies in the drawing-room. As he stood there irresolute,
a low voice called his name and he saw Leonora seated upon the porch
steps.
With an effort he drew himself together, determined not to show

daughter's husband," he said.

a

his emotion.

"Well," said he, "I guess

it's all

over.

I've lost."

came the laughing reply. "It was
really Father's money, you know, and anyhow it was only a dollar."
"But you know what that dollar meant" he answered, and in spite
"I shouldn't worry about that,"

;

Concerning Leonora
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of himself his feelings showed in his words.
"It didn't necessarily

mean

Father pick a husband for

anything," said she, "I never agreed to

me and

I sha'n't abide by his decision if I
want to."
For a moment he looked at her, hardly believing his ears, and then
he did what might have been expected under the circumstances.
Ten minutes later the musical hum of a motor burst out by the mansion stable, and Dwight's big roadster turned sharply out of the drive.
Its occupants were a very happy pair and they sat very close together
as the machine sped over the smooth roads, en route for town and a

let

don't

justice of the peace.

When
ing-room

Jack Stevens had gathered up the last penny from the drawwent in search of Leonora, and he did not have far

floor he

In the hall he met her, an automobile veil framing her lovely face.
Moreover Dwight was by her side, his arm around her waist, and a light
of proprietorship in his eyes that could not be misunderstood. For an
to go.

instant Stevens scowled at his successful rival, then with a broad grin

he seized Dwight's hand.
"Congratulations, old man," he said, "I see Leonora has chosen."

"Well,

it

might have been worse.

Anyhow

have won

I

five dollars."

P. C. G., '13.

SWINGING
When
I

give

I get in
it

my

swing and the breezes are blowing,

a push that will set

And

I

it

a-going.

swing, swing, swing.

Strange journeys

I

take through the tops of the trees,

Past the nests of the birds, and the slow hummin' bees,

As I swing, swing, swing.
Then higher, and higher, and higher
Till

I

sweep,

I'm close to the clouds which I'm sure must be sheep
the trough to the summit, then back to the deep,

From

Do

I

swing, swing, swing.
L. B. L., '14.
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GRADUATE INTEREST

XT

IN

UNDERGRADUATE

LIFE

seems to be the fashion to-day to be an "insurgent
But
one must be careful as to what kind of an "insurgent" one
is.
One can be an "undesirable citizen" or a "champion of
!"

the rights of the people

!"

In either case, however,

merely a question of the point of view.
particular "insurgency," we claim that the champion

If

it

is

we agree with a

is clear-headed and
"on the other side of the fence," we charge
the "insurgent" with being visionary and desirous for some sensational

practical

;

notoriety.

when we

if

we happen

But

after

to be

all,

we

are

all

"insurgents" in one

customs and

way

And

or another

by chance,
you agree in the following statements, you are also an "insurgent"; if not,
you are a "conservative," a "reactionary," and one who fears that criticism is fundamentally bad for the things that are.
Not long ago one of the most respected
But, now to our muttons
and influential of the younger Haverford graduates told me that he
doubted the advisability of sending his son to Haverford. He maintained
that since leaving college he was more and more impressed with the lack
of "an undefinable something" which he felt was necessary for his boy.
This "undefinable something" was (as near as I could discover) an influence which, acting on the college man, made him invaluable in the busiBy this, he did not mean moral character but rather the
ness world.
acquired aptitude for those traits which a business man finds so useful.
In other words, he unconsciously criticised Haverford atmosphere as lacking in the influences tending to produce what, in slang phrase, we call "a
live wire." Do you think he was right?
About three weeks ago, one of the most influential undergraduates,
in telling me of his summer vacation, said that he had been spending a
good deal of his time with some Princeton men. And I remarked upon
the unconscious comparison that he made between his Haverford associates and the Princetonians. It was a comparison in manner, dress, conversation, as v^'ell as in, what we call, "moral tone." And he found himself
(almost of shame)
as
forced into the unwilling confession of a feeling
he measured up the Haverford man by the Princeton standard. Can we
criticise existing

institutions.

if

!

—

call this

treason

—

?

I had exwhat the school boy thinks of the different colleges. Primarily, "the biggest football team" was the biggest argument. But it was a matter of remark that Haverford was looked upon by
And this was not on acthe majority of boys with silent contempt.
count of its small numbers, for other small colleges were also under con-

As

a teacher of a prominent boys' school in the East,

cellent opportunities to discover

Graduate Interest
sideration.

It

took

me

in

Undergraduate Life
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a long while to discover the reasons tor this con-

tempt, and the discovery resulted in a feeling that perhaps, after

were

justified in their

Two

they

all,

standard of measurement.

of the most

influential

of boys

teachers

that

I

know

are

Both, after leaving Haverford, went to Har-

graduates of Haverford.

To-day both these men are

vard for only a comparatively short time.

turning their boys toward Harvard, saying practically nothing about their

own

where they got their first viewpoint of life. Both these men
Harvard celebrations and are enthusiastic in their sacrifices
of time and money. But Haverford gets little or no support from either
college,

attend the big

What

of them.

A

is

the reason?

graduate of Haverford was recently asked to be a

member

of a

committee having charge of one of the largest public functions on the
Haverford campus. The gentleman in question declined to accept the
honor, claiming that his interest in a special athletic event on that same

day (also on the Haverford campus) needed
gentleman unpatriotic?

Some

all his attention.

Was

this

years ago, a certain undergraduate association at Haverford

in charge of Alumni Day that it be allowed
an hour or two of entertainment, which, of course, would be
open to all the alumni, and be absolutely free of charge. This proposition
was, after due consideration, rejected it was thought to conflict with the
idea that Alumni Day should be entirely supervised and given over to the
alumni themselves.
Last year a tolerably well-directed attempt was made by the undergraduates and college authorities combined to create an annual event
which would partake of the nature of an informal social gathering and

proposed to the committee
to present

;

which would be of

interest to both graduates

and undergraduates.

withstanding the enthusiasm of the undergraduate body
of the

money and energy

—

spent by the supervisors of the

movement

graduates declined to be present in any satisfactory numbers.
standpoint of attendance the event was a farce.

The head of one of
Haverford graduate

The most emphatic

What was

—the

From

the reason

—

the largest law schools in the country

—once delivered an address on

Not-

to say nothing

the
?

also a

Commencement Day.

point in his address seemed to be that the average

Haverford man coming beneath

his

own

personal attention, though having

a high moral character, ability to do hard work, conscientiously, and with
a

manner

was entirely refined and gentlemanly, was lacking in the one
from his viewpoint was necessary to the man ambitious for a

that

essential that

professional or business career.
tive ability.

Was

This essential he characterized as execu-

his criticism well-founded

?
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my

good fortune daily to see a great many Haverford graduall busy men, and it is natural to suppose that their own
interests, both business and family, prevent their taking more than the
average interest in Haverford affairs. But when I compare the average
interest of the Haverford graduate with the average interest of the graduate of Princeton, Yale or Harvard, I am struck with the fact that the
average interests of our own graduates is so remarkably low that the
graduate of other institutions would say that it was no interest at all. It
is true that there is a picked body of Haverford alumni who take the most
active interest in college affairs. But it is not of this class that I am talking.
These men are not the average, but the exceptions. There is no
enthusiasm among Haverford alumni (except on a remarkably small numIt is

ates.

They

are

ber of occasions) that corresponds to the enthusiasm of the graduates of

Harvard in relation to their college interests. The
crowds at our football games to-day are an instance in point, the unusual
energy which the "wheel-horses" have to expend in order to get the
graduates to attend Haverford functions must be admitted by every one
who has ever been a "wheel-horse." There is none of the natural
enthusiasm in the mind of the average Haverford graduate that corresponds to the enthusiasm of the Yale or Harvard man, who puts down
(nine months or a year ahead), the date of some big game, or his class
dinner fitting his business engagements to suit these memorable occasions.
It is true that Haverford is well endowed, in fact better than the
average institution, relatively speaking.
But we do not find that the
average alumnus freely gives either his money or his time to the average
Haverford functions or interest. This lack of interest is not due to the
fact that the Haverford graduate is, on the average, poorer than the
graduate from the other institutions.
It is notable that the gifts to
Haverford, when sufficient enthusiasm can be and is aroused, show that
the Haverford alumni are perfectly able to comply with the demands
made upon their pocketbooks. But it takes an unusual need to get any
universal interest.
The method by which a certain new building was
Yale, Princeton or

—

recently financed aptly illustrates

Not only

is

my

argument.

there a lack of average interest which,

almost characteristic to-day, but also a disposition to

seems to me, is
underwho criticise have
it

criticise the

graduate for the absence of qualities which the men
gained only since they left college, by their contact with business or professional activities.
The undergraduate feels keenly that the average
graduate treats him

in

him.

I

have

in

mind

who cannot be
know what is good for
which have been made in the last

many ways like the
who does

trusted with money, and, moreover,

several gifts

small boy

not

Graduate Interest
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Undergraduate Life

decade to Haverford, on the part of alumni,

—
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"with a string

These gifts assume that a certain thing is needed at Haverford, and this assumption is based on the idea that the giver knows more
about the needs of the undergraduate to-day than the undergraduate does
Not only that, but in one particular case, the restrictions on
himself.
the use of the gift are of such a nature that it would seem as if there
were certain things which the undergraduate could have, provided he
changes his nature and desires to conform to the particular viewpoint of
As a result, we find a tendency on the part of the underthe giver.
graduate to be suspicious of such "gifts" and to criticise the giver in
And curiously enough, the criticism is most
rather harsh language.
attached."

emphatically shown by the simple means of a lack of interest being taken
in the use of the particular gift in question.

It

seems to

me

that to try

to
the undergraduate "drink" at the "fountain" to which he has
been unwillingly led, is the fundamental error which leads to constant
misunderstandings and resulting sorrow on the part of the graduate that

make

the undergraduate

is

such an "unappreciative fellow."

Alumni Day, bringRoughly speaking, the alumni divide
themselves into two classes on that day: those who amuse themselves by
athletics, etc., and those who idly look on at the others amusing themselves, or who find some congenial acquaintances with whom they can
chat and with whom they sit and eat the usual Haverford "spread." But
neither of the two classes is getting the most out of the day. For example,
let us assume that all undergraduates left the Haverford campus immediately after the commencement exercises to disappear for their respective
homes. Would the events of the day sufifer, and would it make any
difference to the alumni? I think that every alumnus will agree that it
would not. In other words, the Haverford alumnus comes to Alumni
Day to enjoy himself in his own selfish way. He has no desire to meet

The average graduate comes

out to Haverford on

ing perhaps his wife or some friend.

the

men

changes
classes.

still

in college

He may

apparent desire to

he makes no
to them.

;

he

is

only superficially enthusiastic about the

grounds, and the size of the
"young fellows" passing to and fro, in their
escape from an uncongenial atmosphere but as a rule

in the buildings, the care of the

see the

;

effort to find out

who

they are or to

In other words, the undergraduate

he undoubtedly

feels

it

keenly.

No wonder

is

that,

make

himself

known

and
from the

entirely shut out,

looking at

it

man in college unappreunder
such circumstances.
The latter cannot be anything else
ciative.
Moreover, there is very little effort on the part of the Haverford graduate
to interest his wife, family or boys that he knows, in Haverford interests
graduate's standpoint, the alumnus considers the

—
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on Alumni Day. In short, the alumnus comes out on Alumni Day to
have as much fun as possible for the smallest amount of money, and only
in company with the men whom he sees most often in his ordinary daily
life.

In

who
I

New York

City there

is

a

band of more or

less loyal

Haverfordians

gather together regularly for lunch about every week or ten days.

attended one of these luncheons not very long ago, and

I

was surprised

had not been for the guidance and enthusiasm of one
particular man, the talk around the table would have been entirely
to find that, if

confined to

it

New York

matters of

common

interest.

In other words,

if

most Haverford men unconsciously put Haverford
matters to the background. Several of the men present were evidently
present because a good meal was provided and the company was congenial, but only a small number of them seemed to feel any keen interest
After leaving them, I asked myself whether it would
in Haverford.
make any material diflference to them if Haverford with all its interests
should be eliminated by some outside force and the ties be severed forever.
The Haverford Alumni Dinner, which is held annually in the winter,
is, next to Alumni Day, the biggest alumni function.
But each year the
left

to themselves,

"wheel-horses" in charge of the arrangements find that
expenditure of
present.

much energy

it

takes the

to arrange affairs to the satisfaction of all

Either the "speakers" were not good enough last year, or the

music was badly managed, or there was too

little

or too

much

said in

Time and again, the date of the dinner
regard to Haverford matters
arranged
fit
the
convenience
of some small group of alumni
has been
to
their
personal
arrangements
should come first,
own
who consider that
and the dinner should take care of itself. Year after year the music has
!

been "rotten"

;

either too

much

or too

little,

either too "classical" or too

hundred criticisms could be collected. The older
men criticised the actions of the younger men in slipping out between
courses to indulge in a friendly glass the younger men criticised the older
ones because the former held themselves aloof. The speakers are carefully guarded, so that by rare chance may they be able to meet all of the
members present, but only those who are high up in the circles of the
mighty, and old enough to have the honor of meeting the man whom we
"popular";

in

fact a

;

theoretically take in as a brother.

One

of the smaller colleges of the country, comparable in size with

Haverford, has traditions and customs which have done more for the
loyalty of its graduates than any number of gifts or specific acts of its

Year after year, the grandstands are filled at football
and baseball games; the class reunions are big, enthusiastic affairs, and

administrators.

Graduate Interest
the intermingling of graduates

parts of

club

its

college

life.

in

Undergraduate Life

and undergraduates

It is characteristic

men

that the

one of the essential

of this college that

one of the most remarkable in the country.

is

is
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It is also

its

glee

noteworthy

of that college are no different in the matters of previous

opportunities or capabilities than

men going

to other colleges.

And

yet

more out of their college
more out of contact with their Alma Mater
than the men of most of the institutions in the country. The undergraduate at this institution has far more executive ability than the undergraduate of Haverford.
The college affairs are managed on a basis
which the Haverford man considers impossible. But more fundamental
the fact remains that their undergraduates get
life,

and

their graduates get

than either of these
graduate.

It is so

man wonders how
mind

is

is

the constant mingling of the graduate and under-

natural and so customary that the average Haverford

such things can be, and yet the institution that

relatively poorer than

What

is

the point in

I

have

in

Haverford.

all this

"insurgency?"

Why

this

harsh criticism

some of our revered institutions and customs? What is to be gained
by trying to show up the Haverford man in a comparatively poor light ?

of

The

point

is

just this,

—the

lack of executive ability on the part of the

undergraduate, the suspicion on the part of the undergraduate of gifts
"with a string attached," the cry from
efforts are only partly appreciated

matter what they do,

graduate affairs

is

and

lies in

the "wheel-horses" that their
criticised

no

the fact that graduate interest in under-

at the present time neither naturally enthusiastic, con-

stant nor up-to-date
obsolete,

—

all

and that they are always

!

Our customs and

exist only in theory.

We

traditions are, in

are trying to

fit

many

cases,

our practice to

which was admirably adapted to conditions of twentyfive years ago, when the administration of Haverford affairs was entirely
dift'erent.
To-day we no longer have the restrictions on undergraduate
The undergraduate is now practically free to
life that we had then.
govern himself the honor system is in force, and there is every reason
to suppose that the Haverford man now in college can be made to develop
as fine an executive capacity as any undergraduate in the country. But
he is hampered, not only by graduate lack of interest along certain lines,
but by fundamentally misdirected graduate interest along others. The
"cake of custom," as Bagehot in his Physics and Politics has so aptly
described, has been made for Haverford. But until we break this "cake
of custom" and develop contemporaneously with the college conditions
of to-day, we are going to remain stationary, and thus lose in our influence
upon young American manhood. In fact, I would say that the average
state of mind of the alumni body has developed more slowly than any
a theoretical basis

;

—
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other part of Haverford, taking

Haverford needs now

is

not

all

more

Haverford
gifts

interests as a whole.

What

"with strings attached," nor more

events of interest to alumni, nor any special form of advertisement that

—

would seem to be a remedy for an apparent smallness in numbers, but
an entirely new viewpoint of graduate activity. We need a new body
of active alumni to crack the "cake of Haverford custom"' and to form
a Haverford spirit which shall actually and universally include every man
and boy who is or can be interested in Haverford. The older men cannot
do this. They are still in an obsolete state of mind, and besides, the older
men do not make good "wheel-horses." It is the younger men, the men
who have only graduated in the last twenty years, who must take charge
of Haverford alumni affairs, if the Haverford alumni are really interested in trying to make and keep a developing and influential small college, such as Haverford is. No school boy will willingly come to Haverford zchen he sees the alumni taking so little interest. The undergraduate
at Haverford will never take the same interest after he leaves college
when, while he is in college, he is forced to believe that the alumni do
not care to know him or his interests. And as long as the alumni disregard
undergraduate life, as long as they consider that they know better than
just so
the Haverford undergraduates what the latter wants and needs,
long will the undergraduate unconsciously be molded by that spirit,
and when he leaves college, be unconsciously swayed by the same impulses
that have swayed the groups ahead of him.
And so I am an "insurgent," because, after all, "insurgency" is in
its essence the striking at the roots of things. Perhaps I am fundamentally
wrong. All men are, in many of their viewpoints and statements. And
But the first
it is in the nature of the reformer to overstate his case
custom"
acquire
the
is to
art of discussion,
step in breaking "the cake of
and no graduate body can ultimately exist for the best interests of its
Alma Mater which consistently believes that its every action simply
because it is customary is, therefore, right.
I believe that we can not only drop the old customs which are now
obsolete, but that we can develop a new set of customs which are more
efficient because more natural to our present needs, and, therefore, would
have far more binding force. And I believe that the only way to attack
that
this problem of "graduate lack of interest" is to realize the fact,
so long as we weakly allow ourselves to be guided by a set of obsolete
customs, we are doomed to remain in a stagnant state seeing our little
world rush on past us with the other human beings working and playing
naturally, enthusiastically and with the greatest usefulness to themselves
Alumnus.
and to their fellow-men.

—

!

—

—

—

—

LOOSE LEAVES
A MIGHTY HUNTER
^K 'HE boy had been squatting in the reeds
C J by his side lay a new bow, and two
^^^ set behind the sedgy point across the

In the trampled space

a long time.

The sun had

bone-tipped arrows.

A

stream.

little

breeze stirred out

of the west.

There had been no sound and the boy had seen no movment, but suddenly
that a big dark animal was feeding there, on the opposite shore, outlined
against the red-gold sky. It moved leisurely down the bank and faint splashes told
thot it was wading among the big lily-pads and muzzling at their tender stems,
The boy's heart beat very fast as he fitted his best arrow to the sinew.
The old cow-moose on the other bank chewed luxuriously on a long lily-stem
and blew water out of her great nose, with soft gurgles. The boy had pulled the
bow-string back and back, till it seemed as if his muscles would burst. When the
Across the stream the
butt was close to his right ear he let the long shaft fly.
big old cow sank forward on her knees, then pitched over on her side, motionless
The boy crossed in one long, clean dive, and stood and
in the shallow water.
looked long at his first kill. A mighty pride surged in him. Then he turned and
ran home to the lodges of his people, singing the song of the hunter who has
he

knew

slain

meat.
S.

W.

M.,

'13.

UP LOON LAKE
our guide, had finished scraping the "leavens" and putting the pewterOICK,
He had also borrowed some of my
camp utensils to soak
the "crick."
in

"smokin' " and lighted a pipe which I had, as I thought, lost the year
before. After a while he rose, put more wood on the fire, and thinking his silence
had earned enough golden increment, he started one of his stories.
"The funniest thing occurred t'other day. A guy what used ter come regular to
this region and had quit, come back agin.
Six year ago him and me went out
fishin', an' up Loon Lake he dropped his watch overboard, accidental.
He was
that sore over

so

it

He

he quit right

wouldn't

off an'

away them six
two week ago he showed up. We

family

relic.

stayed

where this
brown hackle up agin it

that boulder

crick

fitted

another

fly.

guess 'twas a

I

Loon Lake sure draws

out an' went up Loon.

runs into Loon?

when

flip

year, but

The

first

a feller,

You know

day out he flipped a

no more 'an touched the water
than, by golly, he got the biggest strike I'd saw in some years. He played him and
finally I got him in the net
an' say, he was a whopper
When I was killin' him,
I noticed a big lump down close to his gills, an' we thought we'd cut it open.
Wall
I did, careful like an' what do you think that there lump was?
That same watch
he lost three year afore. But the funniest part was that the watch was a-runnin',
an' when we compared, it had lost a minute.
I guess the breathin' of the fish had
kept it wound. Them Swiss movements is some fine, ain't they?
an'

;

it

fell

ofT,

it

!

H. M.,

'12.

EDITORIALS
The Football

n

Season

AVERFORD,

although clearly outplayed, fought hard
through the whole game and displayed that clean, gentle-

manly sportsmanship which has always made them favorites
with the Trinity followers and undergraduates."
This quotation is from The Trinity Archive after the
Trinity game, in which Haverford was defeated 24-6 by a team of gentlemen from Hartfo''d. If the team plays hard, clean football throughout
the season, and maintains this reputation among its rivals, then the season
is not unsuccessful if it lose every game.
This year it did not lose every
game. Our team won from stronger teams, and when it lost, fought to
the finish against superior playing. The team was good, the best in several years. It was difficult to pick the eleven men to open the games, yet
it is

a fact significant of the trust of the

men

in the

coach that his judg-

ment was unquestioned. The college appreciated his work and stood
behind him and the team. There are at least three things necessary to
develop a good z'arsity: college spirit, a good coach, and a faithful scrub.

we had all three.
As we have indicated,

This year

When

football success does not consist entirely in

were two men who had
played their last football for Haverford. One of these had played last
year on the varsity. This year another was found who could better fill
Without a murmur the varsity man took his place among
his position.
winning

scores.

the subs because

it

the season closed there

was

best for the team.

of whom we
He was strong,

The other man

are thinking had played on the scrub for three years.

he played hard, and plugged away unceasingly. At last, this fall, his
chance came and he made good. We have picked these men as types.

—

What we have said of them might be said of others. But a team made
up of such men gives us a reputation which mere scores will not give,
for scores vary from year to year. Next fall we shall miss some faces,
but the team will

gentlemen.

And

still

so

be a Haverford team, and the players Haverford

may

it

remain

!

The Grandstand
Those who have attended the
that the grandstand
service.

is

football

games

this fall

beginning to show effects of

Repeated patching has held

it

its

have noticed

long period of

together for several years, but

every year the cost of repairs becomes heavier. This cost falls on the
If the old stand survives another winter a considerathletic association.

:

Editorials
able outlay will be necessary to

present

it

is

disreputable, both

make

it
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At

safe for next year's games.

from the front and

rear.

It

is

not in

keeping with either the buildings or the natural surroundings of the
college.

We

need a new stand,

if

possible, before the next football season.

A

It should be of lasting material, preferably concrete.

capacity of 1,500 would cost about $12,000 or

The

stand with seating

less.

recent campaign for the infirmary and the raising of funds for

the Science Hall have
that in our estimation

made heavy demands upon
it

the alumni, so heavy

would be extremely inadvisable

to begin a gen-

campaign for grandstand funds. We believe, however, that there
is among the alumni a man or group of men who will be willing to furnish the necessary amount. It is an investment which will yield returns
in comfort and pleasure to every alumnus who is willing to come out
and cheer Haverford to victory. We ask you to consider this matter
and to help us. Doctor Richard M. Gummere is the treasurer of the
eral

Athletic Association.

Haverford and

At
1913

it

present,
will be

Oxford

Haverford has two Rhodes' scholars

at

Oxford.

established a precedent which should not be broken.

In

We

have
Both Morley and

time for us to send over their successors.

Williams find Oxford congenial and profitable, and are anxious that more
men from Haverford try the examinations. Certain new regulations
regarding Haverford College have been passed by the Oxford Convocation.

This decree enables a Bachelor of Arts with high standing

Haverford

to take his

Oxford degree

in two years instead of three.

print below the part of the decree relating to

at

We

Haverford

"That any member of Haverford College, Pennsylvania, who shall
have been graded not less than B in either Advanced Greek at the admission examination or Greek A; and also in either Greek I or Greek II
at that university, shall be deemed to have shown a sufficient knowledge
of Greek as required by the provisions of Statt. Tit. II Sect, ix, 'On
from Foreign Universities,' cl. 11.
[Carried:
neminc
Students
contradicente.]

"That any member of Haverford College, Pennsylvania, who

shall

have pursued at that university a course of study extending over two
years at the least, with an average grading of not less than seventy-five

per

cent., shall

be eligible for admission to the status and privileges of

a Junior Foreign Student, provided that the said courses are courses

!
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which could have been counted towards the degree of Bachelor of Arts
[Carried: nemine contradicente.]
at that university.
"That any member of Haverford College, Pennsylvania, who shall
have pursued at that university a course of study extending over three
years, and shall have obtained during the last two years an average
grading of eighty-five per cent, and shall have received the degree of
Bachelor of Arts with final honors, shall be eligible for admission to the
status and privileges of a senior foreign student.
[Carried: nemine
contradicente.]"

We

would

call attention to the article,

We

graduate Life."
this subject,

which

is

Our December
yet, surely,

is

it

"Graduate Interest in Underany articles in discussion of

shall be glad to publish

one on which much can be said on both

issue appears

not too early to

sides.

some two weeks before the
wish our readers, one and all,

Christmas and a happy and prosperous

New

holidays,
a

Merry

Year.

EXCHANGES

XN

the I'assar Miscellany this

The Flood.

Somehow

psychological type and,

the

month

title

there

is

a story called

suggested to us a tale of the

when we saw

a capitalized

"They"

running through it, we felt that we were in for one of those
creepy, dream-manifestation effects in the style of Josephine

Dascom Bacon's

recent things in Harper's.

The Flood is
the manner of Kenneth Grahame's Golden Age.

But

it

a very delightful story for grown-ups, very

wasn't

much

in

"They" are some

city-bred cousins of the leading juveniles, to speak in terms of the stage.

A

storm comes up and, ever
mence a very amusing game
forces

Trying

resourceful, the hosts of the occasion

com-

of Noah's Ark, in which public sentiment

"Them" to join, to the subsequent damage of Their tailor-mades.
to make the various animals (real ones, filched from the sty and

the hen-roost)

go

in

two by two,

is

funny just to think about.

In the

Light of Psychology, in the same magazine, shows a knowledge of the
workings of a child's mind that is really capital, and in the Smith there
The title sounds sentimental,
is a story of a child called Daddy's Chum.
but the story isn't;

we

rather liked

it,

though

it

is

not so well done as

The Flood.

And while on the subject of children (don't be scared! we're not
beginning a discussion of the child labor situation) do any of you remember one of the aforementioned Josephine Dascom Bacon's short

Exchanges

i8i

As we remember, it is in The Madness of
and describes a little slum-girl's visit for a week in
the country. Homesickness is no word to express the longing she experienced to exchange her lot in this "ideal place for children" for the pickles
and hurdy-gurdies that make "New Yaw-wk the place" for her. We
were reminded of Ardelia by a sketch in the Smith.
The Forest
Primeval is both the title of the story and the scene of a camping-trip,
Someone has said that we endure camping in the summer in order to
have something to talk about the rest of the year. At all events, the
description of the agony these two young fellows suffered is most
amusing, and their delight in Broadway on their return is almost
stories,

Ardelia in Arcady.

Philip collection,

pitiable.

Psychology seems to be the keynote of the month.

Randolph-Macon

the Soul-Errant in the

not

a

spirit,

case

seemingly too

interesting in this line

was Ernest

mood

tells,

remarkable

The author

of

with true believe-me-orfor

in the Vassar.

Most

coincidence.

The

writer describes

we imagine every one passes through. The
essay is extremely subjective, and we can't help thinking that its author
has read too much Hardy at one time, and that Browning and the author
exceedingly well a

that

of the Blue Bird have not quite convinced her of the essential goodness
of

life.

"Why

did the poets so loudly demonstrate life good unless they

sought by singing to
is

still

the question whispering in their ears ?"

one other quotation we wish

to

make

;

it

There

shows, for an undergraduate,

amount of thought

rather an unusual

"Do we crouch and fawn and
for joys that are our birthright?

lick the master's

Something

in

hand

in gratitude

Ernest revolted at the

Happiness seemed to him as much the right of the creature
life as is the pleasure promised to a child for performing
some task; nothing could be more criminal than to betray that child, so
nothing more unjust than to disappoint the creature. And yet everyone
is disappointed.
It is the tense effort to endure (of which most of us are
unconscious) which brings about that straightening of the mouth, that
deepening of face-lines and stiffening of the body which we call old
vision.

forced into

age.

It is the result

of constant inward bracing against the occasion."

Let us interrupt the

What
absent.
Wesleyan? As
"To

lose

one

festivities

is

a

moment

to

inquire

is

we

Lit.,

for the

or the

The Importance of Being Earnest,
lose two connotes carelessness."
To
in one month suggests something un-

said of parents in

pardonable

;

to

lose three of one's best friends

pleasant; and

for

has become of the Williams, the Nassau

hope, for our sake, that you, gentlemen of the exchange

departments of the mentioned magazines, will see to

it

that the business

1
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manager does not fail to send us copies henceforth. But to "pay attention" once more to our friend, the Vassal.
In dealing with a lady a
compliment

always in order, but we say without

flattery that the Vassar
magazine we have received this month. Besides the
articles already mentioned, we found the "touch of nature" we never tire
of, in Father Casey's Sermon and Being Minister's Folks.
The men's colleges are, however, not absolutely without worthy representation, and in the Amherst there is an exceedingly fresh and fearless presentation of the regular arguments against sport as a business
and for sport as exercise. In the same magazine, Daedalus and the
Grasshopper was disappointing in that it failed to fulfill the promise of
Mrs. Sparks is a creation with mutilated
its outlines of characterization.
is

is

easily the best

possibilities.

Her depiction at first is good, but
Holmes once told us that very

Oliver Wendell

as funny as one can.

haps identically

like

We

the author goes too far.

often

suspect that the author

Mrs. Sparks, and,

in his

it

knew

isn't safe to

be

a dowager, per-

enthusiasm over her

dis-

But we refuse to make
speaking to "Daedalus" and his

covery, forgot the principle of artistic selection.

you take our word for
chum:

it

!

The

lady

is

my dear fellows, my daughters say that you are so charming.
Oh, don't blush, they said nothing at all, as a matter of fact. I was just
trying to see how thick you could stand it if I ever wanted to lay it
on ha-ha, nifty idea that's correct isn't it? nifty? I do love to talk
slang to college boys. That's all they talk you know up in their their
"
dorms. Oh, that's a good one. I must remember it— dorms.'
Her adoption of slang has possibilities. But now
So far, good
comes an exaggeration of her lack of logic fatal to belief in her actuality.
She proceeds to extend an invitation to play bridge.
" 'Oh you must play, must, so charming. The MacMath boys won't
touch a card except poker. Sunday School kids. I do hate Sunday
Schools and evangelists and oh, yes, they do do a lot of good. But I
believe with Savonarola, "Eat, drink, and be merry, for to-morrow you
die." Wasn't it Savvy that said that ? I don't know. I'm not a pagan at
Meet me in
all.
I embroidered an altar cloth for St. George's last fall.
"
the card room then at eight.'
This month, in the manner of some of our prep, school exchange
editors, "we are pleased to welcome a new exchange to our list," The
Acropolis of Whittier College. It is gotten up in imitation of the Philistine and is filled with near-smart sayings that rival our friend Elbert
Hubbard at his worst. "Wear smoked glasses if necessary, but look on
the bright side of things!" is extremely typical; giving, as the Nassau
" 'Oh,

—

—

!

!

—

—

—
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"a pleasantly stimulated sensation, without saying any-

said,

—

poem stop, we are choking! Let us
There are some rhymes at the back of
It is the
the magazine which are about as bad as one comes across.
same with poetry as with pudding let's put the poem to the proof
Either one has to be unusually good for us to want more than a taste;
so here is a very small sample. It is a freshman's supposedly humorous

thing

There

in particular."

is

swallow hard and begin again

a

!

;

view of college

spirit:

"If you are a skinny gink,

And you do
If

you are

And
You
And
Hattie, in

not like of

work

to think

as light as a skeleton,

your muscles soft as an unbaked bun,
dress yourself in canvas pants
let

some husky on you dance."

George Madden Martin's

deal of philosophy

We

when

Emmy Lou summed

she generalized, "If a girl

up a great

isn't pretty, she's

got

same way about poetry. If it hasn't
beauty, it does have to show brains, and the verses quoted possess neither
qualification light verse such as this aimed to be is enjoyable only when
every gem of wit sparkles from a setting of technical perfection. But
"November" in the Smith has both the idea and the picture, and we want
to give you the pleasure of reading it.
!"

to be smart

feel rather the

;

NOVEMBER
The branches, chilled and wet with pelting rain,
Bend low, uncheered by any sun-caress.
The wind moans fitfully, as if in pain
That this once joyous wood should feel distress.
Black crows above the barren cornfield hang,
Purposeless, circling slowly 'round and 'round
But every thrush that in the meadow sang
Has flown where sun and flowers may be found.

The ashen sky speaks

ceaselessly of storm
Across it racing clouds outstrip the leaves
That whirl and scurry on the ground. To warm,
The feeble dawn is powerless, and grieves.
Soon in white happiness, bright, dancing snow
Will sweetly wrap the woodland, high and low.

ALUMNI DEPARTMENT
Haverfoiid's Haverfordian,

Greeting:

Now,
aiming

in

the last half of

at a Christ-like life.

my

My

eighty-sixth year I realize full
life

is

from day

to

day.

satisfaction

in

Each day must have
to say:
Thy kingdom

its duties, joj's or sorrows, but with it all, let us seek ability
come. Thy will be done. It is of the greatest importance, as a preparation for a
happy old age that you have fixed habits of study, reading and reflection. Be
upright, spiritually, morally and physically.
If you have a speciality follow it
persistently.
Seek in every way to keep control of your faculties. It is never too
soon to begin to cultivate these powers of your being.
Obtain a full knowledge of your own language and its literature. Study and
become familiar with the best writers of prose and poetry, it will turn you to the
following of these models in j'our style of expression. Plato wrote in his beautiful tongue rare poetical prose.
It is said of Renan that he would not consider
several hours wasted, if by their use he reached the best word to construe his
shade of meaning. Coleridge, a deep student of the highest thought of his day,
and a fine literary critic, said of George Fox's Journal that there was more
wisdom in single pages of it, than in many a great scholastic tome. I know of
no more stimulating biography than that of the Baron Bunsen, by his wife. His
Christian parents were of the most humble class of Germany.
Eventually, he
became a member of the House of Peers, in Berlin. His heavenly Father saw
that he could bear prosperity, hence, it was his pleasure to heap honors on such a
When Prussian minister at the court in London, he was so courted by
savant.
the best of all England that Elizabeth Fry felt it best to warn him of the danger
On the other hand, a Russian poet, who had met him while he
of such success.
was minister at Rome, said to him: "Vous etes le seul enfant de cinquante ans,
que j'ai jamais vu." In reading it, I met with their European books that we do
I wrote to Andrew D.
not see. That winter I was shut in with a bad throat.
White, at the head of our lake and asked for such books as he had of that list.
To my great pleasure, his librarian sent me all of them, some twenty-four volumes.
Among them, I recollect the life of Stein, who, as prime minister at Berlin, was
a great obstacle to Napoleon. Then, there was the life of a philanthropic bookseller who did much to elevate and cultivate the love of good books.
The autobiography of "George Sand" (Madame Dudevant) was a curiosity. Robert Brown-

ing speaks of the

A

life

of the soul as the greatest study.

strong point that emphasizes

Sordello

is

that.

my

thought is the observation that
our greatest discoverers in science, as a rule, have been men of great love of truth
"Blessed are the pure in
and men of pure lives. One of the great Beatitudes is
As I take it, they see God in nature, read God's
heart, for they shall see God."
secrets.
George Fox had an experience on this line he saw the medicinal propitself

in

:

:

erties of minerals
icine,

but he

Again,

in

and plants to such an extent that he thought of practicing med-

was a

athletics,

spiritual healer.

the

men

Sir Isaac

Newton was

exceptionally chaste.

of the greatest precision in action, of the soundest

nerve and highest strength are those
Pleasantville Station, N. Y.

who

are pure in heart and

R. B.

life.

HowLAND,

'43.

:
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a matter of general interest to those interested in Haverford

President

Sharpless

has

handed

in

the

following

list

graduates holding college positions
Allen C, Thomas,
Louis Starr,

Haverford.

'68.

'69.

Henry Wood,

Johns Hopkins.
Maryland.
Haverford.

'6s.

'71.

Randolph Winslow,

'12.
'75.

Francis B. Gummere,
J. Franklin Davis,

'1(>.

Francis G. Allinson,

'81.
'82.

'85.

Guilford.

Brown.

Lyndon Hobbs,

Guilford.

George W. White,
William H. Collins,
George A. Barton,
Henry M. Thomas,
Rufus M. Jones,
Joseph L. Markley,
Augustus T. Murray,

Guilford.

Thomas Newlin,
Theodore W. Richards,

Whittier.

L.
'78.

Pennsylvania.

Haverford.

Bryn Mawr.
Johns Hopkins.
Haverford.
Michigan.
Stanford.

'87.

Barker Newhall,

Harvard.
Kenyon.

'88.

Henry V. Gummere,

Drexel.

'89.

William Draper Lewis,
Allison W. Slocum.
William R. Dunton,

Vermont.
Johns Hopkins.

Warner

Indiana.

Fite,

Pennsylvania.

'90.

Robert R. Tatnall,

Northwestern.

•92.

L Harvey Brumbaugh,

Juniata.

'94.

Walter Morris Hart,
Oscar M. Chase,
William W. Comfort,
Henry S. Conard,

'96.

Mark Brooke,

West

T. Harvey Haines,

Ohio.

Homer J. Webster,
Roswell C. McCrea,
W. W. Cadbury,
Samuel H. Hodgin,
Robert N. Wilson,
Royal J. Davis,

Mt. Union.

'94-

'97.

'98.

'99.

J.
'00.

'01.

'02.

Howard

Redfield,

Charles H. Carter,
William 0. Mendenhall,
Clement O. Meredith,
Richard M. Gummere,
A. G. H. Spiers,
C.

Wharton

Stork,

California.

Haverford.
Cornell.
Grinnell.

Point.

Pennsylvania.

Canton.
Rollins.

Guilford,

New York

University.

Swarthmore.
Syracuse.

Earlham.
Guilford.

Haverford.
Haverford.
Pennsylvania.

of

Haverford
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'03.

Henry

'04.

Howard H.

'05.

Maurice
William

'06.

'07.

'08.

Cadbury,

J.

J.
J.

Haverford.

Brinton,

Pickering.

Babb,
Reagan,

Thomas K. Brown,

Pennsylvania.
Friends' University.

Haverford.

Jr.,

Richard L. Cary,
Roderick Scott,
Charles R. Hoover,
A. Wilson Hobbs,

Princeton.
Earlhara.

Pennsylvania.
Guilford.

'78

Daniel Smiley has recently been elected to the Board of Managers
of Haverford College.

'8s

A

by Rufus M. Jones, has
London.

collection of Bible Stories for Children,

just been published

by Headley

Bros.,
'89

Warner

Fite,

Professor of Philosophy,

in

Indiana University, has

contributed to The Nation, a valuable article on "Pedagogy and

The

Teacher."
'91

The engagement of W. Marriott Canby and Miss

Leila Kurtz, of

Germantown, Pennsylvania, has been announced.
•92

A.

W.

Blair has

moved from

the agricultural station of the State

of Florida to the State Experimental Station

at

New

Brunswick,

New

Jersey.
'96

A

son, Alfred Garrett Scattergood, Jr., has been born to J.

Henry

Scattergood.
'97

Alfred M. Collins and E. M. Scull,
Africa.

way

They have

to Nairobi

left

Mombasa, on

where they are

'01,

are on a hunting trip in

the East coast and are on their

to start hunting.

'98
S.

H. Hodgin has accepted the position of Dean of Rollins

Winter Park, Florida.

College,

:
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Oscar P.
October 25th

High

Moffit, of
to

Dr. W'iUiam

Point,
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North CaroHna, was married on

Miss La Fayette Paschall, of Reidsville.

W.

Caclbury gave an address

at a

Haverford Tea Meet-

ing early last month.
'99
J.

D. Carter

is

now

employ of

in the

J.

S.

and T. Elkinton, manu-

facturers, of Philadelphia.

Ex-'oi

Moorestown, was married on October 12th
Mann,
at
Edgewater Park, New Jersey.
H. Elfleda
C. F. Allen, of

to

Miss

'02

In the class of '02 "Bulletin," published this month,

lowing

we

note the fol-

officers

President, A. G. H. Spiers.

Vice-President,

W.

C. Longstreth.

Secretary-Treasurer, E. E. Trout.
Assistant Secretary-Treasurer, C. R. Gary.

The annual

class dinner will be held at college

on December 23d.

Plans are being discussed for the tenth anniversary of the class to be
celebrated next June.

A

Wharton Stork on November

son was born to C.

20th.

Mr. Stork

has lately addressed the Brozvning Society of Philadelphia on Old English

Drama.

At

the Trinity game,

November

the

i8th,

following

members of

the class took the opportunity to have a small class conference

Pusey, 2nd, A. C.
Spiers,

Wood, W.

and John Ross.

:

W. W.

M. Gummere, A. G. H.
Mr. Pusey came up from Wilmington to see
G. Longstreth, R.

the game.

Edward W. Evans has been made one

of the Board of Managers

of Haverford College.

A

son was born, this

E. E. Trout

is

fall,

to

Arthur

S.

Cookman.

captain of the Merion C. G.

first

bowling team.

November 14th, the first of two
Wayne. The subject was "From
the Troubadours to Dante."
Dr. Spiers was recently in an automobile
accident with Mrs. Spiers and M. H. C. Spiers, '09. Though the car was
damaged very much, none of the occupants were seriously injured.
Dr. A. G. H.

Spiers

delivered,

lectures before the Saturday Club of

1
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Under

the Chairmanship of Dr.

plans for an attempt that will be

made

Spiers a committee
this

is

discussing

winter to extend the intluence

of Haverford College in the neighborhood.

It is

intended, though the

plans are not yet mature, to liave a series of lectures this winter in the

Haverford Union, given by n'enibcrs of the faculty.
The Haverford College Lectures. It is thought

called

These

will

be

that the lectures

given by the college faculty will be better adajited to the needs of the
late years by outsiders.
The lecand probably limited to fifty-six minutes.
There is every reason to believe that these plans will be a success, and
that the lectures will atford the alunnii good opportunities of keeping
in touch with the cnllcge and of seeing one another.

connnunity than the lectures given of
tures will be popular in lone,

'04

Thomas

J.

Megear has moved

into Dr. Hall's

house on the campus

for the winter.
'05

E. F. W'inslow recently jjassed the examinations of the l"'harmaceutical

Board of the State of Pennsyhania.
Ex-'o7
R. Cadhury,

Jr..

is

in

the em])lny of

J.

I'".

Rhoads

.Sons, at

Wil-

abroad during the

holi-

tK;

mington, Delaware.
'08

T. ]\Iorris Longstrcth will take a

siiort tri])

De Lancey School, I'hiladelijhia.
Howard liurtt has opened an office for the

days of the
at

general practice of law

1007 Bailey ]^>uilding, 1218 Chestnut Street, Philadeli)hia.
appendicitis.
J. P. Elkinton has recently undergone an operation for
'09

George Smith Bard died (ju l-'riday, Xovcmber 17, after an illness
It is hard to write of it, not only because of our .sorof almost a year.
row for it, but also because of our inability to pay a fitting tribute to our
departed comrade. His was a life that accomplished much, though
extending over less than twenty-four years, for the example of bravery
and unselfishness which he ever showed will be reflected in the lives of
His courage was no
all who knew him well as long as they shall live.
less when he faced death than it had been when he was in the best of
health.
It is pointless to multiply words about him here, as far as those
who knew him well are concerned, but what is said will be far from in

Alumni Department
\aiii if

it

who

influence any

hearint:^, strive to

did not

know him
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>

Hfe and,

incjuire of his

lead lives as noble.
'10

Alfred Roberts has

left

Page Allinson

v..

is

Supply Company, and

the Keini

connected with the S. L. Allen

Company

is

now

of Philadelphia.

studying agriculture at State College, Pennsyl-

vania.

The engagement of Miss Fjnily Le Compte Parker, daughter of
Mr. and Mrs. A. D. Parker, of Denver, Colorado, to Reginald H. Morris
has been announced.

Ex-'io
Wilson is practicing law in Chicago.
Philip Baker is now President of the Cambridge Union, the highest
intellectual honor connected with Cambridge University.
He is also

John

1".

President of the Cambridge Athletic L^nion, the highest athletic honor.
'11

Ebenezer Spencer
Spencer

firms.

is

New York

Company, of

is

connected with the Peek Brothers
City.

working

This

is

& Winch Tea

one of the oldest of English tea
packing busi-

at present in establishing a tea

ness for packing teas from bulk to retail packages.

One

of the brands

he expects to pack is the Yours Truly tea, which will appear on the
market with other lines of groceries of the same trade-mark after January first.
H. B. Stuccator has been in charge of a children's playground in

West

Chester.

D. D. Reynolds

Bank.

team

He

is

in

the

employ of the Kennett Square National

has been coaching the Kennett Square High School football

this fall.

D. S. Hinshaw

is

Pennsylvania Medical

raising $100,000 for the

School in Canton, China.

W.

Dr. William

Cadbury,

"97,

is

connected

with this institution.

Benjamin Farquhar

is

with the Chaiupion Bridge Company, of Wil-

mington, Ohio.

Rensselaer

Polytechnic

SCHOOL
^!^^r
Civil,

Institute

of

ENGINEERING
Mechanical, Electrical
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THE HAVERFORDIAN
A HUMBLE ANCESTOR

Do

know, an adequate account
fall of that amateur
journalism, as it called itself, which sprang up at the close
of the Civil War, spread over the Eastern and Middle
States, and died out, or down, after a score of adventurous
No library seems to have collected anything like representative
years.
files of those home-made periodicals, which nevertheless are surely more
one has written, so far as

of the

rise,

I

the grandeur, and the

valuable than the paper-bags with imprint of baker or confectioner that
the librarian of Bodley used to receive so thankfully and

the remark

:

"A

thousand

years hence, this will

file

be history."

away with
The late

and the seventies saw a kind of children's crusade in print. Boys
and a few girls wrote the copy, set up the type, and prepared the modest
Partnerships
edition on presses that were sold broadcast over the land.
were common, capital and talent joining hands to turn out what was often
Probably in most cases exchange formed the
a very imposing sheet.
bulk of the circulation, and advertisements, secured from long-sufifering
sixties

—

The

was "we," and
Henry Watterson brand. Convenwhich juvenile editors and publishers made far

relatives, supplied the cash.

fifteen-year-old editor

lashed his rivals with satire of the
tions

were

held,

to

journeys, and lemonade flowed freely at the annual banquets.

Yet now,

ubi sunt, not only the pocula, but the papers themselves, and the harm-

of youth
Gibbon for

less habit

A

?

this melancholy decline and fall will doubtless appear
due time. Our present concern is with the part of amateur journalism
which did not decay, and with the part of that part represented by The
Haverfordian. Of course, the various college papers had no direct connection with amateur journalism of the "Our Boys and Girls" variety,
but it was the same facility of print that tempted them, and the same
impulse towards publicity and affairs and a definite literary standing.
As the older ideas of discipline went out of favor, as the student gained
more liberty in his choice of studies, and in his walk and conversation as
well, he felt the need of public expression for the student body, of an
"organ," as Horace Greeley would say, and college journalism in this
sense is the result of new academic conditions. But in a more immediate

in
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sense,

and on the

literary side, a college paper

familiar manuscript journal which

was

is

kept, in

the child of that once
whatever form, by the

These associations flourished, to be sure, outside of
and were often the sesthetic mainstay of villages and towns
all over the country
but they were at their best as the academic societies
which still exist here, and here under their odd names, mostly pedantic
to an insufferable degree, where "mutual improvement,"
the dear old
clumsy phrase was the object, and where the method was always indicated as debating, declaiming, and "the reading of select original essays."
The child, as we all know, has effectually killed or silenced its parent,
and no smell of the tomb is quite so pungent and convincing as the odor
of the bound volumes on our own shelves, where the essays of the forefathers are solemnly inurned.
Haverford College had a public literary
society, the "Loganian" it still exists, I think, by the title. There were also
two secret societies, the "Everett" and the "Athenaeum," and these had
each a board of editors who prepared and read every month a paper,
supposed to discuss matters with far more ease and defiance of college
law than was the case with the "Collegian" of the public body. In the
light of the present day, however, the freedom of the "Bud" and the

literary societies.

college walls,

;

—

—

;

"Gem"

is

"Sketch"

is

oppressively

decorous.

Fiction

hardly

ever

appears,

the

equally rare, and the stodgy essay prevails, with occasional

and mainly humorous verse.
In the year 1872. just after the college had begun

and greater personal
of
order
the societies began also
restrictions

its

policy of fewer

responsibility for the student, the old
to change.

A

few adventurous

spirits

conceived the idea of a small debating club, strictly limited to eleven

members, where everybody should speak, except the moderator, and where
keener ambition and higher standards should rule. The late E. P. Allinson, of '74, was beyond all doubt the leader of this movement.
I have
written in The IL\\^RFORr)iAN about the doings of his club, which took a
very good motto and a very ridiculous name from Homer's account of
the old men whose voices rose like the chirp of the tettix as they discussed

afifairs

of state in Troy.

We

called ourselves

"The Grasshoppers."

Subtract eleven from the students then in college, and one gets the exact

number of masterpieces in
was all good-natured, and

satire directed against

our

little

band.

But

it

a high sense of duty impelled the eleven to

Haverford should be irradiated by their
do this was to publish a paper.
The authorities were sounded but neither faculty nor managers
could then see the reasonable side of our design, and whatever might
be printed must appear as the work of individuals in the unchartered

let their light

genius.

And

so shine that

the only

way

all

to

;
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freedom of vacation. So, in the hot summer of 1873, two graduates
and two budding seniors met as guests of a certain hospitable physician
in Wihnington, Delaware, and there and then put forth The Grasshopper,
first of the printed sheets which have more or less faithfully represented
As to the contents, the values, the
the students of Haverford College.
standard, the success,

let

of this Grasshopper, and

than for fun.
seem,

it

some

sprightly exchange-editor look

fall to;

he should find food

Raw, however, and

found favor

in the eyes of

futile as

up a copy

less for reflection

much of the paper must now
Thomas Chase, and it was

Professor

good word, I think, which warded off some sort of punishment by the
and encouraged the editors to repeat their experiment. As The
Tetti.v. it ap]3earcd the following year, and yet again as The Havcrfordian.
Still later, in 1878, E. P. Allinson founded The Quaker Alumnus, which
was meant to serve as a literary clearing-house for all the colleges and
The first number
schools under the care of the Society of Friends.
contained, moreover, articles of wider appeal than "mere literature" can
boast there were nearly three columns devoted to "Haverford Cricket
Notes" by H. Cope, of '69. In the second number appears a learned
paper on the Greek pronoun, by F. G. Allinson, of '76, and contributions
were even sent from over sea. An early death snatched away this promising and ambitious journal in 1879; but its place was taken very promptly
and auspiciously by The Student, a far more vigorous affair, backed by
Haverford and Westtown. edited by Isaac Sharpless and T. K. Brown,
and flourishing for something like a decade.
In the meanwhile, another Haverfordian arose, this time the making
of actual students in college. Its thirty-third volume rounds out a generation of the children of men, and more than the average life of a periodical.
From its far-off predecessor we would borrow no "features," learn no
lesson one thing, only, let it forever share with that silent Grasshopper
the spirit of uncompromising war upon Philistia and all Philistine ways.
his

faculty,

;

—

;

F. B. G., '72.

A LAMENT
Why

God has

is it

With

Why

is

A

fashioned

I

men

and thoughtless hands?
'twixt our nature and

selfish hearts

it

woman's such

Some poor, well-meaning fool will
Some woman for eternity
And make her life a hollow shell
Because he

Too

dull to realize her needs.

says he

may

knows

all

know

bosom

heart within her

With
It

too blind to see;

is

wishes well, but cannot

Her

He

take

blind to see the love she craves

Too

He

i

a difference stands?

bleeds.

the world, and loves

the passion that he can.

be true, but what of that?

Can
Can one

love be

much from such

so shriveled at the root

know the depth of
we find the grand conceit,
Which orders, "Woman, be my
Profess to

And

God

man?

a

life?

yet

help the

man whose wake

wife!"

in life

Lies flotsam-thick in thoughtless crimes

God

help the beggar

Not

O

who

reader, these are bitter

Intended not for

But meant for men
I

all

like

forgets

hundred times.

once, but half a

words
mankind;

me, because

stumble, helpless, thoughtless, blind.
1912.

A MEMORY
This waterfall's melodious voice

Was famed both far and near;
Although it long has ceased to flow,
Yet still with memory's ear
Ifs gentle splash I hear.
Translated from Dai-Nagon Kinto (1041 A. D.)

Often when my eyes grow weary of books and the dull glow of
settles around me, my mind gently wanders back through the
years into the shadow-land of memory to live anew the joyous life of
the past. Then before my half-closed eyes forms the vision of the old
home in Yotsuya all flittingly it comes, like the flickering of some ancient
candle then in dimness passes away, only to return again, until I am
no longer here, but wandering in the bright dawn of childhood.
How clearly do I see that sombre, solemn gate with its twin-posts
of soft-grey weathered wood, the camelia-bordered drive, and then around
the bend the ancient mansion with its low rambling roof of dull tiles,
resting quietly amidst the great gnarled pines and the aged cryptomerias.
And then, on beyond the house and the trees, I see a many-lanterned
garden, edged by a terrace and a low, green hedge of bamboo, with a
distant view over smoky house-tops below, and Fujiyama like a crystal
crowning the azure beyond.
And as I view these scenes, there comes to my ear the distant roar
of many clogs mingling with the nearer cries of the street, which rise
evening

—

—

sonorous undersong, while a nightingale warbles forth a sweet spring
melody.
in a

And now

I

am

in the

old house, gently

wakened by

the soft

morn-

ing light peeping through the sliding night-doors, and casting weird,

yellow streaks across the heavy paper partition beyond.
ber those fantastic shadows

How

!

they used to

ghosts and hunch-backed mountain-men, and
land.

And how, many

a time, just as

I

was

all

dawn.

up

Then

I

it

up

would be sorry

to see

boys do, and as grown-ups do,

by a greater opportunity.

also,

my

all

and

when

I

remem-

from

fairy-

midst of some wonroll

like the clinging petals of

in the gulf of light that followed,

I

think of dim

that horde

in the

drous imagery of the mind, the night-shutters would
over the house, opening

Oh,

make me

and glide

all

a lotus-flower at

pet characters swallowed

would cry a

a present fad

is

little

as small

overshadowed

—

1
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For now I slip my toes into a pair of sandals, run over to the terrace,
and look out over the hazy morning mist to the barracks on the hills

And lo, the deep resonant echo of a temple bell booms forth
and goes sounding on its way like a voice of the past, while I, with
head bowed, chant the words Namu Amida Butsii. And scarcely before
beyond.

li

"

the reverberations have died away, a bugle
air to salute

my

me, and then the

little

floats

call

across the

straightening bugs run

still

up and down

my chubby-fist goes up to a martial salute as I have seen the
do who passed our gate, and as the policeman a great man
would do whenever I bowed to him at the end of the street.
Then after the morning repast, I would watch the lurking carp in
the pond, or chase the dragon-fly, until in my weariness I would call for
Ocho, the nurse. Then dear Ocho would take me on her back, piggyfashion, scolding me all the while for pulling her hair, or making believe
she was a war-horse and I an ancient warrior.
Thus we would pass
out of the gate and up the street, passing hurrying jinrickshaws and other
Ochos with their little cublings out for a sunning. At last we would
reach our destination the Imoya or "Sweet Potato Shop."
How I would jump up and down and wave and clap my little hands,
crying to Ocho to hasten her steps. But who could blame me, with that
ambrosia-like odor of hot potatoes coming in clouds and veritably pulling me towards them? Now we have crossed the street and are under
the bamboo awning of the .shop. Ry those celestial tubs of boiling potatoes
stands the old woman of the shop, her odd face wrinkling up into such
grotesque smiles that I used to grow afraid and ask Ocho why the Baya
looked so much like one of her queer brown wio? Then Ocho would
back, and

—

soldiers

—

say:

"Shee
for, arra,

the old

—keep

quiet,

little

one, for her heart

look what nice big ones she

woman would come waddling

potato, I used to hide

an

O

artist at fixing

my

is

is

—

a sweet potato too

getting for you."

across to

me

Then when

with a nice steaming

head behind Ocho's high coiffure (she was

her hair) and hold out

my

fist

for the potato like a

grew very brave and peeped out from behind the
refuge of Ocho's hair. There was the old woman, whom I had never
seen so close, smiling so sweetly and gently at me that I began to be sorry
for what I had said about her.
As we were leaving, with my mouth stuffed full of hot potato, I
managed to gurgle.
"Ocho! Do you remember when you said the old woman had a
suppliant.

But once

I

sweet-potato heart?"

"Yes,

little

one, I remember."
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"Well, Ocho, I'm going to ask the old
time for I'm sure

"Keep

it's

When

What

one!

quiet, little

Arra-arra!

woman

to let

me

eat

it

next

!"

good

if

the foxes heard

you say that?"

boys say naughty things like that, the ghosts will

catch and eat them."

"O, ghosts! Ocho, obake, obake!
please,

Ocho

And
ber

it,

then

for

it

Tell

me

a strange story of obakc,

!"

Ocho

was

all

told

me

a strange, strange story, but I cannot

remem-

so long, long ago.

Y. N.,

'15.

WOMAN
O,

Woman

gazing there.

Into infinity

Thy beauty doth
There

We

is

see

declare

a deity.

from thine eyes

What bids
Thy soul's

divinity.

Within us
Looms up

eternity.

Shown to
Of mystic

We

shine.

us not repine,

as

we gaze

us by the rays
sanctity.

kneel before the shrine.

Where

bides thy soul divine

In sacred purity.

For

tho' foul

Our

frail

doubt besets

humanity,

Yet Heaven, for guidance,

Thy

sets

holy charity.

To show man on the way
To his God's wondrous day.
Love

in eternity.

E.

M.

P., '15.
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A WINTER REVERIE
When

the

North-Wind

steals

and

in

frenzy

reels.

O'er the Silver-lands fast with cold,

With

cruel

demand

in his icy

That makes young men
Doth a phantom lute in a

The

hand

pity the old.
trice

transmute

silver into gold.

In this golden land by the whispering strand

Of

Do

the Sea of

Memory,

the voices dwell which are

The Unseen Harmony,
Which kiss as they go and

wont

to swell

in rapture flow

In a stream of melody.

Here an

island lies

where

the

West-Wind

sighs

And all the young loves are,
And a Princess seems to rule the dreams
Of the dreamers from afar;
For they see her at night in a pillar of
And the flame of a burning star.

light

D. W.,

'14.

GRADUATE INTEREST

IN

UNDERGRADUATE

LIFE

— We

[Editor's Note:
Graduate Interest

have received the following letter and articles in regard
Undergraduate Life, which appeared in the December
issue.
In publishing this controversy, The Haverfordian acts impartially, and
although it regrets the possibility of misunderstanding by outsiders, it believes that
the discussion provoked by the article of last month will, in the main, give everyone
to

in

a true appreciation of Haverford.]

Editor-in-Chief, Haverfordian,

Haverford College, Haverford, Pa.

Dear

Sir:

—The

The Haverfordian,
in
I

Undergraduate Life,"

is

in the

December

any

it,

with the statement

articles in discussion of this subject,

one on which much can be said on both sides."
The proposition that interest on the part of the Alumni

graduate

life at the

issue of

such as to render some comment appropriate.

observe an editorial note calling attention to

shall be glad to publish
is

which appeared

article

signed "Alumnus," and entitled "Graduate Interest

College

is

in

"We

which
under-

desirable, hardly admits of discussion.

It

also appears to be hardly open to question that, whether such interest at

any given time be great or little, any proper methods of increasing or
intensifying it should be employed and encouraged.
The article referred to may, perhaps, be said to make these selfevident propositions.
Beyond doing so, however, it is in eflfect merely
derogatory to Haverford students and Alumni, to their reputation and
What the writer seems to regard as
to the reputation of the College.
instances of defective training and want of loyalty and interest are set
forth, which instances are in part ill-considered and in part the basis of
incorrect

deduction or illustration.

He

says that

present

conditions

ought to be changed. He suggests no proper method of changing them.
In this respect he exemplifies that undesirable type of so-called reformer
who noisily condemns conditions which he considers bad, clamors for
I use the
change, but has no practical method of change to propose.
the
with
obviously
as
much
force
as
possible
because
word "noisily,"
writer presents his adverse criticism so that

it

will

reach to quarters

can do no good to the cause he seems to espouse, but

where it
would tend to harm the College if the character he
graduates and undergraduates might, in the absence of

where

attributes to
direct

it

its

knowledge

of facts, be regarded as a true one.
It is difficult to

imagine any one really having the interests of the

College at heart preparing such an article for publication.
criticisms

were

Even

if

his

justified in the light of carefully considered facts, they
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should be brought to the attention of the Alumni, as would be possible,
in ways other than this.
One cannot but be surprised also that the

Board of The Haverfordian pennitted such a
Knowing Haverford graduates and undergraduates

Editorial

publication.

as

I

do, even

recognizing and affording an example of their faults and failings,
difficult to

regard such an article and the instances cited

as emanating

from one very

represents and inculcates.

deficient in the spirit

in

it

it

is

other than

Haverford College

The author might even be imagined

to be
one who has endeavored to inaugurate changes in undergraduate and
graduate activities which those having real interest in Haverford and its

reputation hzxc not approved.

Haverford does not teach or lead to the admiration of effusive selfis too often the outward and visible sign of the "live
wire" which "Alumnus" seems to commend. It teaches thoroughness,
energ}' and a sense of duty and responsibility.
In connection with what
"Alumnus" says as to what Haverford graduates lack in business ability,
I recall instances of Haverford graduates being especially sought for
assurance, which

positions of responsibility in a financial institution (not, I

may

add, even

one managed
I have known also of men,
tion regarded as the Haverford standard.
not Haverford graduates, whose personal affiliations were with other
colleges, who, nevertheless, preferred to send their sons to Haverford

by Friends), because of what the president of the institu-

because of the regard they had for the Haverford standard.

Perhaps our manners and dress and sprightliness of conversation
I am inclined to think, however, that the "influential
undergraduate" who is reported by "Alumnus" to have been depressed
might be improved.

at the superiority in these particulars of the students of anotlier institu-

long enough and makes the best of the advantages offered

tion, if

he

lives

him

at

Haverford,

to

as with what he

may

may be well satisfied with
may now consider the standard

the Haverford standard

of another college.

He

group of Haverford
graduates have quite as desirable a record, standing and reputation in
the community as those who appeared to his experienced and penetrating
undergraduate mind as superior in youth.
"Alumnus" docs not give us the reason, which it took him so long to
discover, why the boys of the school at which he taught regarded Haveralso find in later years that a similarly selected

ford with "silent contempt." One wonders if it was the presence among
them of a teacher holding the views as to Haverford which he seems to
hold and expresses so freely.
"Alumnus" cites sundry instances, apparently to demonstrate a lack
of loyalty and interest in Haverford on the part of its graduates. He

\
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declined to serve on a committee in charge of

Alumni Day events because on
arranging for and participating

that day he

was

to devote himself to

one of those events which contribute
to the entertainment of all who attend.
He refers to an occasion when
an offer by undergraduates to give an "entertainment" lasting an hour
or so on Alumni

of meeting some

in

Day was declined by the committee in charge. He tells
New York graduates at lunch, men who were in the

habit of lunching together frequently, and takes exception to the fact
that their conversation

One would

was not

limited to subjects relating to the College.

hardly say that instances such as these indicate any general

disloyalty or lack of interest.

I

do not think a general disloyalty or lack

of interest exists.

Even "Alumnus" admits

Haverford graduates respond

any
any
usual need.
not aroused by
the prospect of an "entertainment" by undergraduates on Alumni Day.
that

He does not demonstrate that they lack
He does indicate that Alumni interest was

unusual need.

"Alumnus"
shown
be
to be

a fact that the average interest of

in their College

is

There

to the contrary notwithstanding, I

less

to be found

and

to

do not think it can
Haverford graduates

than that of graduates of other colleges in theirs.

are, of course, different

that in the case of

to

interest in

ways of evidencing

interest, but I believe

few colleges is there a larger proportion of the Alumni
be depended upon to respond to the needs and advance

the best interests of the undergraduates than in the case of Haverford.
I believe, too,

that this graduate interest has been increasing of late years

more, and to more beneficial purpose, than would have been possible
by any radical changes in graduate or undergraduate life or in their
reciprocal relations.

There is obviously a certain proportion of Haverford Alumni who
would like a different spirit to prevail in the College and among the
Alumni. I believe that such proportion represents the exception to the
It is to be regretted that
rule, and is not as "Alumnus" would indicate.
any graduate of Haverford thinks of its Alumni and its undergraduates
It is most deeply to be
as does the writer of the article in question.
regretted, in my judgment, that such an article as this should by publication by any possibility come to the attention of those who, not in a position
to know actual facts and actual conditions, might receive from it a totally
incorrect impression and form a totally wrong conclusion with respect
to Haverford, its undergraduates, and its graduates.
I shall appreciate your courtesy in publishing this letter.
Very truly yours,
Parker S. Williams, '94.
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II

As

a loyal Haverfordian,

I

have been roused by the antagonistic tone
issue on the topic of

"Alumnus" who addressed your December

of the

graduate and undergraduate relations.

It sticks in

my mind

that

many

facts are misrepresented in his letter,

and that anyone not acquainted
with the real state of affairs at Haverford College would entertain rather
pessimistic ideas of the institution. Whereas, I feel strongly that Haverford was never in better condition, intrinsically and extrinsically, than in

month
"Alumnus" is

the present

of January, 19 12.

correct in his belief that our graduates do not flow
along rapidly enough with the current of contemporary affairs. He is
right in saying that

Alumni Day

is

given over exclusively to the Alumni.

Again, his point that the average schoolboy does not

make

strong efforts

Haverford instead of the larger universities, is well taken. And
he is incontrovertibly sound in judgment when he asks the question:
"What is to be gained by trying to show up the Haverford man in a
comparatively poor light?" Nothing at all is to be gained by so doing.
Insurgency, in its political sense, must not sound a hostile note against
to enter

the institutions wdiich

The Haverford
ness world,

is

it

seeks to reform.

ideal, as I see

it

not such a bad ideal.

every day exemplified in the busiIt

has produced scores of political

workers, whose aims towards municipal reform have lately been accomplished.

It

may

be true that certain election results were due in part to

but no one can deny that the
committee to prevent fraudulent ballots did its work well, and made
possible a majority of four thousand.
On this committee, as on many
other committees, were groups of Haverfordians who sacrificed their

a series of business and financial deadlocks

;

time and money, and preferred to be steady "wheel-horses" rather than
questionable "captains of industry."

Their executive

ability

took the

shape of united effort rather than of individual domination. When a
college president becomes a candidate for a seat in the State Legislature

when an Alumnus presides over a meeting of all the bankers of Pennsylvania; when two Haverfordians take first rank among the artists of
America, one in music and the other in designing; when three of the
most distinguished physicians of Philadelphia during the past thirty
years write themselves A.B. of Haverford; when half a dozen of the
most successful and solid businesses in Philadelphia are controlled by our

Alumni

;

when members

of the

universities, or proceed thither

way;

—

Among

faculty decline positions at the large

and "make good"

in the face of facts like these,

in

a

most emphatic

can "Alumnus" uphold

the most powerful students of settlement problems

his theory?

in this

country
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young Haverfordian and at the desk of perhaps the soundest weekly
New York sits one who fifteen years ago used to draw
crowds from near and far by the force and wit of his debating. Besides
these, and many others who are fighting for the improvement of the
community, is a great body of quiet "commuters," not emphatic or asseris

a

;

periodical in

tive,

but sound men.

When

in college,

questionable play on the football
in

order to have no part or parcel

sake of a draw.

And what

field.

in the

they did not see the necessity of

They even ran

to the wickets

charge of delaying tactics for the

they were on the campus, so they are in

business.

The only

real truth in the statement of

of loyalty in attendance at college activities.

"Alumnus"

A

Yale

is

man

in the
will

matter

pawn

his

me, to get back to New Haven for class reunions.
We are apt, at Haverford, to be detained by business which could run
itself for twenty-four hours.
But when I count the attendance every
Alumni Day, and see it increasing yearly, I feel no qualms as to the
watch, so they

tell

We

must not pat ourselves on the back, even though an official
remarked to a member of the Dinner Committee
that our annual gathering is the largest in actual numbers of any alumni
association that holds its dinners in that hotel. We must not swell with
pride at our sectional associations in Baltimore, Boston, Chicago, New
Let us organize others in Canada,
York, Pittsburgh, and London.
Mexico, and San Francisco
Were any of these organizations existing
And is it fair to compare a college of eight hundred
fifteen years ago?
active alumni with institutions which turn out eight hundred students
future.

at the Bellevue-Stratford

!

per year?
I

know

of no gifts "with a string to them."

or funds are so constituted,

I

If

any of our buildings

should be perfectly glad to see a whole

network of string-encircled gifts dotting the campus. Those which we
have interfere in no way with any of the habits and customs which
Haverfordians hold dear.
Why should not Alumni Day be a day of relaxation, of handshakes
and reunions ? Your correspondent would fill it with special events.

Now,

if

athletic

fixtures

(thirty

men

playing cricket with the zest of

renewed youth, and three baseball games going on simultaneously, besides
tennis and "wogglebug" contests) have already choked the program,
would it not be loading the camel's back to request our participation in
further exercises? We attend the tea and enjoy it more and more every
year; we vote and crack our mild annual jokes at the business meeting in
the Union we sup and sing and stroll and return to our homes feeling
;

that

all's

right with the world.
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All very well, the insurgent will reply, but this does not explain

away Alumni
along other

The explanation, however, will be made
Walk the grounds next June and recollect the

apathy.

lines.

of the various buildings,

—Lloyd Hall, the Dining Hall,
—

clear

dates

Roberts Hall, the

Gymnasium, the Union, the Science Hall, the rising Infirmary, and" the
south wing of the Library, not to mention the cricket pavilion and
Merion Cottage. Have not all these buildings appeared with the last
twelve years, and do they not represent ten-eighteenths of the total
building equipment? Out of these ten buildings (almost averaging one
per year) at least seven are the results of Alumni donation; and of
these seven, five are the answer to general subscription.

gentlemen
stroll

who have

May

not the

turned their pockets inside out for this purpose

along the Serpentine, or chat in

groups on the lawn, next

little

drum up undergraduates? No forced
letter from "Alumnus" is the only complaint

June, without being expected to

measures are successful; this
which I have ever heard against Alumni Day.

If fifteen Haverfordians, lunching together in

New

York, discuss

matters which mainly concern their business existence and their

common

what is there unnatural about this? Would not the opening
strains of "Comrades, Come!" bring them to their feet? In my opinion,
the mere fact that they lunch together in this way at stated intervals is
ample proof of their affection and loyalty.
interests,

The school question may be quickly dismissed. What else could
one expect than that the schools should seek the universities? It would
be of no advantage to them, commercially or academically, to campaign
for the benefit of the small college. Their attendance would fall off fifty
The

per cent.

small college must always be ready to welcome a boy

sees that its life offers inducements to him,

the boy

who

is

unduly captivated by what

a

of mine calls the Big Noise of the big colleges.

very

little

about Alumni

;

it is

who

and may endeavor to attract
prominent Haverford friend

the student body, and

The schoolboys think
what manner of men

they seem, that set the fashion for certain migrations in the school world.

do not wish to hurl a vague mass of undigested
me to sum up by saying that what we
Alumni need in order to be effective sons of Alma Mater is not men
who palaver and question, but staunch supporters who believe and take
for granted what is absolutely true,^that Haverford is a small college
worthy of the highest effort. This effort may be made towards the

Inasmuch as

I

assertions at the reader, permit

college,

with a view to increasing its equipment, its concrete wants, or
into the world about us, as a result of the inspiration

may direct itself
we have received

it

loyalty.

at

Haverford's hands.

It

then becomes faith and

Alumnus.

k
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III
I

above

Were

have read the

"Alumnus"

signed by

title,
it

article in the

December Haverfordian under the
what college he does not say.

—of

not for his ignorance of the true facts,

I should be tempted to
had once attended Haverford, as an unpopular under-

believe that he

graduate.

He

low standard of executive ability which the
Did he shine in this respect
college; has he since arrived at a pinnacle of supremacy

speaks of the

average Haverford undergraduate attains.

when he was

in

through continued contact with "men of other colleges"

;

or

is

he holding

himself up as an example of the unfortunate Haverfordian and uttering
an eloquent plea on behalf of the coming generation to those parents who
still have the chance to send their sons to "Harvard, Yale or Princeton"?
Does the mere fact of going to a dinner and talking about Haverford
or giving an entertainment at the college produce executive ability in
a

man?
One

has only to look at the college buildings and learn some honest

facts regarding their financing to realize
really

means.

If they

had no

what the

spend thousands of dollars in

?

True, certain functions

another small Eastern college were managed in a

fordians think

The

is

way

that

Haver-

impossible.

He goes to the right man, or
and makes suggestions and accomplishes

constructive critic works quietly.

body of men,

states his case

— for

something
flings

Alumni

would they
the erecting and equipping of the most

up-to-date buildings of their kind in the country
in

interest of the

interest in the undergraduates,

his

interested

ideas

good.

The

broadcast,

destructive critic calls in the newspapers,

publishes

and disinterested people

his

alike.

flagrant

He makes

declarations

among

a lot of noise, his

subject gets a lot of undesirable advertising and he accomplishes nothing

— for good.
Notwithstanding all this, criticism is a good thing when properly
framed and coming from a competent and broad-minded source, but the
audience and the auditorium must be carefully chosen.
Why doesn't "Alumnus," instead of teaching in "a large Eastern
school," come back to Haverford and preach his doctrine among the boys
whom he considers need his reforming?
John L. Scull, ex-'o5.

;

CONSIDER THE
At

a dinner, dance, a funeral or wedding,

You'll see that

A

LILIES

am

I

equally "au fait":

high-bred air of tone about

My

manner

is

The product of

And

me shedding

distinctly recherche.

the very smartest tailor.

freshened every morning by

I'm a

jolly sort of joker,

While

my

Makes

it

As among

skill at

my

tub,

bridge and poker.

possible to

dawdle

in

my

club.

"those present" mentioned in the papers,

I'm really quite looked up to by the mob;

For where our
I

am

best societ}' cuts capers,

(in vulgar parlance)

"on the job."

I'm simply indispensable at dinner,

For when I'm there things go without

a hitch.

my only mission
keep my proud position

In short,
Is to

As

a useful

little

Brother of the Rich.
L. B. L., '14.

LOOSE LEAVES
TRAVEUNG
Riding away to Nowhere Land,
Dolly upon my knee,
Crossing the borders from here

to there

Wonderful sights to see;
Carried beyond where earth meets sky,
Dolly and I did roam;
That was the journey she took with me
Just on the porch at home.
L. B. L..

'14.

FRATERNITY
^'^EALLY

In fact it is an
it is no drawback not to have any real sisters.
advantage to have to acquire them. For, once, this is accomplished, the
But perhaps, reader, you have sissense of achievement is captivating.
You never can feel the thrill or live in the after-glow of
Unfortunate Soul
ters.
exhilaration which only we can know, we who have found sisters outside the pale of
family. Such mutual confidence and confiding are truly wonderful. Then, too, this
is the most delicate way imaginable to carry off that most unpleasant of situations,

M'^r

^

!

when

either one or the other realizes that the love affair

is

not to be successful.

Much bitterness is thus avoided, and the fraternal instinct is aroused. But you,
who would be a brother, let this be the exception and not the rule. Otherwise
you may tire and get into endless trouble. Now, just suppose that you should
mix up one

sister's situation with another's and then should advise each incorrectly.
And then, too, if
Dire confusion must follow, and perhaps a heart-breaking.
all your quest of love lead but to a brother's station, you miss a half of life.
For, being a brother, though quite wonderful in its way, can never impart to you

the faintest whisperings of that other love.

1912.

THE WORLD'S MOVE

ONCE

band of Satyrs who did some very
was a strong one and both by natural
means and by recruits from outside multiplied rapidly. Their doings became
so notorious that the outside world began to think them a menace that must
be stopped. She therefore decreed that all Satyrs must marry. Nothing daunted,
the doughty tribe took unto themselves wives and continued in their ways.
Again the world stepped up and made it known that their ways were unlawful
The Satyrs were nonplussed. Not for long, however, for a brilliant member
sprang from their ranks and led the way bearing the banner of Mormonism.
This did not become as popular as it might have, for only in Utah are Mormons
allowed and Utah is a long distance from the Gay White Way, beloved of
many of that kind. And thus the game continued, first one side would move
and the other would mate, exactly like a game of chess, until it seemed likely that
the contest would have to be drawn.
At last reports the Satyrs had moved
up their queen "divorce." She seems unconquerable and will, in all probability,
continue to hold the board.
At any rate it is the World's move and there is
no indication of immediate action.
D. C. M., '12.

upon a time there

reprehensible things.

lived

Now

a

this tribe

—
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THE USUAL QUESTION
fELINA was

almost raw-boned, but with a rather delicate face. Job
and with a face and neck in tawny contrast
to his shiny, white collar.
They had been "keeping company" for nearly
a year now, and to-night, as they occupied the opposite ends of a somewhat
worn sofa, each was conscious that time was ripe for action. The township

was

was

tall,

short,

rather pudgy,

alive to the fact, too.

drew a white pawn and made the
"How's your mother?" "Oh," says Job, "she's
Selina

first

move.

doin'

right

"Job,"
fair,

she

said,

but Sis' had

spell of that fever last week."
"Yes," answered Selina, "so Mr. Jamison
was telling us." Eloquent silence followed. Job got up to put another log
on the fire; Selina rose to adjust the lamp. Then from Job: "Selina?" "Yes,
Job;" and the simple formula, "Selina, don't you think we ought to get married?"
Job fidgeted a little and Selina blushed, and murmured, "Yes, Job." Then came
a "billing and cooing" such as mute, faithful settees have endured from time
immemorial.
Two months later they were married and
lived happily

another

ever after.

1912.

MASKS OFF— AND ON!
^Tr^//^4r she

said to herself in the dressing-room.

ill

is

—

"The only reason I'm asking
make my dinner-party go. He hasn't a mite of
^^^ brains; in fact, he's rather tiresome if you see too much of him. But,
anyway, the crowd won't go to sleep when he's around. What if he hasn't a grain
of sense?
Anybody that's as good fun as he is doesn't have to have brains; a
George

social necessity

What he

is

because

he'll

asked anyway."

said to himself in the dressing-room.

of slaughtering

my

what's expected of him and such a
if

his spirits ever flagged

have,

A

get

reputation

the

make

Roman

— "Here

goes for another night

Little Georgie knows
anxious questions he'd have to answer
.Ml the other boys, with about one-half the brains I

individuality to

!

for

a

holiday

!

pile of

worth-whileness merely because they say nothing.
is quiet and vice versa.
I'm sick

fellow isn't necessarily effective because he

to death of the

What
to see

whole cursed

social grind."

he and she said to each other.

you;

I

can always depend on you.

—She — "Oh,

George,

Metaphorically,

I

I

certainly

am

glad

throw myself on your

hands."

He—"A bird in the hand, you know,—
(We confess we don't think the remark

funny, but she evidently does, for she

laughs heartily as she dismisses him for the
evening's work.)

moment

that he

may commence
1912.

his

EDITORIAL

THE QUESTION OF YOUTH
T

this

season people usually stop as they pass another mile-

stone and suddenly realize that they are very young or else

They look back, perhaps sigh a few empty
what might have been and was not, and I'ice
versa, and make new resolutions which they straightway
forget.
Some, however, whether they make resolutions or not, seem to
live fuller lives every year, and so the old world seems more pleasant to
live upon as it grows older.
In a recent lecture an American literary critic well known on both
sides of the Atlantic remarked that great men never grow old.
He also
said that one of the oldest men he knew was eighteen, and one of the
growing

old.

regrets for

youngest over eighty.
It seems to us that he might also have said:
"It is in the power of
men, especially of educated men, to remain young in spirit." It is
characteristic of a boy that he delights in new impressions; he sees the
Past as yet with indifference, his interest lies in the Present and in the
Future.
Little by little he realizes that the Past is the background of
world-action, and then he finds out that the one prepares for the other.
But still there is the delightful uncertainty about to-morrow, or the
other side of the world, or a new friend, or what not. The boy grows
up, and then he has to decide whether he will be an old-young man
developing into weary age, or a young man who will always keep his
heart young. To some fellows there seems to come a kind of bitterness
against everything, whether it be humanity or conditions.
Sometimes

all

they retreat into shells of reserve or else they rush into a whirl of

They

pleasure.

are usually pessimistic, always self-centred and always

These are the old-young men.
young men and in old, the keeping of the mind open

insufferably conceited.

But

in

to

new

impressions, the joy of living, does not imply the weakness of the child

or of the dotard.

It

is

the regulation of the impulse by reason.

We

should, perhaps, say the normal regulation of the impulse by reason, for
in actual life a

brain.

But,

man

when

better judgment, he

will not act entirely

a

man

is,

according to the dictates of his

loses control of himself

for our purpose, a child in

and

all its

acts against his

weakness.

When a man enters college, he is supposed to have developed
enough gray-matter to reason out the problems which he will inevitably
This supposition is not always warranted by facts. Instead of
meet.
considering the consequences, he plunges headlong into the first escapade
that offers. Where one leads, the rest follow. That should not be true
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body of college men.

in a

lead;

is

it

true that the strongest personality will

It is

true that the weakest will follow the next stronger, but in a

community every man should be capable of choosing his leader,
own thinking. If he makes a foolish choice, then, if he
gets into trouble, he can blame no one but himself.
We would not
condemn mere foolishness; we do condemn it when it works harm to
college

of doing his

others or to the individual.

A

deliberate or thoughtless disregard of the
laws of the college, or the great laws of humanity, or the simple laws of

harm the individual and society.
Haverford has frequently been criticised, not because its men are
younger than those in other colleges, but because a few of them have
little or no idea of personal responsibility.
They do not look beyond the
present; they act in a silly, childish manner, which seems to outsiders
inexplicable unless it is characteristic of the whole college.
Their atticourtesy, does

tude
to

We

lax, they are eager to shift all responsibility.

is

everyone,

sophisticated

we do
men of

not

mean

the world

that the
;

we mean

that

do not refer

should play at being

childish

no man should by

his

petty imbecilities, his cheapness, his thoughtlessness, his puerile grasp

of affairs cause the

man

name Haverford

to be held in contempt.

has upon his hands the reputation of the college.

Every

If he takes the

Haverford a prep, school reputation.
which he should have discarded as a Freshman, an attitude which may do Haverford untold
harm.
In its work this fall, the Student Council has justified its existence.
It has succeeded in upholding its laws; it has been able to mete punishment to offenders. The conditions of a non-hazing regime have, on the
New problems, however, have arisen which
whole, been satisfactory.
cannot be referred to precedent. If, in some cases there is dissatisfaction,
we should not blame it upon the Freshmen or Sophomores as classes, or
the Student Council as a body executive, but rather blame it upon the
irresponsible individual, or upon inexperience which next year will have
prep, school altitude he will give

He

away

will take

as a Senior the attitude

ripened into understanding.

We
Board
which

would

retire
will

be

interview the

call attention to the fact that the

with the next
filled

men

issue.

up as soon as

There

will

possible.

Senior members of the
then be four vacancies

The

interested in literary work, but

if

editor has tried to

he has overlooked

anyone, he will be very glad if that man will make himself known. We
trust that at our next meeting we shall have a large number of manuscripts to consider.

!

:

EXCHANGES

XN

glancing over the

"He

noticeable.

tionary,

November

list

a reference to

Shaw

is

started in to be original, then to be revolu-

then to revolutionize everything," or, as one of

the country's great

men

puts

it,

"Shaw keeps

the drink

of literature in a continual state of effervescence."
not feel qualified to state whether this kind of writing

is

We

do

better suited to

impress one's ideas on the public than a more conventional one, but in
dealing with

many

college literary efforts, for

whose existence there can

be no satisfactory explanation, any effervescence causing a ripple to
o'erfiow the banks of legendary custom, has at least the merit of enrich-

ing a virgin soil which

may or may not produce a grain acceptable to
The reflection is strange. From the snowy

the dyspeptic subscriber.

peaks of the

New Hampshire

hills

Roanoke do

to the rolling

saws, under various stimuli, twist the favorite lock,

hum

collegiate

the constant

and produce the soul-sprung drops of emotion which eventually
That is the great
majority (we have to let ourselves out somewhere), yet how eagerly do
we grasp and enjoy something new.
The story coming most clearly in this classification goes by the
name of its two characters. The Prophet and the Maid, in the Nassau
Lit., which reminds us somewhat of The Lightning Conductor, by "The
Williamsons." This is too long to quote in full, and yet would be marred
by an extract. You suggest as an alternative "criticism." We do hate
Not because we are apprehensive
to criticise unless too sorely tempted.
of an avenging slap on the wrist, but because we feel that most readers
can form a better opinion of a "masterpiece" from one wisely selected
paragraph than from an editor's attempt to give a masterly play of
words at the expense of the composition, which, far from enlightening
the circle as to the merit of the work, according to Meredith, merely tests
our appreciation of the humorous.
The author of Richard Fevcrel says,
"You may estimate your capacity for the comic by being able to detect
the ridicule of them you love without loving them the less," for it will
be readily admitted that few editorials either change the viewpoint of
the reader or bring a modest blush to the sublimated author. The verse
coming under the head of A Departure goes by the alliterative title of
A Chant of Chance, in the Williams, which we insert

tune,

flow through the time-worn rut to the waste basket.

CHANT OF CHANCE
Monster of small details.
Running by hidden trails,
Leaping where logic fails.
Chance

!

;

—

—
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Long

are thy paths and lone.
Strange and with sorrows strown,

Hidden midst all things known,
Chance
Life, love, hope, honor,

Rise, grow, thrive,

all

wane and

Before thy beck and

fall

call.

Chance
Justice can

Reason,
Pity,

'tis

'tis

make no

plea

nought to thee

for thy glee,

Chance
Spare us in tliy advance,
We cannot guess thy glance.
Shrouded in circumstance,

Chance

However,

champagne

must exist the milkwholesome readable
style.
The author of a treatise on Arnold Bennett headed "The Most
Talked of Living Novelist"' is one of this type.
In the November
Nassau Lit. he says Bennet's message lies in his almost uncanny
knowledge of things feminine and in the significance of the trivial,
fed logician

offsetting

who

that the spiritual

may

the

genius,

gives his broad day opinions in a

man

is

independent of surroundings, that the mightiest

be expressed and outwardly revealed

in the most paltry
what we may learn. His shortcomings are shown as
revealed in the Old 1 Vires' Talc, of which is said, "It has the defects of
its qualities.
One of its chief merits is an atmosphere of wholesome
sanity, sense of healthy common sense, which has been as rare as the
phoenix in literature of late years. But this common sense brings with
it a certain lack which it is not easy to define.
It is not a lack of sentiHowever, the author
ment, for we are glad to be spared sentiment.
seems to be without .some feeling for beauty for instance, he cannot
Perhaps the trouble is that he cannot
write a convincing love story.

tragedies

events

—that

is

;

deal with the higher emotions."

In the same magazine is the recipient of the second laurel. It goes
by the name of King of the Tyrant Saurians, which is weird, original,
and quite awe-producing. Although the plot could be classed as the
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vagary of a learned zoologist and labeled a work of science, we prefer
to take it as a flight of an imagination excited by questionable means.
Anyone who in a fever-dream has found himself entangled in bewildering
toils

of

fancy can sympathize with the festive Tyrannosaurus as he

pursues the horny-headed Triceratops through the mesozoic jungle "with
a tenacity of purpose
gence."

The

common to creatures of a low
we would bring to the author's

order of

only point

attention

intelliis

that

the strain of working out the entomologies of the multitudinous saurians

which inhabited our shores

in the late

upper Cretaceous period leaves

the reader in a degree of mental "soreness" (this

pun

inevitable for

is

a certain class of minds) entirely dependent upon the vividness of his
recollection of

Greek

the effect of the story,

roots.

may

the late subtle word-play.

"The
ocean's

We

give an extract which, while spoiling

partly free us from any injury resulting from

This describes the age of the

setting.

dorsal fin of the Ichthyosaur no longer cut a path across the

surface.

Broutosaur and Stegosaur no longer dragged their

unwieldly bulks through the m.arshy jungle; and their survivors were

The Pterosaur was passing from the air, the
Elasmosaur and Mosasaur were passing from the sea on every hand
But just as earth's
the empire of the Reptile was crumbling into ruin.
shadows grow hugest and strangest in the light of the setting sun, so in
the hour of their twilight did the few surviving species of the giant
lizards outdo themselves in the monstrous and bizarre forms which they
assumed." This will well repay a moment's attention.
Passing from the dusky twilight of the reptilian age we enter The
Thick Darkness without going out of cover. This is near the other
shore of the conventional stream and is about as different as Bernard
Shaw from Marie Corelli. The characters are well drawn and the sentiment is sensible and strong. We thought its chief merit lay in beauty
of description.
Of which a sample
"The evening was as restful as
the day had been tiresome.
Out of the terrace breathed a veritable
fairyland.
Subdued lights of faint pink and green cast magic colors on
the marble columns and floor of the long pergola. The broad flight of
steps seemed to stretch down to the water's edge, and even out beyond
into the sea, for the moon had painted a bright pathway of her own across

an ever-waning band.

—

:

the waves.

The dancing

silhouettes of the

little

quivering shadows over the silver of the water.

with the odor of roses and mignonette.

fishing boats cast long

The

air

Downward from

was redolent
the balcony

summit of the cliff, now throbbing loud and clear, and now
suddenly dying away as the breeze shifted, echoed the strains of a
bewitching waltz. Over all, the star-studded heavens and the magic of
at

the

an Italian night."

—

:

;
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We

same
but as the plot is an old one and mystic revelation is our theme
we will seek to enshroud us in the Tartarean gloom of the Shadozus and
Night's World. The former is from the Nassau Lit. and our last from
the Vassar, both of which we enjoy and are happy to print, in the hope
could, for our next quotation, go

Out of

the

Night

issue,

that such a type will multiply.

SHADOWS
The deep dark shadows

of the night

Beneath the foliage, rustling slow,
Of towering elms that bar the light
Down-shining from twin stars aglow,

Are like thy tresses raven black.
Deep down upon thine ivory brow
But

stars their brightness

When

seemed to lack

thou didst raise thine eyes but now.

Night's World.

The

is in the night—
knows what gracious blooms lie hid

breath of flowers

Who

Close in the forest's heart

all

light

With moon-streaks pale, or yet amid
The moon-flushed meadows wide ?
Canst

feel the

hidden

life

of things?

The sleeping things that flit or fly;
The many moths with folded wings
That on protecting tree-trunks

The

lie?

fear-swift squirrel asleep?

Night's world lives in the dark, and grows

Vines push their tendrils on along

And up

;

flowers reach

;

the quick stream flows

Birds' throats stir with the unborn song;

— Night dreams

to-morrow's joys!

in the

ALUMNI DEPARTMENT
'67

Richard

Dr.

sui)erintended
lished.

and

As

the

this

president

Penn Charter School, has

of

Catalogue of (Graduates recently pub-

of the

issue

contains the records, both during their school careers

some seventy Haverford College graduates,

of

since,

Jones,

AI.

interest to the

it

will be of

Alumni.
'82

Dr.

(

A. Barton read a paper

;.

at

the meeting of the Society of

New York on December 29,
on The Hcbrczo Originals of the Names of Angels and Demons in
Ethiopic Enoch.
Bililical

Literature and Exegesis, held in

'85

Alumni

In additicjn to those

published
"02,

month we add

last

A. D.

Schrag,

in collegiate positions

the following:

Nebraska

'04,

;

W.

'85,

T.

whose names we

A. \V. Jones, Wichita;

Hilles,

University of the

Philippines.

made

Stanley R. Yarnall has been

treasurer of the Association of

Colleges and Pre f oratory Schools of the Middle States of America.
'93

The engagen'ent
W'est Chester,

is

of Carroll B. Jacobs and Miss Frances Brooks, of

announced.
'94

At the annual

meeting of

the

Modern Language Association

at

Chicago, December 27, 28, and 29, a paper was presented by Profes.sor

W. W. Comfort,

Some Old Erench Uncles and Nephews.

of Cornell, on

Ex-'94

M. M.

December

Miller lectured on

cSih

before several hundred

students of the College of Civil Engineering, Cornell University, on

Trip Across Pajuuna; Life and Conditions on the Canal Zone.
lecture

was

illustrated

A

The

with government slides and was received with

great favor.
'97

R. C.

McCrea was

this year

made Professor

of Economics at the

University of Pennsylvania.

M.

P.

Darlington was a

member

of the jury that acquitted the

Coatesville lynchers.
(.)n

November 28th

dinner at the College.

the

A

Class of '97 held

large

its

amiual reunion and

number cA members attended,

in

spite

215

Tin-;

Havekfordian

of the weather, and afttr hearing letters of greeting from absent
bers elected the following officers

H. Howson

dent, C.

;

President,

:

Iilliott

iMcld

:

mem-

Xice-Presi-

Secretary, 1^ R. Hiiffnian.
•98

janney has entered the hmise

\\ alter C.

Tyler, bankers and Ijrokers, South h^ourth

rif

Montgomery, Clothier &

."Street,

Philadelphia.

'00

A

son

— Francis— was

on December 7th

at

their

Mr. and Mrs. Frank JM. Fshleman
home, 79 r)rook Hill Ri)ad, Milton, Massaborn

b>

chusetts.

Captain

J.

Addison Logan,

L'.

S.

sailed

.\..,

"(

mi the

)lympic" on

December 9th for France, where he will spend t\v<i months on some
special work for the War Department.
A son, Robert J. Burdette. 3d. was Ijorn to Robert J. Hurdctte, Jr.,
at his residence, 20 Harmony Place, .Salt Pake City.

*

'03

There is a movement anmng the undergraduates fur raising money
to help R. P. Sim]ikin in the si)ccial need he has of funds during the

more

will be raised

a salesman in the Detroit office of the

Westinghouse

revt)lution in China.
this

year than

last,

It

is

when

e.x])ecled that consideralil\-

the need

was

no! so urgent.

04
E. P.

West

Electric and

is

Manufacturing Company.
'06

announced of Henry W. Dougluen and .Miss
Florence Cazenove Jones, daughler of ,\lr. I'rank Cazenove Jones, of

The engagement

New

is

"i'ork.

'07

C. R. Ploover

was

stateil

in

last

is

teaching at Penn I'ollege

— not

at

Pennsylvania, as

month's PPwEkfoKinAx.
'08

A

son, Fisher Corlies, 2nd,

was born

to

Mr. and Mrs.

F. C. P.ailey.

'09

Henry A. Doak has been appointed

to

a

position

at

Dartmouth

College.

W. Crowell delivered an address on Moliere before the Ccrclr
T.
Fraucais of the University of Pennsylvania on December 7th.
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'10

E.

W. David

has been promoted to the Enosburgh, \'ermont, branch

of the Hires' Condensed Milk Company.

M. Froehcher

C.

teaching I'.ngHsh

is

Oilman Country School,

at

Baltimore. Maryland.

Ex-' 10

at

V. J. Baker has won the
Cambridge University.

First

Whewell Prize

Law

in International

'II

H. G. Taylor and

now

1'".

Tostenson, of

C).

Moorestown Field Club.
'07, and H. A. Furness, "lo.

playing for

Nicholson,

Jr.,

last year's
J.

S.

soccer team, are

Stokes,

'89;

\V.

J.

are also on the tea;n.

Le Roy Jones has been very successful in raising money for an
endowment fund for Oak Croi'e Seininarx. He has been in Wyoming
for his health this

A.

S.

Young

fall.
is

with the Leeds

&

N(jrthrup Company, of Geriuan-

town, n^anufacturers of electrical measuring instruments.
J.

W.

Tebbetts

Life Insurance

is

Department of the Alutual Benefit

in the Actuarial

Company

of Newark, N.

J.

news The Ha\-erfordi.\n has had of L. A. Post is that he
was recovering rapidly from his opcratitm for appendicitis and expected

The

to

last

go home for Christmas.
Ex-' 1
Charles H. Wetzel,

in his glider

now

a junior at Cornell, recently

made

a flight

of five hundred feet, forty feet above ground, which exceeds

the intercollegiate record.

Edwin A.

at

Richmond,

\'irginia.

The engagement of Miss Constance AlacDonnell Crittenden
Lowry is announced.

B.

& Cad-

Russell has been transferred by the Haines. Tones

bury Company to their branch house

to

John

Ex-'i3
Alfred Redfield

Rensselaer

1824
Civil,
Send

now on

Polytechnic

SCHOOL
Established

is

the board of the

Institute

of

ENGINEERING
Mechanical, Electrical

for a Catalogue.

TROY,

N.Y.

For

Harvard Lampoon.

SPORTING GOODS

go to

KEIM SUPPLY CO.
1227
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When
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FLEXIBLE FLYER
THE SLED THAT STEERS'

Peter

Thomson

*..

The

sled for sport

Tailor...

and speed

flrl Is proud to own a handsome Flexible
It Is the safest, swiftest sled made, built to last (or
and
rears
It
does. Comparison with other sleds dearly
demonstrates the superiority of the famous

Every boy and

Ffytr.

Flexible Flyer
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HOWEVER YOU GO
On

foot, horseback,

by wagon or auto

GOOD ROADS ARE NECESSARY
The way to get Good Roads

is

to use

}

CHAMPION ROAD BUILDING MACHINERY
Road Crushers, Road Rollers, Road Machines, Road Drags, Road Plows, Wheel Scrapers, Dump
Wagons, Hauhng Engines, Street Sprinklers, Street Sweepers, Culvert Pipe, Guide boards.
Catalogue

is

Free.
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L. O. Johnson C^ Co.
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PHILADELPHIA

Aside from
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in filling' prescriptions,
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HENRY

MILLER PIANOS

F.
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Editor's Note: We here publish three letters in reference to Graduate Interest
Undergraduate Life. Unless the writer of the article in the December issue

wishes to make a reply, we shall consider the discussion closed.

HAVERFORD GRADUATES AND
UNDERGRADUATES
We

as alumni

want

to feel tliat

undergraduates are not only con-

ducting themselves and directing their activities

in those channels which
and well-developed men, but also to know that
they are being helped and urged along such lines by a body of instructors
absolutely fitted for their work
the turning out of a "Picked Body"
of men.
Some of us who have been watching the graduating classes of recent
years believe that these "Picked Men" are being turned out at Haverford.
And if this is so, are not these men, conscious of what their Alma Mater
has done for them, the kind of loyal alumni a college like Haverford has
need of? Look at the list, in the December issue of The Haverfordian,
of over fifty of our graduates who are instructing classes in thirty-two
colleges.
Are they not doing Haverford honor? And if so, are they
not loyal alumni? Must we have them and hundreds of others of our
alumni rushing back from all parts of the land to fawn over and caress
The undergraduate,
the undergraduate in his rooms or at his play
drooping and languishing forsooth (?) for such attentions!
My contention is that our alumni should be ever zealous for the college to see to it that she aims high and true, that she will continue to
train a "Picked Body" of men who will take high positions in every
walk of life broad-gauge men, men of convictions, men who will sway
public opinion, men who will know how to live sane lives, men who, when
their positions call for it, will develop "Executive Ability," if you please!
And if the alumni are zealous for the college, it follows that they will

make them

will

fine

—

!

;

;

give loyal support to the things in or at the college that are essential to

her well-being.

Sports are essential, buildings are essential, and a faculty

to insure to us a grateful

and zealous alumni

Fortunate indeed are those of us
visit occasionally

and to get

who

is

essential.

are given the opportunity to

the dear old college haunts and so to renew our youth

into intimate touch with the life in the college

;

to applaud the

2

The Haverfordian

2°

To

The Haverfordian

the Editor of

:

—Allow

Dear

Sir:

December

issue

me, as a quondam editor, to congratulate you
upon your having published an article which has evoked so much discussion on the part of the alumni.
I refer, of course, to the letter in your

which

criticised the

apparent estrangement between the

older and younger generations of Haverford graduates.

because there
it

a

is

modicum

of truth in that criticism that

It

perhaps

is

we have

given

serious attention, instead of merely grunting: "Sorehead."

I think there is no doubt that some such feeling of strangeness
toward each other does exist and the younger graduates are the ones
who feel it most. I should wager (if I were a betting man) that ttie
;

author of the above-mentioned

Many

graduated during the

letter

decade.

last

way to
make the acquaintance of their younger brethren, and ask, "Why should
we?" But the majority of us are quite willing to be friendly, provided
we do not have to derogate from our own dignity by taking the first step.
There is no reason why one Haverford man should not be glad to
of the older alumni admit that they do not go out of their

meet another.

I

confess

me no more

it

stitution

to

make

inquire

gives

than

if

happen

to be a graduate of a large university; I

he were a non-college man. But

I

am

always sincerely glad

the acquaintance of a Haverford graduate.

what

You

don't have to

making up your mind
is impossible for him to have spent four
gentleman in the true sense. At any rate,

fraternity or club he belongs to before

You know

to like him.
3'ears there,

must

pleasure to meet a fellow alumnus of that in-

that

it

without becoming a

you are willing to take a chance on it. I know men who, without having
seen our Alma Mater or heard of her many advantages, held her in high
esteem because of the character of the Haverford men they had met.
Isn't that sufficient reason why we should not be ashamed to know each
other ?
I

think one reason for our lack of congeniality

cosmopolitan spirit; and this

our undergraduate days,

we

considerably from our own.

Later on

is

the absence of a

fostered by the small size and secluded

In the formative period of youth, which includes

situation of our college.

preservation.

is

we

fight

This

shy of persons whose ideals differ
is

learn that

due to a natural

spirit

of self-

we can shake hands with

a

man

without compromising our own individuality.

who

never reach this

There are perhaps some
But I
stage; there are a few who don't want to.

prefer to think that the fault
ness.

At

fellow-students, because
other,

and

lies in

provincialism rather than snobbish-

a large university you are continually being introduced to your

nobody takes it for granted that you know each
you become an alumnus. But among Hav-

this continues after

—— — —

The Truth

We

Conceal

zzi

presumed that each knows the other (a presumption
is that no one
takes the trouble to introduce one group of friends to another. Thus it
happens that a man's acquaintance is limited to the fellows who attended
college when he did, plus a very few whom he meets in business. There
are two ways, it would seem, to overcome this. One is to speak to your
fellow-alumnus without waiting for an introduction; a method which,
though the acme of common sense, does not appeal to many Philadelphians.
The other is to see that you introduce any two Haverfordians
whom you suspect to be unacquainted with each other and to seek introerford alumni

it

is

contrary to fact in nine cases out of ten) and the result

;

many alumni as possible yourself.
There may be those who feel that their

ductions to as

dignity

would be com-

promised by a too ready handshake. If such there be, let us suggest to
them that they "throw the bluff" of being glad to see us, at least at the
alumni dinner, and, if they can stand it, at all regular Haverford functions.
Let the doctors treat us as cordially as they do their patients the
;

lawyers, their clients
surprising

how

;

the ministers, the

members of

their flocks.

often these pretenses ripen into real friendship.

rance of each other breeds prejudice and distrust;
we'll probably like each other

;

and

if

not, there's

let

It

us get acquainted;

no harm done.

Alumnus.

THE TRUTH WE CONCEAL
All Nature's better gifts did seem to shun

The

And

desolate bareness of that lonely shore.

sharing discord's

lot

the distant

Sun

Imparted a twofold heat from out her

With

.store.

voiceless roar, the great remorseless sea

Advanced; devouring earth and rock apace,
Sending to piteous death a single tree,
The dying emblem of forgotten grace.
Yet does the germ of power fostered there
With hate engendered, soulless, mute and gray
Up-rise and force the powerless land to bear
A grave indenture to her proud array.
Afar, the

And

Muse

even from

a passing glimpse reveals,
self the

is

Igno-

untold truth conceals.
F.

M.

F., '13.

THE MAIDEN FROM CHICKERABOO
She was a maiden from Chickeraboo
Chickeraboo in the southern seas;
moon with pallid rays.

There, where the

Tinges the tree-tops and gilds the bays.
There with her father she spent her days
Far in the southern seas.
II.

But

a girl can't live always in Chickeraboo

Chickeraboo

in the

southern seas;

So her father he blest her, and bade her go
North for two thousand of miles or so,
Where people don't hear of and scarcely know,

The

isles

of the southern seas.

III.

Nor was

it

the

Chickeraboo

same as

Chickeraboo

in

in the southern seas.

They gilded the lily, and dyed her hair
Not even the natives, she knew, would dare
Such filmy and nothingy gowns to wear,
Far

in the

southern seas.
IV.

She

liked

it

better than Chickeraboo

Chickeraboo

in the

southern seas;

Where no one gave dances and no one placed
An arm round her daintily curved young waist,

And

'ere

For

very long she had

isles in the

lost all taste

southern seas.

V.

Her

father

still

Chickeraboo

lingers in Chickeraboo
in the

southern seas

But she is espoused to a wealthy clown,
With seat in the country, and house in town.
And motors to carrj' her up and down,
But NOT to the southern seas.
L. B.

I..,

'14.

HOW TO
^^^^^^ O

M
^

^~\
I

^^^^^r

begin with,
tions,

was

Farrell,

was

I

PLAY THE GAME

was a bachelor.

And my

responsible.

Circumstance, not convicbest friend,

my

old

chum

with his good nature and impenetrable cranium,

in the

same

But
humor.

case.

spite of his lack of

have always liked Farrell in
He is sincere in what he says

I

and does. He has never had many friends, but I want to mention one,
Miss Anisette Heulings, because I could not tell this story without her.
Dick Farrell and I had graduated together and set up as partners, even
living in the same "Bachelor's Apartments" five flights up.
So it was
natural that I should have come to know about Anisette. Dick spoke to
her using her full name, but he spoke of her as "Nan." There was very
little, to Dick's way of thinking, which was too good for Nan, and our
conversations about her were frequent.
Sometimes he would break a
silence with words such as these
"I may be slow, or it may
it may be Nan's fault, but here I've know her four years and I absolutely
can't tell if she likes me any better than any other of her friends."
He generally laid part of the blame at Nan's door, saying she had
never given him any encouragement. At such times I very often lost
my patience and exclaimed,
"Why don't you do something. You stand around with admiring
eyes and a long face and let another fellow step into the line in front of
you. She's not going to make love to youl Can't you see she may be
getting to like you less because you don't seem to have any,
any
Oh! Can't you see you're asleep, man! Wake up and do something!"
One day in early February we were sitting, as we often did, in our
apartment playing euchre. The game was not very exciting and soon
we were discussing the inevitable topic. Dick told me how he had failed
He was naturally
to procure a dance with Nan two evenings before.
hurt.
He didn't enjoy dancing particularly. Moreover, he never went
I agreed with him that it was
to a dance unless Anisette was going.
"tough." Then the usual happened. I began to scold him without any
We
effect but that he lapsed into silence and changed the subject.
talked on for several minutes, when without warning Dick threw down
You've been drumming at me for
his hand and exclaimed, "Look here
You say I haven't any nerve.
the past two years to 'do something.'
Well, what in the name of common sense would you do?"
He paused and, as I made no comment, continued sarcastically:
"You stay around here and you know girls. You've had lots of experiIrene (he was
ence. There were Lotta and Minnie and Charlotte and
:

—

!

—

.
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Now what I
want to know is how you work it. Emily Bartol was the last. Why if
you have one necktie you have two dozen, and each one done by a
different girl.
What's the idea? Tell me the particular history of that
hideous pink and scarlet creation you've got on now." (I was wearing
the tie purely from sentiment.)
counting on his fingers) and Polly and the whole bunch.

debated a

I

moment

"Just a year ago
:with the intention of

I

before

I

made

this confession

decided to try an experiment and went to town

buying eighteen valentines. I lost one and was
I racked my brains until

stranded without anything for Emily Bartol.
I

was

tired

and then, when

I sat

down

of sending her the ace of hearts.
hearts.

The message was

to play

some

thought

solitaire, I

did and got an answer, the two of

I

evident and the necktie followed as a matter

of course."

Dick yawned and said nothing. 1 put up the cards and, having
retired, leaving poor old Dick sitting, thinking, and

said good-night,
worr}-ing.

A

few days later I was playing at solitaire, mainly because I had
found a new pack of cards in the drawer of our study table. It took
about ten minutes to discover there was no ace of hearts in the pack.
I got Dick and asked him where
It was gone, there was no doubt of it.
the ace was.

"Why," he spoke in a strained, surprised way, "Isn't
"No, and you know it isn't. You took it out and

it

in the

sent

it

pack?"
Nan.

to

In other words, you have done something."

There are few
I reached out and shook his hand.
up friendship and strengthen it as does the discovery
of some new virtue or strength, however small, in an old friend. Dick
at last had taken a positive step. And that is why my hand and my heart
went out to my chum. I found that his grasp was firmer than usual, and
Dick blushed.

things which build

I rejoiced.

"Will she

know who

"I think she

sent it?"

knows my

I

asked.

writing.

I

—

I

forgot to disguise

it."

He

little

blue

blushed again.

And

as

we

stood there the postman came.

There was a

envelope which Dick pounced upon and tore open.

—the

It

contained a card

Jack of Hearts.

Dick's face was a study.

His surprise was evident, but underlying

it

could see hope and despair wrestling together as he tried to
I
riddle.
Hope broke down first and with a sob the card was
solve the
When he spoke his words were low and bitter.
table.
the
thrown on to

thought

I

How

Game

TO Play the
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"So you are her answer! I am a jack, a harmless dunce when it
comes to love. Is not this heart of mine more than that? Is my greatest,
my best hope to be choked because of a little painted piece of cardboard?
I have sent an ace and I have lost the trick to
If you had been a queeii
Harry Boys Look The Jack
It's the bower, the right
Hearts are trumps
Harry, she took the ace. Oh thou blessed
bower
jack.
Thou double face !" He turned the card critically and beamed
!

!

!

!

!

over

his joy all
I

!

!

it.

reached out and took the card.

"Does

make any

it

"Which

is

the top?"

I

asked him.

difference?" he queried.

"Well," I added, "the message is as bad as the card, double-faced,
and you had better make perfectly sure of your message before you buy
your engagement ring."
When I went to bed that night I left Dick sitting before the fire with
the Jack of Hearts in his fingers, turning it from time to time trying to
decide which was the top end. How long he sat I don't know, but next
morning he had hollows under his eyes and he yawned profusely.
Two nights later found us in our study again, Dick morose and
For the first time in two years
jubilant by turns.
I suggested euchre.

he refused,

"You

want

to play now, do you?"
"and you are going to play."
"But there isn't any ace."
"I substituted a two spot and began sorting the cards.
"I'm tired. Don't sort the cards. I don't want to play."
A horrible suspicion came over me. I ran over the cards rapidly.

don't

"Yes,"

"Dick,"

He

replied,

I

I

shouted, "where's the joker?"

way from

started part

answered:

"Why,

I

saw

his

seat

and then

settling

down

again

ought to be there now."
confronting him, "what in heaven's name have
it

there yesterday.

It

"Look here," I said,
you done with the joker?''

Oh

"The joker?

"And

"How

sent

it

yes

—why—

to Anisette

did you

know

I

I

took

it

out of the pack."

!"

did?"

howled at him. "What sort of a mess are you makinp
of this thing anyway?"
"Mess?" he said indignantly. "I'm not making any mess. I sat up
pretty late night before last and I thought this out thoroughly. I know
what I'm doing. I decided Nan wouldn''t have done anything so mean
as to have sent me an ordinary Jack of Hearts. Nan isn't that kind. She
sent the right bower. That's settled! I wanted to clinch the bargain and

"You

idiot," I

The Haverfordian
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for unity's sake sent her the joker.

You

That's the only card will take the

—

She gets my joker
"Yes," I brqke in, "she gets your joker. She gets a card with a
picture of a fool on it and Joker in big type down one side of it, and
what will she think? There are only two cards to a trick. What will
she interpret it as? Can't you see the joker is as double-faced a card a^
the jack? And suppose in a joking way she should throw you over and
in a joking way get engaged to someone else.
I warrant you wouldn't see
right.

how

see

it all

goes.

the joke."

when

Dick's flushed face grew paler, and

dropped and

lower

his

You began

quivered.

began brokenly,

"Well,"' he

hadn't started

lip

me on the thing I
and now I'm in a

His

"it's

all

fists

I had finished,
were unclasped.

your miserable

wouldn't have gone

fault.

in for

it

his jaw-

If you
any way.

hole.
She'll think I meant I was only
happen to me? I think you're stupid." He threw
himself into the Morris chair and gazed blankly into the empty fireplace.
"Oh, it's not as bad as all that," I said with my face as straight as I
could keep it. "She probably has enough common sense to see what you
mean and she won't go back on you on account of a little thing like that.
Cheer up.
You have undoubtedly proved you have some gumption.
When I contemplate the marvelous audacity required to send a valentine
to a strange }'oung woman you have only known three or four years, I
stand amazed. It's appalling."
"Look here, Harry." the tones were pleading, "this may look like a
joke to you, but it's a good deal diflferent to me. It's only too serious.
Suppose she misunderstands my joker?"
"I don't know," I said. "She might return your ace, or throw away
on it. She might not send anything back.''
it

joking, and

what

"And if she
"You might

will

does understand."
get a

two or a queen of hearts or an ace of hearts from

another pack."

And

so

we

speculated, waiting for the

postman

to arrive.

Bridget

door and entered with an unconcealed smirk, while she
tendered a tray to Farrell on which lay a card face downward. It was
an odd looking card, not quite the regulation size. It suggested "authors"

knocked

at the

or maybe "old maid.''

Dick took the card and turned it over. It wn^
come with games and across the top was

one of those extra cards which
printed "Directions

And Dick

How

to

Play the Game."

scratched his chin.

Bridget's melodious tones broke the

wants

to

know

is

there an answer."

spell.

"Please,

sir,

the lady
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Pauline

For once he thought
disappeared,

descending the stairs
I

me

leaving

in

sorted the pack.

quickly.

He

seized one card

from the pack and
I heard him

agape and Bridget breathless.

wild flying leaps.

The

suit of

diamonds lacked an

ace.

A. L.

B., '12.

PAULINE
I see

A

her as she used to be

little girl

who

played with me,

With laughing eyes and

curly locks,

Climbing on the kelpy rocks,
Running on the wave-wet beach,

Dancing just beyond my reach;
A brown-eyed fairy-child was she
Pauline
She's taller now, and quite demure
She never races, I am sure.
Her brown bare feet she never shows
When down upon the beach she goes.
But still she leads me as of yore
Ever her sweet laugh rings before

And

still

I

follow,

down

the shore

Pauline
S.

W.

M.,

'13.

EAST OF SUEZ
Ship

me

Where

somczvherc east of Sues where the best

there aren't no

Ten Commandments

an' a

like the morst,

is

man

can raise a

thirst.

—Mandalay.

QANAMA

and Pith Helmet leaned their elbows on the baked
of a liner as it entered Singapore harbor.
Panama watched everything with eyes wide open that is
figuratively speaking, for the glare of the oily sea and the
tropical sky narrowed his eyes to slits. But you see Panama
had never before leaned his elbows on the railing of a steamer as it
approached Tanjong Pagar Dock, while Pith Helmet who took in everything as a matter of course had done that little thing time and again.
Moreover, he thought that he knew everything about the Orient because
he had cheated Parsee stone dealers in Colombo, while Cantonese silk
merchants in Hong Kong were "bally sharp." Also, I suppose, because
whether he stopped at Alacao or Aden, he lived in an isolated district
called the "foreign settlement," and men called him "Sahib" and he in
hot

railing

—

turn called

men

"natives" or "niggers."

But Pith Helmet was a "white Sahib," so of course he became homesick at times. He was in one of those strange moods now, as he beheld
on the landing, which was growing closer and closer, swarms of things
in

flowing vagaries of white or dingy yellow

—

their black heads piled high

with turban or with shaved poll naked to the scorching sun.

he could hear their voices

it

was

—a

a listless sing-song

And when

kind of drone

broken now and then by a gruff oath or a sharp command. These sounds
at least were human and as they should be, for they issued from throats

which could take two ponies of whisky at one and a half gulps, bull
who were frank and manly because they could look
straight into your eye
and lie crookedly, who defended their honor with
gorillas
their fists as
do and not with a knife after the manner of Malays.
shifted
his weight to his left leg, gave his hat an
Pith Helmet
impatient jerk downwards and rested his tanned jaws on his palms.
Then he tried to whistle "Home, Sweet Home," but his lips were too dry,
so he grunted instead and closed his eyes very slowly after the ways of
the East. He could hear the triple-expansions throbbing and pounding
in the bowels of the ship, then only the vibration of the railing indicated
that the engines were moving at all
a jinrickshaw rattled along the Bund.
The whistle of the Johor Bharu accoinmodation echoed from the dei^tlis
of the jungle. Suddenly the massive hull creaked from plate to plate, the
throats of creatures

—

—

—

—

"
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wire roping on the masts rattled, a swirling and hissing to the stern, and
the twin propellers began to back water.

cree

—k!

The

—

Again a pause, then era sh
wharf groaned horribly;
British tar on the main deck

thirty-three inch timbers on the

someone on the bridge above spoke,

a

answered, "Right-o, Sir!" and swore loudly at the Chinese crew.

They in turn shouted to the Malays on the wharf below. Then there
was a great shuffling of sandaled feet as of a crowd pushing backwards.

A

—

whiz and a splash an oath from the tar: the first rope had fallen
A whiz and a thud, and nimble hands secured the eight-inch

short.

hawsers
genera!

A

to the thirty-three-inch timbers.

pandemonium

donkey engines,
was at rest.

rattling of

of jarring creaks and the liner

But the chatter of the Malays was not the gruff

dialect of Liverpool

docks; the sultry blaze, the sympathetic "Henglish drizzle" of London
fogs

;

nor the shu-shu of sandals, the tread of leather boots on "gutty

pavin'-stones."

And

Pith

Helmet

sighed.

His eyes ran along the
upon a pair of slender hands delicately gloved in
silk.
Leaning over them, peering into the dense throng on the landing,
was the face of a young girl. Her light blue eyes sparkled with happiness, her lips curved slightly as with expectancy and the warm blush upon
her cheeks was the bloom of a life spent among the heaths and lanes of
Just then he heard the rustle of pongee.

railing until they fixed

England.

—not
speaking
—even some of the native
were pretty and besides there were the daughters of European merchants
the ports of the Orient — only they smoked
who resided
Pith Helmet gazed with eyes wide open

either.

To

be sure he

knew

lots

figuratively

of girls

girls

cigarettes,

in all

rode in chairs, whipped their carriers and the heat either tanned them or

turned their complexion into a sickly gray.

Yet

at so lovely a sight, if

Pith Helmet had been sentimental, he would have thought of the days

when he was a youth and a lover, but instead he nudged Panama in the
ribs.
The latter had just taken a snap-shot of three Burmese flowergirls who vv'ere posing on the wharf as a bit of local color.
'T)eucedly fine girl who is she?"
Panama closed his camera with a click and lit a cigarette.
"Why, she's come all way through. She was at our table when I

—

got on at Genoa.

Jolly cute girlies, don't

too."

"Yes,

"Oh,

By

Burma

girls,

but

you think?

They're heathen,

—

yes, of course

the old

There's a

Moulmein Pagoda,

Burma

lookin' eastward to the sea,

girl a^settin', an'

I

know she

thinks

0'

me."
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"Jolly
is

little

you know

Pipe the poetry and

!

now

Who

to prose.

shef"

"Her name

Rae McDonald.

is

to a subaltern here.

the joyous meeting

She's been engaged for three years
suppose she's looking for him in the crowd then
kisses and they're off on a honeya few tears

—

I

—

—

moon."

"Has he been

in Singapore three years?"

"I suppose so."

"Hm."

And

Pith Helmet's eyelids drooped one fraction of an inch and he

nibbled his moustache a

wee

bit.

Just then the throng to the rear of the wharf opened up to

let someThose at a distance craned their necks, a little boy clad in
a red loin cloth and turban dived between putteed legs and bare calves
to satisfy his curiosity. Arriving at a good viewpoint he screeched.
"Two Sahibs and one has quenched his thirst!"
Those nearby pretended not to notice, for 'tis not well to be too
interested in a Sahib-across-the-seas after he has drunk.
Those at a
distance snickered just a little bit because it was really too flat to laugh

one through.

—

common

loudly at so

a sight.

He who

had "quenched his thirst" was stumbling along supported
In one hand he clutched his helmet, the other he
by a compatriot.
He stopped, jerked his companion to a
flapped towards the steamer.
sudden halt and grabbed the khaki jacket of an old Hindoo whom he was
just passing.

The

old

man

turned, clinked his bare heels together as

though booted and spurred and raised his hand to his turban in a salute.
On his faded brown coat was a bronze decoration given to those who
fought in the Burma wars. The Sahib put his arm affectionately around
the astonished veteran and stroked his grizzled beard.
"Jolly glad to see you,

hie

—hasn't
Then

it,

his

It's

been a deucedly long time

dear?"
maudlin fingers dropped to toy with the medal.

ish flushed face paled

"Who

you know.

fool-

with resentment.

you that?"

the devil gave

"Sir, the Colonel Sahib of the Seventh

The compatriot jerked
the gangplank which

His

had

his

—

companion away and leaned him against

just been lowered to the wharf.

The

petty

pushed the tipsy Sahib away. He landed in
a heap at the feet of the crowd.
The passengers were beginning to disembark. Then Panama, who
had been gufifawing loudly at the whole procedure, and Pith Helmet, who
officer stationed at the foot

had looked on

in silence,

both started.

»3'

Sunrise

A

down the gangway, stooped and
She brushed away the dust with her
very gently indeed kissed him on the fore-

slim figure had glided hurriedly

lifted the

drunkard

to his feet.

handkerchief, then gently

—

—

head.

"Come, dear

And

as

it is

only I."

the crowd

back to

fell

let

them

pass, one could

have heard

the bellow of buffalo on the paddies beneath the distant heights of

Bukit Timah.

Y. N.,

'15.

SUNRISE
Clothing and guarding the valley:

To its beauties a veil undrawn
Hung a mystical mist, still awaiting the
Of the Sun and the East at Dawn.
Far above

With

And

in the

tryst

sky soared an eagle.

pride in his powerful flight;

with careless disdain surveyed his domain:

Watched

the

waning and passing of

night.

Far beneath in the hush of the Earth,
Yearning for morning's sweet air
Watched a mouse from his hole 'till his
Shivered and shrank in despair.

—

reDel soul

Reposing, the great green Hills

Seemed dumbly

to utter a prayer

—

To the God of all light the dispeller
To the God of the upper air.
Through

of night

:

—

the stillness, intense and expectant,

Thrilled the Sun's

first

throbbing ray

And in message of gold incontestably
Of the glorious presence of Day.

told

F.

M.

F., '13.

—

—

EDITORIAL

A FEW SUGGESTIONS

^^^^^
M ^^\
A
I

thirty-third volume of The
seems not unfitting as we turn
through another cycle, to consider our weaknesses as a
^^^^^r magazine and to try to formulate our ideals for volume
thirty-four.
Of necessity we speak to the undergraduates
in particular, yet we shall endeavor not to weary ,the uninitiated by
technicalities or to exasperate the learned by our simplicity.

HIS number

completes

Haverfordian, and

The Haverfordian

is

the

it

primarily to stimulate literary interest

among

That interest at present is somewhat active, but not active
few men contribute regularly, but the college as a whole takes

the students.

enough.

no part

A
in

college, but

it

is

tion Scholarships

— supposedly the
The men who

drumming

will count.

is

not very surprising in a small

men

surprising that of the sixteen

bers of the Board.

not need

This, however,

our work.

scholastic leaders

holding the Corpora-

—only two are mem-

are best prepared for this

work should
where it

up, but should be willing to use their ability

In a college magazine there

is

opportunity for a

man

to

But in all his
one wants to read

develop his literary ability along whatever line he pleases.

work he should keep
unintelligible ravings

his feet

even

on the ground.

if the}'

use an old rule of rhetoric

No

are of the priest of Apollo.

Have something

to say,

then say

If

we may

it.

On first thought we naturally decide that we have nothing to say.
Nonsense! We have merely never considered the matter enough to
know. If we are not sightless, senseless automatons we can write in at
least one of three departments.
We refer of course to the short story,
article,
verse,
arranged
and
in a scale of ascending developthe essay, or
descending
difficulty.
We admit
ment of personality and probably of
that the last statement is open to serious objection.
Our idea of the short story is that it should be clever and of human
interest.
It is the preponderating element in our college magazines and
hence should be neither too

light (frothy)

have been

clever,

This, we think,
Some of the stories
Our ideal short story

nor too heavy.

has been our weakest point during the past year.
others woefully the reverse.

should lead up to a definite climax, and then come to a close as soon as
is

possible.

Do

If

we may

address ourselves directly to our contributors

not put a moral at the end

yet frequently

we have had

!

(That smacks of the prep, school

to write

new endings

rhetoric,

for stories because the
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might number an imbecile among his readers, had
Then, too,
deal
with
ultimate
happiness
of real people. It is true
make your story
that the lives of all of us must be mixed with sorrow, yet when we read
a college magazine we want to be entertained, moved if you will, but to
writer, fearing lest he

ended with unnecessary reflections and Tkou shall not.)

put

down

the story with a feeling that

In our opinion,
brilliant

it

is

extremely

all's

right mith the world.

for even an exceptionally

difficult

student to write an objective essay unless

it

is

personal observation or a digest of undigested material.
liable to

be a rehash of other essays or articles.

That

the result of

Otherwise
is,

it

we do

is

not

recommend articles on Emigration or "appreciations" of Thackeray.
Those are well enough for the classroom, but not for publication. The
Haverfordian needs the subjective essay not of the mushy variety
but at least with some individuality. If you will, read the great thinkers,
the great stylists, but when you write, do not let them influence you too
much. Do not give us Darwin or Carlyle or Emerson: give us yourself.
Understand them, but do not let them obscure the little flame of genius
that is in everyone but which, because it is small and flickering, takes
little to quench it.
We place verse in the third position because, as the natural means of

—

expression of

people just grasping at literature,

peculiarly adapted
development of individuality, and is also capable of the greatest
beauty in execution. There is a division of opinion as to whether humorous or serious verse should predominate in a magazine like The Haverfordian. We believe that both have their place, but incline toward the
serious because it tends to develop a man's deeper nature, and because
the average undergraduate cannot write good vers de societe. If you can
write this type of verse, cultivate your talent.
We would add a word
about form. A great deal depends on the choice of metre. Do not carry
Ophelia to her grave to the lilt of
all

it is

to the

Come, and

On

trip

it

as you go,

the light fantastic toe,

or dance to

Fade far away, dissolve, and
What thou among the leaves

quite forget

hast never knozvu.

Whatever form of verse you use be sure that you use it correctly.
Be sparing of allusions. Use them only when they are especially apt or
add force and beauty to your meaning. Choose every word carefully,
and

in everything that

you

write, polish

and

re-polish, cross out

and

re-
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write until you are at least almost satisfied.

Then hand

it

to

The

Haverfordian.

We

cannot claim that the present volume has even approached our
Yet we do not apologize; we want volume thirty-four to show a
decided improvement over its predecessor. It will be possible to bring
about this improvement only by an increased effort on the part of the men
in college. It is your magazine. It bears the name of the college. Do not
write merely to be elected to the Board, although that means participation
in a college activity which lasts not three months, but nine.
Write
because you want Haverford to put out the best college magazine in the
country and because it can become the best only with your help.
The Haverfordian will continue under the same editor-in-chief for
ideal.

The

another year.
the

Board

editor wishes to express to the retiring

his appreciation of their

members

of

harmonious co-operation with him

and routine work of this volume.
announce with pleasure the election to the Board of Editors of
Stephen Warren Meader, '13; Francis Mitchell Froelicher, '13; Leonard
Blackledge Lippmann, '14, and Yoshio Nitobe, '15; also Rowland Stanton
Philips, '14, as Business Manager.
in both the literary

We

EXCHANGES
"

'Foreman Giles has put the steam roller into its little coop for the
East Hartford Gazette. Who says sentiment is dying out in

unnter.'

—

the United States?"

VJ^^^^ HIS
M^

shameless unveiled allusion to the existence of a Factor

the Unfortunately Obvious is found
Lampoon.
But for the sly odor of cynicism,
J
^^^^^r this artful touch would most amply suffice to introduce
"The Dreamer" in the Amherst Monthly a sincere attempt
to re-sublimate the idealist in this academic and Socratean age of "reason

K

C"^

'"

''^6

other than

in the Januar\-

why." An age which, when history repeats itself twelve times per annum
and transforms Artemus Ward into Henry James; so do our viewpoints
vary from month to month. But we would fain return and annoy The
Dreamer with some correlative chatter. His type is by no means scarce,
yet exasperation at the persistent thrusts of "lady's page" humorists and
mathematicians and others has all but rendered him obsolete.
The essay is one whose nature lays the ban on originality and also
necessitates sincere conviction

;

unoriginal because universally apparent

Exchanges
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5

and arising from convictions because true. The writer attempts to
analyze The Dreamer, perhaps never more perfectly described than in the
lines of Blake, long since become proverbial, as the one who is able

"To

see the world in a grain of sand

And heaven

why

this

the fact that for

him

theme is most constantly chosen by
most easy. The above lines, for
embody every phase of the thought touched on by the essay and

Doubtless the reason
the poet
instance,

in a flower."

lies in

it is

—

even more, they are a part of the subject The Beautiful. It is quite
One
evident that here lies the difference between poetry and prose.
attempts to account for the existence of a dream

;

the other by the omission

commonplace antecedents enshrouds the description in a mystery
which is the dream. We liked the following in that the writer does not

of

consider the treatment of a vital subject too

common

to be

unattempted.

We worship
an age of work, a busy, worldly age.
Thor and Zeus and not Venus and Apollo we strive with frenzied zeal to
place ourselves at blind Plutus" feet and crush with iron heel the nurtured
beauties of Ceres' smiling heaths and Gsea's marvelous wonders.
"This

is

.

.

.

;

.

We

divert our grand Niagaras from their courses

torrents

falling

their

strikes

a

where the music of

thunderous strain

in

Nature's

great

and we transform their rugged magnificence into heat and light
There is, there must be, need of the practical
and power.
man, who can, with steady hand, grasp the throbbing pulse of the world
of work, and quicken its heart-beat with his controlling touch. But there
is also need of the thinker, the dreamer, the man whose active mind,
whose keener vision, by the light of his imagination and hope, can see
beyond the narrow horizon of the wholly practical, the commonplace
oratorio,

.

.

.

things that be, the reality, to the nobler, the grander things that
the ideality.

world
beauty

is

Deep, deep

down

in the heart of every

implanted a tiny spark of

in nature, art

the unseen world

and music, an

celestial fire,

an

man

may

born into

be,
this

instinct, a love for

indefinite yearning for the things of

—

the experiences of the imaginative mind."
Perhaps those who have not turned from this train of thought in
disgust may be interested to apply one of the chief powers for enlightenment which H. G. Wells bestows on the Contemporary Novel, to all kinds
of imaginative writing.
(We refrained from the word fiction in order
to lend dignity to the type of essay now on the rack.)
"This power exists
in part in the

opportunity for the introduction of the author's person-

ality."

In the college magazine world this introduction rarely

if

ever occurs,

—
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one of lofty tolerance and a rivalry in cleverness,
the "ten-minute" kind, which causes one to curse his density somewhat
but rather the attitude

is

Should not we pass a more pleasant hour with the average
its perpetrator obey the injunction of Childe

needlessly.

production did

college

Harold and
"Admire, exhalt, despise, laugh, zi'eep, for here
There is much matter for all feeling"?
Cleverness in

reproach upon
for

its

own

tragedy.

mainly beneficial

women become

All

No man

"Jack:

is

in

so far as

it

down

calls

clear the vanity of flippant speech

Perhaps this clumsy pass at a thought can be aided by
Oscar Wilde, in the Vassar, from The Importance of

sake.

a re-quotation of

Being Earnest:
"Algernon:

itself

own head and makes

its

does.

That's

like

That

their mothers.

is

their

his.

Is that clever?

"Algernon:

perfectly phrased

It is

!

And

quite as true as any obser-

vation in civilized life should be.

"Jack:
days.

You

I

am

sick to death of cleverness.

Everybody

is

clever

nowa-

go anywhere without meeting clever people. The thing
I wish to goodness we had some

can't

has become an absolute public nuisance.
fools left.

We

"Algernon:
"Jack:

I

have.

should extremely like to meet them.

What do

they talk

about ?

"Algernon: The fools?

When

this

small talk

Oh, about the clever people, of course."
is

banished the result

is

the inevitable and

sonorous sermon, usually provoked by a merry whistle or other demonstration of unusual levity when one has just returned to the "try again"
stage or has learned that the flowers were sent two days late.

It

is

hardly fair to include an essay in the Smith on the "Teaching of French

and German

in

the Grade Schools" in this class, yet a

little

more

presentation of interesting facts would perhaps prove an aid to their

To

general acceptance.

"Every American
skill

more

illustrate:

child should be taught to speak at least one other

language besides his own, and he should be taught
expect to attain

artful

in

youth.

No

one can

without study, mastery without apprenticeship, and

is just what is hoped for under our present system.
High school
and college training are by no means sufilcient to give mastery over a

yet that

foreign language.

At

best the language learned in these institutions

only a literary language, a 'paper' French or German.

Let

it

is

be based on

Exchanges
several years of elementary school training

*37

where

is

it

possible to teach

proper value." The
article is logical, evidences a careful study of conditions and lacks naught
but that quality which attracts the uninterested, is exemplified by Wilde,

and

the living, spoken language

it

will

then have

and nauseates when taken alone.
The words which come directly from
inability to

keep

before, are

when

silent,

so strong

is

a life

aroma of humor,
That

of an author's personality.

Do

gives rise to the query:

Why

taken seriously?

and are written from an

the sense that no one ever felt just so

flavored with a healthy

sible introduction

its

the best pos-

this class is so small

not contributors as a whole expect to be

should a misguided sense of American modesty

any garment which misconstrues or in any wise
detracts from the simple naked beauty of a thought, which needs no
adornment save the gossamer veil of conventional cleverness to satisfy
Here we should prefer to insert in full
propriety and arouse interest.
"The Traitor," Williams Lit, and "Mayhap" from the University of
Virginia Maga::ine.
This last has the tense illusion which Wells calls
the aim of the short story and is in accordance with the requirements of
restrain the abolition of

the

without oppressiveness"

"sincerity

class.

The

the

describes

tale

denouements of a gypsy's prophecy for the two companions of Shakespeare and shows the probable realization of her augury for him. "Thou,
too, canst prophesy.
Thou art a poet, such as the world hath never seen.

Men

will revere thee.

ing m.ind.
glory."

.

.

There

.

.

.

Thou

.

shalt

Thou
know a

hast a far-seeing eye, a discernlittle

but

grief,

it

will

the effect of the coloring

is

totally

marred by

extract.

We

of applying this maltreatment in the hope that the taste

"The

three

men

down Bishopsgate Street
paved street was made in

hurried

long walk through the

At the bridge a

occasional greeting to a passer-by.

blocked the

add

to thy

nothing more worth reading in the JanuaVy issues, yet

is

run the risk

may

survive:

into the city.

Their

silence, save

for an

jostling horde of

men

street.

"Three new

traitors," obsei-ved

Marlowe, pointing to as many grisly
"Fresh ones, I grant, for I

heads capping the stakes above the tower.
cannot smell 'em."

"An'

it

were possible

to squeeze a passage through this rag-tag," said

Shakespeare, "I would not

rub

my

do't.

Let's to the ferry.

I

have no desire

to

shoulder 'gainst a tinker's lowsy beard or a butcher's apron."

"Thou

shouldst ha' been a lord. Will," said Marlowe, as they re-

traced their steps.

"Aye, and thou king."

We

found

little

worthy of note

in this

month's verse.

We

enjoyed

I>
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"Gray Days"

in

Vassar, yet give

the

desire to describe an actual impression,

would

credit

it

no more than a

for

— and not something to which she

fain have been subjected.

GRAY DAYS
There are days

With

at sea

when

the blue-gray bends

a fog that trails where the cloud line ends.

And a mist descends
And you scarcely know, as the
Whether they skim

On
The habiliment

the sea or

ships go by,
fly

the edge of the sky.

of an old doctrine from the Sinitli

ciently meritorious to sanction

we

our desire to print

THE CASTLE OF DESTINY
I

reared a shining castle to the sky.

And
And

dwelt therein and peopled

it

with dreams,

by its sparkling gleams,
I sought to raise the glowing pile so high
That I might touch the stars. When sweeping by
A mighty wind made sport of shafts and beams,
Despoiled my castle, vanquished all my dreams,
And crushed amid their shattered forms, I try
nightly, blinded

To

learn

'"Poor child,"

I

my

seem

sin.

to hear,

"Hast not yet learned that when a finite plan
Doth not accord with His own will for man
The Master Architect must interfere?"
"But how to know the Infinite?" I ask.

"Who

builds on joy alone doth build in vain,

W^hile he

Doth

who

builds on joy o'er conquered pain

build secure, nor duplicate his task.

If dost not

know

the rock from shifting sand.

Leave thou the building
*

*

*

for a surer hand."
:^

To-day we build to-morrow we destroy.
But if amid the wrecks of yesterday
Is one spark left to light the morrow's way,
Then, let us bless our toil, and count it joy.
;

4i

think

suffi-

ALUMNI DEPARTMENT
On

Saturday evening, January 27th, the Twenty-fifth Haverford

Alumni Banquet was held in the Clover Room of the BellevueAbout 200 of the Alumni and undergraduStratford, in Philadelphia.

College

ates

were present.

as speakers

Rockefeller Institute; Dr.
gandt,

'87, presided and introduced
Mr. Jerome D. Greene, of the
Comfort, '94, and Dr. Cornelius Wey-

Dr. Alfred C. Garrett,

President Isaac Sharpless

:

of the

W. W.

;

One

a very good speech entitled The College.

he said was, that of

any of the
is

all

men from

of the interesting things

Philadelphia and the vicinity

now

in

350 taking a general course such as
but about twenty students. Half of these

colleges, there are only

taken at Haverford by

350 men go

President Sharpless gave

University of Pennsylvania.

all

to the University of Pennsylvania.

Mr. Green spoke on The Desirable Solidarity of College Men. Dr.
Comfort gave a short, witty, extemporaneous address in place of the
Hon. William A. Blair, '81, Representative from North Carolina, who
was unable to attend. Dr. Weygandt spoke on College Men and the
Higher Provincialism.

The banquet went
fellowship.

The

singing.

W. W.

off with a great deal of

enthusiasm and good-

Printed songs were at each place, and there was lots of
College quartette added to the enjoyment of the occasion.

Justice, Jr., '00,

was chairman of the committee

that arranged this

very successful reunion.
It

may

be in place to mention here the

College Songs that

is

to be published.

new

It is to

edition of

contain

all

Haverford
the songs

sung and the new songs now in use. The
new edition will be bound in paper and will cost $1.00. The members
of the committee in charge of this work, for which they deserve the
thanks of everyone connected with Haverford, are: Ralph Mellor, '99,
chairman; Elliott Field, '97; C. L. Seller, '02; H. M. Thomas, Jr., '12,
and K. A. Rhoad, '12. They expect to produce the book about Commencement time. Communications should be sent to the Secretary of
Haverford College.

from the

On

first

book

that are

January 20th,

at the

Hotel Essex, Boston, a meeting was held

of the committee in charge of the annual dinner of the Nezv England

Alumni Association
ing were:

of Haverford College.

R. Colton, 'jG; F.

Sheldon, '04; T. K. Brown,
'05,

Jr., '06;

secretary of the committee.

dinner on Saturday,

March

M. Eshleman,

Among

those at the meet-

'00; R. Patton, '01; C.

R. A. Spaeth,

'09,

The committee decided

N.
and Paul Jones,

to hold this year's

2nd, at Young's Hotel, Boston.

The Haverfordian

24°

Ex-'54

We
191

regret to announce the death of

Mr. Troth was

1.

in his

Samuel Troth on December

6,

seventy-seventh year.
'76

David Bispham sang

in the

San Francisco open-air celebration on
at one hundred

Christmas eve, at which the audience was estimated
thousand.
'85

Dr. R. JM. Jones has written the preface to the recently published
Beginnings of Quakerism, by W. C. Braithwaite. This is one of the
series of books that Dr. [ones is editing.
'87

Alfred C. Garrett sailed on February 3rd for a
Mousa J. Kaleel, '15, is with him.

trip to Palestine.

'88

M.

E. Leeds and

J. S. Stokes, '89, sailed

on January 17th for Panama.

'90

The

December

30th, in the Haverford
H. P. Baily, H. R. Bringhurst,
G. T. Butler, T. A. Coffin, P. S. Darlington. R. E. Fox, D. P. Hibberd,
T. S. Janney, J. F. T. Lewis, E. R. Longstreth, W. P. Simpson and
J.

M.

Class of 90 held a reunion on

The following were

Union.

present

:

Steere.
'96

The

Class of '96 held

its

annual dinner and reunion at the Univer-

Club on Wednesday evening, December 27th. The following were
M. J. Babb, S. K. Brecht, T. Y. Field, C. R. Hinchman, P. D. L
Maier, J. H. Scattergood. W. C. Sharpless, L. H. Wood.
sity

present

:

'98

Walter C. Janney has associated himself with the firm of Montgomery, Clothier & Tyler, bankers and dealers in stocks and bonds.
W. W. Cadbury spoke briefly on The Need of the Extension Work
the
Spiritual Life of the Church, at a dinner given by the men of
for
the Philadelphia Yearly Meeting at Twelfth Street Meeting House, on
December 8th. Dr. and Mrs. Cadbury sailed for Canton, via Manila, on
January 3rd.
'01

last

The Rev. George J. Walenta was installed by Bishop Rhinelander,
month, as rector of the Church of St. Simeon, in Philadelphia, where

St. Simeon's is the fifth
he has been acting-pastor since April, 1910.
membership,
the
country,
and conducts an
largest parish, in point of
in

institutional

A

work

that has received international recognition.

daughter, Eleanor, was born recently to

W.

E. Cadbury.

Alumni Department
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'02

banquet on December 23rd, at Haverford
Those present were: W. W. Pusey, 2nd, A. C. Wood, Jr., E.
Kirk, H. L. Baldenston, A. G. H. Spiers, E. H. Boles, C. W. Stork, R. M.
Gummere, W. C. Longstreth, S. V. Jones, E. W. Evans, C. R. Gary and
E. E. Trout. Plans were arranged for the deceimial next June. It was

The

Class of '02 heki a

C

College.

decided to have an informal supper in Dr. Spiers' room, at College,
on Class Day evening, as a sort of prelude to the festivities the next day.
S. P. Jones and Henr\- B. Kiimmel, the New Jersey State Geologist,
have published together a bulletin on The Mineral Industry of Nezv
Jersey for igio.
\\ C. Longstreth's Alco car
.

made

a

good impression

at the recent

Automobile Show in Philadelphia.
Dr. A. G. H. Spiers gave, on January 15th, the second of his lectures on Old Spanish Ballads before the Saturday Club, of Wayne. The
Dr. Spiers is at the head of a movement
lecture was very successful.
The aim
to get news about Haverford College into the newspapers.
of this movement, of which the Faculty Lectures are a part, is to make
it more widely known what a center Haverford has become intellectually.
The Faculty Lectures, of which two have been given, have been very
successful and well attended. The Alumni are urged to co-operate with
Dr. Spiers in this movement, as .such co-operation is necessary for a purpose of this kind. Through Walter Price, '81, Dr. Spiers has asked for
estimates for enlarging the stage in the Union.

He

hopes to have

up with adequate footlights by the middle of February.
bookcases and a handsome settee of dark oak have been put in
first instalment of furniture for the Union study.
fitted

it

Two
as the

'03

A

son was born recently to

1.

S. Tilney.

Hervey M. Hoskins has been re-appointed postmaster
Oregon.

He

man

of

McMinn-

have secured a second appointment
to this position, in which he has been very successful.
He has introduced free deliverv and several other improvements.
ville,

is

the

first

to

'04

The Class of '04 held its amiual reunion and dinner at College, on
December 30th. The dinner was served in the old Y. M. C. A. Room.
After dinner various business matters were transacted, and the meeting was adjourned to Lloyd Hall, where an enjoyable evening was spent
principally in the discussion of the article on

published in

ment

at

The

Haverfordi.\n.

At

"Alumni

Loyalty'' recently

the defection of the married ele-

an early hour, the discussion was diverted to the question, "Is

The Haveefordian

24Z
^latrinioii}-

Worth While." which occupied

the remaining bachelors imlil

"wee small" hours. Several of the class spent the night
The following were present at the dinner: H. H. Brinton, D.
the

J.

W.

W".

Clark, A. Crowell,

-M.

P. D. Folwell, C. R.

Lowry, T.

C. Kimber, R. P.

J.

at College.

L. Burgess,

Haig, G. K. Helbert,

.Megear, C. C. Alorris,

J.

M.

Stokes, H. X. Thorn, S. C. Withers.
'06

Henry W. Uoughten was married on
Episcopal Church,

Wellesle_\',

Jaiuiar\- 20th, in St.

Andrew's

Massachusetts, to Aliss Florence Cazen-

ove Jones, daughter of Mr. Frank Cazenove Jones. Arthur T. Lowry,
was best man. Among the ushers were Spencer G. Nauman, "06, and

"06,

Wm.

:

R. Rossmaessler,

Mr. and Mrs. Doughten

'06.

New York

Eleventh Street,

will li\e at 31

West

City.
'07

The

Class of '07 held

erford College.

^

its

annual dinner on December 28th, at Piav-

After dinner the annual meeting was held.

decided to have some special celebration

ne.xt

It

was

June, as that will be the

fifth anniversary of the graduation of the class, and plans are now being
made for it. The challenge of the Class of '02 to a baseball game on
Commencement Day, was accepted, and E. R. Tatnall was elected cap-

H. Evans, president; W'. B.
spoon was presented to the
Class Boy, Francis B. Ckunmere, 3rd. The class then adjourned to Lloyd
Hall, where the old songs were sung and much enjoyed.
The following were present: J. C. Birdsall, P. W. Brown, A. E.
Brown, R. Cadbury. Jr., (i. C. Craig, H. Evans, F. D. Godley. S. J. Gummere, J. P. Magill, M. H. March. J. W. Nicholson, Jr., W. R. Rossmaessler, E. C. Tatnall, E. R. Tatnall and \\\ B. Windle.
A son, Philip Godley, Jr., was horn to .Mr. and Mrs. Francis D.
Godley, on January 15, 191 2.
E. F. Jones is with the V. S. Forest Service at McAllister, Montana.
The engagement of J. W. Nicholson, Jr., to Miss Isabell Huston
Miss Haines is the daughter
Haines, of Germantown, is announced.
of R. B. Haines, '78, and granddaugliter of R. B. Haines, "44.
tain.

Last year's oflicers were re-elected:

Windle, secretary and

trea.surer.

A

silver

'08

The engagement of Thomas R.
Wvcombe, Pa., lias been announced.

Hill to

Miss Eleanor Twining, of

'09

On

Thursday, December 21st, tlie Class of '09 held its annual
After a long and unusually interesting business
meeting, the regular musical feats were indulged in.
reunion in Lloyd Hall.

Alumni Department
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only fourteen of the class were present, the occasion was

Those present were:

greatly enjoyed.

R. N, Brey, G. H. Deacon,

J.

C.

M. Lutz, P. \'. R. Miller, L. C. Moore, F.
W. Pennypacker, F. M. Ramsey, ^V. G. Sandt, T. K. Sharp-

Green, P. C. Kitchen, H.

Myers,

J.

M. H.

less,

G. Spiers and F. R. Taylor.

Alfred Lowry,
to

arrived from luirope, Januar_\' 26th.

Jr.,

Westtown School

a vacancy in the

fill

He

where he

faculty,

is

going

will teach

French and German.
Reynolds A. .Spaeth receiUly delivered a lecture hefore the Natural
History Club of Harvard on Tlie Color Changes of Fishes.

W.
phia,

Febiger, formerly with Justice,

S.

Bateman &

Co., of Philadel-

Brown & Adams, wool merchants, 2/^ Summer
His residence is too Mount \'ernon Street, Boston.

now

is

Boston.

with

J. C. (jreen was married, January 25th,
Mr. and Mrs. Green will live in Atlantic City.

to

Street,

Mrs. Eugenia Pierce.

Ex-'io

The engagement of

J.

M. Langsdorf and

baum, of 1820 Spring (harden
N. D. Ayer
that

is

is

the

so popular at his

R.

M. Eshleman

is

Aliss

Dorothy Kirsh-

Street. Philadelphia, has been

announced.

composer of the song. Oh, Yon Beantifnl Doll,

Alma Mater.
now with the

\\'illiam

H. Maule Seed Co., Sev-

enteenth and Filbert Streets.

A.

W. Hutton

is

in the

paper bo.\ department of the A. M. Collins

Mfg. Co.

M.

Frost

C).

is

working on the Gultrston Nezvs.
Ex-'i3

The engagement of A.
is

of Concord,

M.

Miss Elizabeth Sewell Pratt
Mr. and Mrs. Alcott Pratt,
Hami)shire, and grandniece of the late Miss I^ouisa

Miss Pratt

announced.

New

is

C. Redfield to

the daughter of

Alcott.

The engagement
Lancaster,

is

Rensselaer

Polytechnic

SCHOOL
Established

1824
Civil,

of

G.

K. Taylor to Miss Sara Schenberger, of

announced.

Institute

of

ENGINEERING
Mechanical, Electrical

Send for a Catalogue.

TROY,

N.Y.

For

SPORTING GOODS

go to

KEIM SUPPLY CO.
1227

MARKET

Philadelphia

ST.

The Haveefordian

Sh arpless & Shar pless
MEZiNi'S
IS

so.

BROAD

furiniishe: RS

ST.

is

so

.

1SXM ST.

F»H ll_ADEI_PMIA
100 yards south of Broad Street Station
-

Window

Plate Glass

Glass

Skylight and Floor Glass.
Rolled Cathedral, beautiful tints.
Embossed,
Enameled and Colored Glass. A full stock of Plain Window Glass. Every
variety for Architects' and Builders' Use. A full line of Glaziers' Diamonds.

Benjamin H. Shoemaker
PHILADELPHIA

205-207-209-211 N. Fourth St.

The

Stein-Bloch Smart Clothes
and The Famous

Hart, Schaffner
For

The Equal

& Marx

Clothing

Men and Young Men
of

Custom-Made Clothing

The Two Strongest Lines of
Men's Clothing in America
Sold in Philadelphia exclusively by

Strawbridge
When

&

patronizing advei-tisers Ijindly mention

Clothier
The Havbbfoedian.

The Haverfordian
Cement Worit

Excavating

Grading

Odorless Work

Surface Draining

WE ARE PROUD
of our Dress
Suits and do a

wonderful business in them.
We have all

Pyle, Innes

Chas. H. Frederick

b Basbieri

weaves and linings and the
cutting and fitt-

TAILORS
General Contractor and

Road Builder

't'

FOB.

newest

the

-^

ing

MEN AND BOYS

perfect.
prices are

is

Our

moderate

very

—a

fine silk

lined suit at
$40; another
finer one at $50;
and we provide
large outlets

UNDERGROUND CONDUITS FOR
ELECTRIC LIGHT AND TELEPHONE WIRES

for
Laying Out and Building Carriage Drives and

future

growth.

We show over

Roads a Specialty
1115

WALNUT

a hundred different styles of

ST.,

PHILADELPHIA.

White Waist-

34 West Lancaster Avenue

ARDMORE, PA.

coats.

Full-dress Suits, $35 to $65

White Waist-coats, $7

Phone 804

Pyle, Innes

to $12

& Barbieri

College Tailors

Jacob Reed's Sons
Young men

Women's and

is in

keeping with

the spirit of youth. The models depict the most modern

tendencies of styles.
They
are designed on natural,
graceful lines.
There is an
agreeable absence of pad-

ding

in shoulders.
Lapels
are increased. Trousers are
cut narrower than usual.
Spring Suits,

$15

Spring Overcoats,

to

Misses' Department, 2nd Floor

$15

JAMES
Heating, Plumbing

ARDMORE.

to

1424-1426 Chestnut

S.

ca,

LYONS

Roofing

PA.
Ardmore.

817

D

Special Rates to Students

MARCEAU
PHOTOGRAPHER

$40

$35

JACOB REED'S SONS

When

WALNUT STREET

especially will

appreciate our Spring Suits.
The smart trimness of these

garments

1115

1609 Chestnut Street

St. Ptiiiadelphia

patronizing advertisers Isindly mention

PHILADELPHIA
The HAYaEFOBPiAN.

The Haverfordian

M.

J.

STOEVER, Broad

Pharmacy

Station

St.

Our

Prescriptions are compounded
in an Entirely Separate Department

We Solicit
'•^^

Your Patronage
Phone

56-17

ASHER

D Filbert

M.

1910

CHILDS

FINE REPAIRING
A SPECIALTY

143 N. Ninth St.

Philadelphia

Alterations and Repairing a Specialty

yj.

OILS

UYOIVJS

HARDWARE
26

West Lancaster Avenue
Ardmore, Pa.

GENTLEMErrjS WARDROBES KEPT IN GOOD
ORDER ON YEARLY CONTRACT

9:!1A.

Ardmore

C.
326

Open Evenings

WILLIAM

S.

Manufacturing Optician
11a

S.

JUST

15th Street.

L.

WALK LEISURELY THROUGH THE
of

ARDMORE, PENNA.

STANTON

W. Lancaster Avenue
ARMORE,

Pa.

Phone 16IA. Ardmore
Telephone

GLOCKER'S

s^

WINTROB

M.

J.

"^^'

918 and 926 Pine St.

The Sign of Art.

Philadelphia

AND SEE

IF

YOU ARE NOT REPAID.

GEO. R

LANCASTER &

CO.

Remington & Sherman Go's

SARES

AfsJCO

VAULTS

Salesroom, 127 S. Eleventh Street
Works, 624

Caterer and Confectioner
Post Office Block

PhUadelphia

Antique Shops

Roofing, Heating and Ranges
JOBBING

Phone

XAUOrSIE
XAIUOR

A.

VV/A-rCMES

YARNALL

Automobile Supplies

Phone,

EstabMshed 1895

OlAIVIOIViDS
^"'l

PAINTS

ED\A/ARD

JENA/EL-ER & OF»XICIArvj
1301 Market Street, Philadelphia

SEND POSTAL
GLASS

MAYER

I.

PRACTICAL DYER AND SCOURER

ENGRAVING
DIAMONDS RESET

to 642

Richmond Street

PHILADELPHIA

Bryn Mawr, Pa.

Bell and Keystone Phones

JOHN

S.

HERON,

TROWER

Caterer and
Confectioner

FLORIST
1-735 CMES-riMUT-

BRYN

SXREET

MAWR HARDWARE

CO.

5706 Main Street, Germantown, Phila.

Hardware, Cutlery and House Furnishing
Goods

Telephone

BRYN MAWR, PENNA.

When

patronizing advertisers kindly mention

The Havbbfoedian.

:

The Haverfordian
of delicious flavor and tempting- fragrance— our celebrated
BRADFORD BLEND. Roasted Daily: it's always fresh and strong

GOOD COFFEE

33c. lb.

E.

1520

WE

3 lbs. 95c.

BRADFORD CLARKE

CO.,

CHESTNUT STREET

AIM TO PLEASE

MILK AND

CREAM

ARDMORE PRINTING

Served Daily and Punctually from

M.

BARKER'S DAIRY

J.

CO.

ENSIGN

Haverford, Pa.

INDIVIDUALITY shown in the selection
of your Suit or Overcoat and your individual
ideas, together with our personal supervision,
experienced workmen, confined styles and
correct fit, will make your individuality recognized immediately.

LEO.

S.

Everything for the School

Room

Printing and Engraving a Specialty

PEGKHAM, LITTLE
College

GUCKERT

& GO.

and School Supplies

Commercial Stationers

Merchant Tailor
Philadelphia

1116 Poplar Street

$25 to $40
Overcoats, $25 to $40
Suits,

e:.

Telephone, 2416 Stuyvesant

m. feinisier

Victor Talking Machines

Edison Phonographs

Confectioner
BRYN MAWR,

PA.

ARDMORE,

57-59 East Eleventh Street
New York

$10 to $200
PA.

Terms of

50c.

weekly on some

outfits

Send for complete information
Ernest R. Yarnall

R. C. Ballinger

R.C.

John A. Stratton

C.

BALUNGER&CO.

J.

Heppe

(Si>

Sons

1117 Chestnut Street or

Thompson Streets
PHILADELPHIA, PA.

6th and

Contractors
Builders

^

218 North Thirteenth Street

IRA

D.

GARMAN

TELEPHONES
Keystone. Race 637

Bell. Filbert 26-15

A. L.

DIAMENT &

"Exclusive Jewelry for Young

The best Repair Department

CO.

in the City

Importers and Dealers in

and Exclusive American Wall Papers
English, French, German, Japanese

1

ITH ST. BELOW

CHESTNUT

Philatlelpliia

Write for Samples
Philadelphia, Pa.

1515 Walnut Street

When

Men"

pati'ooiziDg advertisers kindly mention

The Havbbfobdian.

The Haverfordian

Mary's Laundry
ARDMORE

St.

Wants your family wash.
handle

Devon

Is in a position to
Calls for and dehvers clothes from
Philadelphia.
Gentlemen's Linen

it.

to

given domestic finish and all flatwork guaranteed to be done satisfactorily. Only Springfield
water and best laundry soap used on clothes.

PHONE

16 A,

1912
Marks the 30th year of our
as well as

its

business,

removal to

50-52-54 North Delaware Ave.
49-51-53 North Water Street

where

special facilities will enable us
to increase the friends of

TARTAN BRANDS

ARDMORE

Quality

Quality
TO THAT AND THAT ALONE IS
DUE THE SUCCESS OF

ALFRED LOWRY & BROTHER

WHOLESALE GROCERS
PHILADELPHIA

Rittenhouse Brothers
BLAIR

CRA^A/'FORD

"MEATS
TMA-r YOU
EAT"

Jewelers, Diamond Merchants, Silversmiths

Stores throughout West Philadelphia
and Bryn Mawr as well as Ardmore

Philadelphia

CAIN

1300

CEi

WALNUT STREET

Not Best Just One Way
But Best Always
The Penn Mutual

Life

Insurance Co.

VERNER & CO.

Philadelphia

Bankers and Brokers

KODAKS
AND

North American Building

Philadelphia

KODAK SUPPLIES
JOSEPH

C.

FERGUSON,

JR.

8 and 10 South Fifieenth Street

PHILADELPHIA

When

patronizing advertisers kindly mention

The Hatbbfoedian.

!

The

Provident^ Life and TrusL

Company

of Philadelphia
Capital Stock

-

$1,000,000

Surplus belonging to Stockholders,

-

$4,500,000

OFFICERS.

DIRECTORS.

Asa S. Wing, President.
T. WisTAR Brown, Vice-President.
J. Barton Townsend, Vice-President and
Assistant Trust Officer.

Roberts Foulke, Trust Officer.
David G. Alsop, Actuary.
Samuel H. Troth, Treasurer.
G. Walter Borton, Secretary.
J. Thomas Moore, Mgr. Insurance Dept.
J.

T.

Wistar Brown

Asa

S.

Frederic H. Strawbridge

William Longstreth

John Thompson Emlen

Robert M. Janney

Morris R. Bockius

Marriott G. Morris

Henry H. Collins
Levi L. Rue

Jos. B. Townsend, Jr.

W. G. Craige, Title Officer.
John Way, Assistant Treasurer.
J.

John B. Morgan

Wing

George Wood

Smith Hart, Insurance Supervisor

Fourth and Chestnut Streets
Safe Deposit Vaults

SACK SUITS

OVERCOATS

CARAMEL— SucA
Wrapped

around

Caramel!

MARSH-

MALLOW.

ALLOW

US,

YOUNG MEN

To show you our
creations,

tailoring

garments of

re-

Ihe best ot both.
A chewing confection that
brings content—and continues
to please.

When
we make your clothes, your
fined individuality.

individualism is reflected in

them. Takes care and skill,
yes but then our love is in
May we have
our work.
your next order? The re;

sult will please you.

Forward, Kaufman &, Gasaccio

TAILORS
1226

WALNUT STREET

Moderate Prices

Evening Suits ot Quality

Wben

In green packages at 10c and
25c at the Whitman's Agency:

W.

patronizing advertisers klodl; mention

L.

Tbx

HARBAUGH

HATimvosDtAir.

Mathews & Co,

A. B.

G>rrect Cut Clothes at

Moderate Prices
MEN'S TAILORS

S.

W.

Cor.

I

Sansom

Ith and

SPECIAL DESIGNS FOR YOUNG MEN

Sts.

SUITS, $20

to

OVERCOATS, $30

$40
to

$50

Philadelphia, Pa.
FULL DRESS and TUXEDO SUITS, $40

Announce the arrival of
Spring and Summer Cloths
composed from

special de-

F.

in

Europe

this winter.

ROMA &

Tailor

1230

and Importer

Chestnut Street

Phlladelptiia

Replete with novel de-

BROS.

signs

Handsome new
Correct in

ReadJog Terminal

Broad

103 and 105

Dooner's Hotel

St.

Jamas

St. Station

FRANK

Denckia Building

CASIERI

109 So. 10th Street

Hotel Walton

Hotel

style, price

and workmanship

AMERICA'S GREATEST BARBER SHOPS

Continental Hotel

colors

Right in quality

Operators and Owners of

S. Iltii St.

$75.

THOMAS FERN

signs selected by Mr. Mat-

hews

to

PHILADELPHIA

PHIUOELPHIA, PA.

Mercmaimt Xaii_or
Albemirle Hoffmaa House,

New York

City

Ualea Station, Watliiattoo, D. C.

Vk«a

patroBlilnc advertlMn

Suits

from $18.00 to $35.00

Overcoats from $20.00 to $40.00
Undlr mentloa Th> Hatbvobdiaii.
THC lODLC PDIia
PMfLADtlPHIA

